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ACT. SGEREL 
SCENE Alexandris ix AEgypt. 


Enter Demetrius axd Philo. 
PHILO. 


a} AY, but this Dotege of our General 

aj O’er-flows the Meafure; chofe his goodly 

ny Eyes 

That o’er the Files and Mufters of the War, 

‘Have glow’d Jike plated Adars, now bend, 
how turn 

The Office and Devotion of their view. 

Upon a Tawny Front. His Captain’s Hearts 

Which in the fcuffles of great fights hath burft 

The Buckles on his Breaft, reneges all Temper, 

And is become the Bellows.and the Fan - 

To cool a Gypfies Luft. Look where they come / 
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‘Enter Antony, and Cleopatra, her Ladies 5. the Train, with — | 
| | Eunuchs fanning her. a 
Take but good Note, and you fhall fee him, 
The. tripple Pillar of the World, transform’d 
Into a Strumpet’s Fool. Behold and fee. | 
Cleo. If 1t be Love indeed, tell me how much 2 nd 
Ant. There’s beggary in the love that can be reckon’d. 
Cleo. Vil fet a bourn how far to be belov’d., 
Ant, Then mutt thou needs find out new Heav’n, new 
Earth. 
Enter a Meffenger- 
Mef. News, my good Lord, from Rome. 
Ant, Rate me the Sum. 
Cleo. Nays hear them utony, 
Fulvia perchance is angry; or who knows, 
If the fcarce-bearded Ce/ar have not fent 
His powerful Mandate to you. Do this, or this; 
Take in that Kingdom, and infranchife that; 
Perform’t, or elfe we damn thee. 
int. How, my Love 2 
Gieo. Perchance, nay, and moft like, 
You muff not ftay here longer, your difmiffion 
Is come from Cée/ar, therefore hear it Antony. 
Where's Falvia’s Procefs ? Cefar’s, 1 would fay,both? 
Call in the Meffengers; as I am «4gypr’s Queen, 
Thou blufheft stony, and that blood of thine 
Is Cafar’s Homager: elfe fothy Cheeks pay Shame, 
When fhrill tongu’d Falwiafcolds. The Meflengers. 
Ant. Let Romeand Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 
Of the rais'd Empire fall; here is my fpace; 
Kingdoms are Clay; Our dungy Earth alike 
Feeds Beaft as Man; the Noblenefs of Life 
Is todo thus; when fuch a mutual pair, 
And fuch a twain can do’t; in which I bind, 
On pain of Punifhment, the World to weet 
We ftand up Peerlefs, 
Cleo. Excellent Palfhood ! 
Why did he marry Fe/via, and not love her? 
Ili feem the Fool I am not. Antony will be himfelf. 


Ani, a 
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Ant. But ttirr’d by Cleopatra. | 
Now for the love of love, and his foft Hours, 

Let’s not confound the time with Conference harfh; 
There’s not a minute of our Lives fhould ftretch 
Without fome Pleafure now: What{pore-to night? 

Cleo. Hear the Ambaffadors, 

Ant. Fie wrangling Queen! | 
Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 

To weep? whofe every Paflion fully ftrives 

To make it felf in thee fair and admir’d. 

No Meffenger but thine, and all alone, 

To Night we'll wander through the Streets, and note 

The Qualities of People. Come, my Queen; 

Laft night you did defire it. Speak not to us. 

| Exeunt with their Train. 

Dem. Is Cafar with Antonius prizd fo flight ? 
Phil. Sir, Sometimes. when, he ts not Axstony, 

He comes too fhort of that great. Property 

Which ffill fhould go with Autony. 

Dem. I im full forry, that he approves the common. Liar, 
who thus {peaks of him at Rome; but I, will hope of beter 
Deeds to morrow. Reft you happy. [Exesnt. 

Enter Enobardus, Charmian, fras, Alexas, anda 
Sauthfayer. 

Char. L. Alexas, {weet Alexas, molt any thing dlexas, 
almoft moft adfolute exas, where’s the Soorhfayer thar 
you prais‘'d to th’ Queen? Oh! that L knew. this Huf- 
band, which you fay,..muft change bis Horns with, Gar- 
lands. 

Alex. Soothfayer. 

South,. Your wall? 

Char. Is this the Man? Is’t you, Sir, that know things? 

Sooth. In Nature’s infinite Book of Secrecy, a little I can 
read. 

Alex. Shew him your Hard. 

Eno: Bring in the Banquet quickly: 
Cleopaira’s Health to drink, 

Char. Good Sir, give me good Forture, 

Séoth. I make nat, but forefee, 

Char. Pray then, forefee me one. 

Soorh. You fhall be yet far fairer than you ats 

Char, Fle means in Fieth. 


Wine enough, 


. frais, 
| - 
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Tras. No, you hall paint when you are old. 

Char. Wrinkles forbid. : 

Alex. Vex not his Patience, be attentive. 

Char. Huth! 

Sooth, You thall be more beloving, then beloved. 

Char. 1 had rather heat my Liver with Drinking. 

Alex. Nay, hear hin. 

Char. Good now, fome excellent Fortune. Letme bé 
Married to three Kings in a Forenoon, and Widow them 
all; let me have a Child at fifty, to whom Herod of Jewry 
may do Homage. Find me to marry me with Odavias 
C&/ar, and Companion me with my Miftrefs, 

Soorh, You fhall out-live the Lady whom you ferv’. 

Char, Oh excellent, I love long Life better than Figs. 

Sooth, You have feen ard proved a fairer former Fertune, 
than that which is to approach. 

Char. Then belike my Children fhall have no Namis; 
Prithee how many Boys and Wenches muft I have? 

Sooth, If every of your Wifhes had a Womb, 

And foretel every With, a Million. ony 

Char. Out Fool, I forgive thee for 2 Witch. 

Hlex. You think none but your Sheets are privy to yout 
Withes. 

Char. Nay come; tell Zras hers. 

Alex. We'll know all our Fortunes. 

Eno. Mine, and moft of our Fortunes to night, thdl be 
fo go drunk to Bed. | 

Tras. There's a Palm prefages Chattity, if nothing el’, 

Char. E’en as the o’erflowing Wylus prefageth Famire. 

Tras. Go you wild Bedfellow, you cannot Soothfay. 

Char, Way, if an oily Palm be nota fruitful Progiolti- 
- cation, I cannot feratch mine Ear. Prithee tell her but a 
Workyday Fortune. 

Sooth. Your Fortunes are alike, 

tras, But how, but how——give me particulars; 

Sooth. 1 have faid. 

dras. Am I not an inch of Fortune better than fhe? _ 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of Fortune better: 
than I; where would you chufe it? ~~ = ~ 


* 


frag; 
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Tras. Not in my Husband’s Nofe. 

Char, Our worfer thoughts Heav’ns mend. 

Alex. Come, his Fortune, bis Fortune. Oh Jet him 
Marry a Woman that cannot go, {weet Jf, FE befeech thee, 
and Jet he: die too, and give him a worfe,; and let worfe 
follow wore, *tilt the worft of all foliow him laughing to 
_ his Grave, Fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good fs, hear me this 
Prayer, though thou deny me a matter of more Weight; 
good Jfs, [ befeech thee. 

Char. Amen, dear Goddefs, hear that Prayer of the 
People. For, as it is a heart-breaking to fee a handfome 
Man loofe-wiv’d, fo itis a deadly Sorrow, to behold a foul 
Knave Uncuckolded ; therefore dear Z/, keep decorum, and 
Fortune him accordingly. 

Char. men. 

Alex. Lo now, if it lay in their Hands to make me a 
Cuckold, they would make themfelves Whores, but they’d 
do’t. . 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Eno. Hith, here comes Antogy. 

Char. Not he, the Queen. 5 

Cleo. Sav you my Lord ? 

Eno. No Lady. 

Cleo. Was he not here ? 

Char. No, Madam. | 

Cleo. He was difpos’dto Mirth,but on the fudden 
A Roman thought had ftruck him. Evnobarbus. 

Ene. Midam. | 

Cleo. Sek him, and bring him hither; where’s Alexas? 

lex, Here at your Service, my Lord approaches. 

Enter Antony with a Meffinger and Attendants. 

Cleo. We will not look upon him; 90 with us. [ Exesne. 

Mef. Filvia thy Wife, firlt came into the Field, 

Ant. Agunft my Brother Lucins ? 

_ Mef. Ay, burfoon that War had end, and the times ftate 
Made “rierds of them, joimting their force *gainft Cefar, 
W hofe better Hue in the War of ftaly, 
Upon the. firft encounter drave them. 

Ant. Will, what worft 2 

Mef. The Nature of Bad News infe@s the Teller; 


. 





he Se. 


eee 


a ae 


a ee 


2666 Antony.od Cleopatra, 


Axt. When it concerns.the Fool:or Coward; on: 
Things that are. pafts are-donte, :with me. "Tis thus; 
Who tellsme true, thotighiin his Tale lye Death, 

I heac himas he flutter’dy 

Mef.dabienus, this is, if News, 
biath, with his Parthian Force, extended: Afa; 
‘com Lupbrates his conquering 
Zanner fhook, from Syriato, Lydia, 

And to Jonia, wh lt — si 

Ant. Antony thou, would’ft fay. 

Mef. On, my Lord. | : 

Aat. Speak toome-home, mince. not the general Tongue; 

Name Cleopatraas theis call’d-in Rome : - 
Rail thouin Falvia’s Phrafe, and rauit my Faults 
With fuch full Licenfe, as both Truth and Malice 
LJave, Power to, utter..Oh then we bring forth Weeds, 
When our quick Winds lye frill, and our ills told us 
Is as our Earing; fare thee welia while. 

Mef. At your noble Pleafures 

Ant. From Scicion how the News? dpeak. there. 

A4ej. The Man from Scicion, is there fuch anione? 

ena. He flays upon your wills 


= - ‘ 
ii] i} ap Dear 5 


e ftcong e£gyptian Fetters I mhuft:break, 


Pe 


i 
¥ 
5 


y jelf in Dotage. What are you ? 
Lifter another AMeffenger witha Letters 
Aikef. Fulvia thy Wife is. dead. 
Ant, Where died fhe? 
2 Jdef. in Scicion, hee length of Sicknefs 
‘With what elfe more ferious, 
Importeth. thee to know, this bears, 
Ant. Forbear me. 
There’s a great Spirit gone, thus did I defire it, 
What our Contempts do often hurl from us. 
We with it Hours again, the prefent Pleafure, 
By revolution lowring, does become | 
The oppofite of it {elf;. the’s good being gone; 
The Hand could pluck her back, thac thov’d heron? 
I mult from this e£gytian Queen break- off. 
Ten thoufaod harms, more than the ills l- know 
My. idlenefs doth hatch. How now Exobarbus? 
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Enter Eno Siaee g 

Eno. Whar’ $ your pleafure, Sir ? 

Ant. 1 mutt. with hafte from hence. 

Eno. Why. then we kill all our Women:. We {ee how 
mortal an Unkindnefs is to them, if they fuffer our depar- 
ture, Death’s the word. 

Ant. 1 mult be gone. 

Exo. Under a compelling eecenens let women die. It 
were pity to caft them away for nothing, though between 
them and a great caufe, they fhould be efteem'd nothing, 
Cleopatra catching but the leaft noife. of this dies inftant! ly3 
T have feen her die twenty times upon far poorer moment: 
I do think there is Mettle in Death, which commits fome 
loving a& upon her, fhe hath fuch a Celerity in Dying, 

Ant. She is-cunning: paft Man’s Thought. 

Byo: Alack, Sir, no, her Paffions are made of nothing 
but the fineft part of pure Love. We cannot call her Winds 
and Waters, Sighs and Tears: And yet they are greater 
Storms and Tempefts than Almanacks can report, . This can- 
not be cunning in her : if it be, fhe makes a Show’r. of Rain 
as well as ove. 

Ant. Would I. had never feen her, 

Eno. Oh Sir, you, had then left unfeen a wonderful Piece 
ef Work, which not to have be sen bleft witha], would have 
difcredited yeur Travel. 

Ant, Fulvia is dead 

Eue, Sic ! 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno, Fulvia 2? 


Ant. Dead. 


Eno. Why Sir, givethe Geds a thankful Sacrifice : when 
it pleafeth their Deities to, take the Wife of a Man from 
him, it fhews to Man the Tailors of the Earth - Comforting 
him therein, that. when’old Robes are worn out, there are 
Members to make new. If there were no more Women bur 
Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, and the cafe were to be 
lamented: This Grief is crowned. with Confolation, your 
eld Smock brings fortha new Petticoat, and indeed the Tears 
live in an Onion, that fhould water this Sorrow. 


Mint, 


ae 
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Ant. The Bufinefs the hath broach’d here in the State, 
Cannot endure my Abfences 
Eno. Ard the Bufinefs you have broach’d here eannot be 
without yoa, efpecially that of Cleopatra’s, which wholly — 
depends on your Aboad, a 
nt. No more like Anfwers: Let our Officers 
Have notice what we purpofe. I hall break 
The caufe of our Exp:diciice tothe Queen, 
And gct her Love topart. For not alone 
The death of Fulvia, with mor? urgent touches 
Do ftrongly {peak to us, but the Létrers too 
Of many our contriving Friends in Rome, 
Petition us at home. Sextms Pompeins 
Hath giv’n the Dare to Ce/ar, and commands 
The Empire of the Sea. Our flipp’ry People 
W hofe Love is never link’d to the D:ferver, 
Till his Deferts are paft, begin to throw 
Pompey the Great, and all bis Dignities 
Upon his Son; who high in Name and Pow’r, 
Higher than both in Blood and Life, ftands up 
For the main Soldier; Whofe Quality goi'g on, 
The fides o’ th’ World may danger. Much is breeding; 
Which like the Courfer’s Hair, hath yet but Life, 
And not a Serpent’s Poifon. Say our Pleafure, 
To fuch whofe place is under us, requires 
Qur quick remove from hence. 
Eno. \ thall do’t. | Exennt. 
Enter Cieopatra, Charmian, Alexas, aad Itas. i 
Cleo. Where is he? 
Char. I did not fee him fince. 
Cleo. See where he is, who’s with him, what he do’s: 
I did not fend you. If you find him fad, 
Say | am dancing: if in Mirth, report 
That I am fudden fick, Quickly, and return. 
Char, Madam, methinks if you did love him dearly, 
You do not hold the method, to enforce 
The like fom him. 
Cleo. What fhould I do, I do not ? 
Char, 1n each thing give him way, crofs hinvin nothing: 
Cleo, Thou teachet like a Fool: the way tolofe him. _ 
Char, 
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Char. Tempt him not, fo, too far. I with, forbear, 

Intime we hate that which we often fear. 
Exter Antony. 

But here comes Antony, 

Cleo. 1 am Sick, and fullen, 

Ant. I am forry to giv: Breathing to my purpofe. 

Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian, I ihall fall, 
It cannot be thus long, the fides of Nature [ Seeming to faint. 
Will not fuftain it. 

Ant. Now, my deareft Queen, 

Cleo. Pray you ftand farther from me. 

“int. Whats the matter? 

Cleo, 1 know by that fame Eye there’s fome good News. 
What fays the marry’d Woman? you may go; 
Would fhe hid never given you leave to come, 
Let her not fay °tis I that keep you here, 
I have no Pow’r upon you: Hers you are, 

nt. The Gods beft know, 

Cleo. Oh never was there Queen 
So mightily betrayed; yet at the frit 
I faw the Treafons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra. 


Cleo. Why thould I think fou can be mine, and true, 
Though you with Swearing thake the throned Geds, 
Who have been falfe to Fulvia? Riotons Madnefs/ 

To be entangled with thefe Mouth-made Vows, 
Which break themfelves in Sw: aring, 


Ant. Mott {weet Q een, 


Cleo, Nay pray you {eek no colour for your going, 
But bid farewel, and go: When you fued ftaying, 
Dhen was the time for words: No going then, 
Eternity was in our Lips, and Eyes, 

Blifs in our Brows bent, none our Parts fo poor, 
But was arace of Heav’n, They are fo fill, 
Or thou the preatett Soldier of the World, 

Art turn’d the greater Liar, . 

Ant. How now, Lady ? i 

Cleo. | would I had thy Inches, thou thould’f know 
There were a Heart in eEyype, 

“Int. Hear me, Queen; 


The ftrong neceffity of time, commands 
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Our fervices awhile; ‘but my full Heart 
Remains in ufe with you. Our /taly 
Shines o’er with civil Swords; Sextus Pompetus 
Makes his approaches to the Port of Rome. 
Eauality of two Domeftick Pow’rs, 
Breed fcrupulous Faction; the hated, grown to Strength, 
Are newly grown to' Love; the condem’d Pompey, 
Rich in his Father’s Horour, creeps apace, 
Into the Hearts of fuch, as have not thriv’n 
Upon the prefent State, whofe Numbers threaten, 
And Quietnefs grown fick of reft, would purge 
By any defperate change. My more particular, 
And that which moft with you fhould fave my zomg, 
Is Fulvia’s Death. | 
Clee. Though Age from Folly could nut give me freedom, 
It does from Childifhnefs. Can Fulvia die? 
Ant. She’s dead, my Queen, 
Look here, and at thy Sovereign leifure read 
The Garboyls fhe awak’d; at the laft, betft. 
See when, and where fhe died. ; 
Clee. O moft falfe Love! 
Where be the facred Viols thou fhould’ft fill 
With forrowful Water? Now I fee, I fee, 
In Fuluia’s death, how mine fhall be recciv’d. 
Aunt, Quarrel no more, but be prepar’d to know 
The purpofes I bear: which are, or ceafe, 
As you fhall give th’ advice. By the Fire 
That quickens Nilws Smile, I go from hence 
Thy Soldier, Servant, making Peace or War, 
As thou affe’ft. 
Clee. Cut my Lace, Charmian, come, 
But tee it be, Lam quickly ill, and well, 
So Authon, loves. 
Ant. My precious Queen forbear, 
‘And give true evidence tohis Love, which ftands 
An honourable Trial. 
Clee. So Fulvia told me. 
¥ prechee turn afide, and weep for her, 
Then bid adiew to me, and fay the Tears * 
Belong to e4igppr. Good now, play one Scene 
Of excellent diffembling, and leet look = 


Like 


ami 
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Like perfe& honour. 
Ant. You'il heat my Blood; no more. 
Cleo. You can do better yet ; but this is meetly. 
Ant, Now by my Sword: 
Cleo, And Target. Still he mesds. 
But this 1s not the beft. Look prithee, Charmian, 
How this Herculean Roman docs become 
The carriage of his Chafes 
Aut. Vil leave you, Lady. 
Cleo. Courteous Lord, ane word: 
Sir, you and [ muft part, but that’s not its 
Sir, you and I have low’d, but there’s not it, 
That you know well, fomething it is I would : 
On, my oblivion is a very dutony, 
And [I am all forgotten. 
4nt. But that your Royalty 
Holds Idienefs your fubject, I fhould take you 
For Idlenefs it felf. 
Cleo. ’Tis {weating labour, 
To bear fuch Idlenefs fo near the Heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, Sir, forgive me; 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you. Your honour calls you hence, 
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied Folly, 
And all the Gods go with you. Upon your Sword 
Sit lawrell’d ViGory, and {mooth Succels 





Be ftrew’d before your Feet. 


S. 
\ a 
= 


Ant. Let us go. 
Come: Qur feparation fo abides and flies, 
That thou refiding here, goeft yet with me, 
And I hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 
Away. | Exennt: 


SCEN E. IL Rome 


Enter OGavius Cafar reading a Letter, Lepidus, and 
Attendants. 
Caf: You may fee, Lepidus, and henceforth know; 
It is not Ce/ar’s natural Voice, to. hate 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the News 5 he fithes, drinks; and watftes 
The Lamps of Night in revels 5 Is not more. Manlie 


“Mot, VI. B oe Than 
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Than Cleopatra; nor the Queen of Prolomy 
Mote Woman'y than he. Hardly gave Audience, 
Or did vouchfafe to think he had Partners. , You 
Shall find there a Man, who is th’abftract of all faults; 
That all Men follow. 
_ Lep. mult not think 
There aré Evils enough to darken all his Goodnefs 5 
His Faults in him, feem as the fpocs of Heav’n, 
More fiery by Night’s blacknefs ; Hereditary, 
Rather than purchaft ; what he cannot change, 
Than what he chufes, 

Caf. You are too indulgent. Let’s grant it is 
Amifs to tumble on the Bed of Pielemy, 
To give a Kingdom for a Miith, to fit 
And keep the turn of Tipling with a Slave, 
To reel the Streets at Noon, and ftand the Buffet 
With Knaves that fmell of fweat ; fay this becomes him } 
As his compofure muft be rare indeed, 
_ Whom thefe things cannot blemifh, yet mult Aatony 
No way excufe his Foils, when we do bear 
So great weight in his Lightnefs. If he fill’d 
His vacancy with his Voluptuoufnefs ; 
Full furfeits, and the drinefs of his Bones, 
Call on him for’s. But to confound fuch time, 
That drums him fyom his fport, and {peaks as loud 
As his own State, and ours, *tis to be chid : 
As we rate Boys, who being mature in Knowledge, 
Pawn their experience to their prefent Pleafure, 
And fo rebel to Judgment. 
: Enter a Meffenger. 

Lep. Here’s more News. 

Adef, Thy biddings have been done, and every hour; 
Mott noble Cefar, fhalt thou have report 
How ’tis abroad. Pompey is flrong at Sea, 
And it appears, he is belov’d. of thofe 
That only have fear’d Cefar : to, the Ports 
‘The Difcontents repair, and Mens reports 
Give him much wroneg’d. 
Caf, ¥ thould have known no lefs, 
It hath been taught us from the primal State, 
That he which is, was wifh'd, until -he were’: 
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And the ebb’d Man, ne’er lov’d ‘till ne’er worth love, 
Com«s fear’d, by being lack’d. This common Body 
Like to a Vagabond Flag upon the Stream, 
Goes to, and back, lacking the varying Tide 
To rot it felf with motion. 

Mef. Cefar, 1 bring thee word, 
Menecrates and Adenas, famous Pirates, 
Make the Sea ferve them,.which they ear and wound 
With Keels of every kind. Many hot inrodes 
They make in Jtaly, the borders Maritime 
Lack Biood to think on’t, and fleth youth to revolt, 
No Veffel can peep forth, but ’tis as foon 
Taken as feen : For Pompey’s Name ftrikes more 
Than could his War refifted. 

Caf. Antony, 
Leave thy lafcivious Vaflals, When thou once 
Wert beaten from AZutiva, where thou flew’ft 
Hirtius and Panfa Confuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow, whom thou fought’ft againft, 
Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
Than Savages could fuffer. Thou didft drink 
The ftale of Horfes, and the gilded Puddle 
Which Beafts would cough at. Thy Pallat thea did dain 
The rougheft Berry on the rudeft Hedge. 
Yea, like the Stag, when Snow the Pafture fheets, 
The Barks of Trees thou browfed’ft. On the dps, 
It is reported thou didft eat ftrange Flefh, 
Which fome did die to look on; and allthis, 
It wounds thine honour that I {peak it now, 
Was born fo like a Soldier, that thy chéek 
So much as Jank’d not. 

Lep. "Tis piry of him. 

Caf. Let his thames quickly 
Drive him to Rome, ’tis time we twain 
Did fhew our felves fth’Field, and to that end 
Affemble we immediate Council; Pompey 
Thrives in our Edlenefs. 

Lep. To morrow, Cé/ar, 
I fhall be furnifh’d to infornr you rightly, 
Both what, by Sea and Land, I can be able, 
‘Lo front this prefent time. 

, B2 Caf. 
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Caf. *Till which encounter, it is my Bufinefs too. Farewél. 

Lep. Farewel my Lord, what you tha!) know mean time 
Of itirs abroads. I: fhall befeech you, Sir, 
To let me be partaker. . 

Cef- Doubt not, Sir, I knew it for my Bond. [Exennt, } 


SC EN E. IL. Alexandria, 
Enter Cleopatrag Charmiang Tras, azd Mardiar. 


Cleo. Charmian. 
Char, Madam. 
Cleo, Ha, ha——give meto drink Asandragoras. 
Coar, Why, Madam ? 
Cleo. Thitl might fleep out this great gap of time, 
My Antony is away. 
Char. You, think of him too much, 
Cleo. O *tis Treafon, 
Char. Madam, I truft not fo. 
Cleo. Thou, Eunuch, A4ardian 2 
Afar, What's your Highne's pleafure 2 | 
Cleo. Not now to hear thee fing. I take no pleafure 
In ought an Eunuch has > us well for thee, 
That being unfeminaricd, thy freer Thoughts 
May not not fly forth of Egypr. Haft thou AffeGions 2 
Mar. Yes, gracious Madam. 
Cleo. Indeed 2 | 
Mar. Not indeed, Madam, for I ean do nothing 
But what indeed is honeft to be done: 
Yet have I fierce Affe@ions, and think 
What Venus did with Azars. | 
Cleo. Oh Charmian |! 
Where think’ft thou he is now ? Stands he, or fits he? 
Or does he walk 2? @r is he on his Horfe 2 
Oh happy Horfe to bear the weight of -dutony ! 
Do bravely, Horfe, for wot’ft thou whom thou mov'ft 
he demy Atlas of this Earth, the Arm 1 
And Burgonet of Man. He's {peaking now, 
Or murmuring, where’s my Serpent of old Wile, 
For fo he calls me now I feed my felf 
With moft delicious Poifon. Think on m 
That am with Phebas amorous pinches black, 
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7 
tp, And wrinkled deep in time 2? Broad-fronted Ca/ars 


When thou waft here above the Grousd, I was 


A morfe) of a Monarch ; and great Pompey 
Q P 


Would ftand and make his Eyes grow in my Brow, 

There would he anchor his Afpe@, and die 

With looking on his Life. 
| Exter Alexas, - 

Alex, Soveraign of Et, hail. 

Cleo. How much art thou unlike A@ark Astony ? 
Yet coming from him, that great Med’cine hath 
With his Tin@ gildéd thee. 

How goes it with my brave 4Zark Antony ? 
Alex. Laft thing he did, dear Queen, 
He kift the laft qf many doubled kiffes, 
This orient Pearl. His Speech fticks in my Heart. 

Cleo. Ming Ear muft pluck it thence, 

Alex. Good Friends, quoth he, 

Say the firm Roman to great e£gypt fends 

This treafure of an Oyfter ; at whole foor, 

To mend the petty prefent, I will piece 

Her opulent Throne, with~Kingdoms, All the Eaft, 
Say thou, fhall call her Miftrefs. So he nodded, 
And foberly did mount an Arm-gaunt Steed, 

Who neigh’d fo high, that what 1 would have {poke, 
Was beaftly dumb by him. 

Cleo. What, was he fad or merry ? 

Alex, Like to the time o’th’Year, between the extreams 
Of hot and cold, he was not fad nor merry. 

Cleo. Oh well divided difpofition ; note him, _- 
Note him good Charmian, tis the Man; but note him, 
He was not fad, for he would fhine on thofe 
That make their looks by his. He was not merry, 
Which feem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In eZ gyp¢ with his joy ; but between doth. 

Oh heav’nly mingle ! Be’ft thou fad, or merry, 
The violence of either thee becomes, 
So do’s it no Man elfe. Met’ft thou my Pofts 2 

Alex. Ay, Madam, tweaty feveral Meflengers, 
Why do you fend fo thick ? 

Cleo, Who’s born that day, a 


When I forget to fend to Antony, 
= B 3 at Shall 
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Shall die a Beggar, Ink and Paper, Charman. 
Welcome my good e4lexas. Did I, Charmian, 
Ever love Cefar fo?: 

Char. Oh that brave Ce/ar! 

Clea. Be choak’d with fuch another Emphafis, 
Say the brave Axtony. 

Char. The valiant Ce/ar, 

Clo. By ifs, I will give thee bloody: Teeth, 
If thou witi: Cefar Paragon again 
My Man of Men. 

Char. By your moft. gracious Pardon, 
I Sing but after yeu, longs 

Cleo. My Sallad Days, : i 
When [ was green in Judgment, cold in Blood, 
To fay, as I faidthen. But come, away, ae 
Get me [nk and Paper, Si: 


He fhall have every Day feveral greetings, or Fil unpeople | 
cL gypt. | Exeunt. | 


—— Le a a -¥ 


Be GE. eS © Re SEs F 
SCENE @ Sicily. 


Enter Pompey, Menecrates, aud Menas. 


dogs the great Gods be juft, they fhall affift 
The Deeds of jufteft Men. 
Mene. Know, worthy Pompey, 
That which they do delay, they not deny. 
Pom, While we are Suitors to their Throne, decays 
The thing we fue for. ; 
Men. We, ignorant of our felves, 
Beg often our own harms, which the wife Powers 
Deny us for our good; fo find we profit 
By lofing of our Prayers. 
Pom. [ thall do well: 
The People love me, and the Sea is mine; 
My Powers are Crefcent, and my aguring hope 
Says it will come toth’full. Adark Antony 
jreKgypt fits at Dinner, and will make 
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No Wars without Doors: Cefar gets Mony where 
He lofes Hearts; Lepidus flatters both, 
Of both, is flatter’ds but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him. 

Mene. Cafar and Lepidus are in the Field, 
A mighty ftrength they carry. 

Pom, Where have you this? ’ Fis fale. 

Mene. Frown Silvius, Sir. | | 

Pom. He dreams; 1 know they ate im Rome together 
Looking for Axstoxy: But all the Charms-of Love; 
Salt Cleopatra, foften thy wand Lip, 
Let Witchcraft join with Beauty; Luft with béth, 


Tie up the Libertine in a Field of Feafts, 


Keep his Brain fuming; Epicurean Cooks, 
Sharpen with cloylefs fawce his’ Appetite ; 
That fleep and feeding may prorogue his Honour, 
Even till a lethied Du!nefs 
Enter Varrius. 

How now Varrius? 

Var. This is moft certain, that I fhall déliver: 
Mark Antony is every hour in Rome 
Expected; Since he went from e4gypr; ’us 
A {pace for farther travel. 

Pom. I could have giveni lefs matter 
A better Ear. Adexas, Idid not thitk 
This amorous Surfeiter would have donn’d his Helm 
For fuch a petty War; his Soldterfhip 
Ts twice the other twain: but let us rear 
The higher our Opinion, that our ftirring 
Can from the lap of e4&gypt’s Widow pluck 
The near Luft-wearied Axstony. 

Men, I cannot hope, 
Cefar and Axtony fhall well greet together: 
His Wife that’s dead, did trefpafles to Cesar, 
His Brother warr’d upon him, although IT think 
Not mov’d by Aztony. 

Pom. 1 know not, Ades, 
How leffer Enmiities may give way to greater. 
Were’t not that we ftand up againft them all, 
*Twere pregnant they fhould fquare beetween themfelves 5 
For they have entertained caufe enough = 

B 4 To 
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To draw their Swords; but how the fear of us 
May cement their Divifions, and bind up 
The pecty Difference, we yet not know. 
Be’t as our Gods will have’t; it only ftands 
Our lives upon, to ufe our ftrongeft hards. 
Come, Aenas. 


>. G EN. EHS Rene 


Enter Enorbarbus and Lepidus, 
Lep. Good Enobardus, tis a worthy: deed, 
And shall become you well, to entreat your Caprain 
To tofc and gentle Speech, 
Exo. I fhall entreat him 
To a: (wer like himfelf; if Cafar move him, 
Let Antony look over Ca/ar’s Head, 
And fpeak as loud as Azars. By Fupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Antonio’s Beard, 
J would not fhave’t to day. 
Lep. “Vis not a time for private Stomaching. 
Eno. Every time ferves for the matter that is then born in’t. 


[E xeuat. 


Lep. But {mall to greater Matters muft give Way. 
Eno. Not if the {mall come firft. 


Lep. YourSpeech is paflion; but pray you ftir 


No Embers up. Here comes the noble Anjo 
Enter Antony azd Ventidius, 
Eno. And yonder Ca/ar. 7 
Enter Cefar, Mecenas, and Agrippa. 
Ant. \f we compofe well here, to Parthia 
Hark, Ventidius. 
Caf. I do not know; Avecanas, ask Agrippa. 
Lep. Noble Friends, : 
That which combin’d us was mof{t great, and let nor @ 
A leaner Action rend us, * What’s amift, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Oor trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murth r in healing Wounds. Then-nob 
The rather, for I earneftly befeeeh, 
Touch you the fowreft points with fweeteht terms, 
Nor curftnefs grow to th’ matter. 


WY. 


le Partners, 
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Ant. *Tis fooken well: 


Were we before our Armies and to fight, 


I fhould do thus. | Flori fhe 
€a/. Welcome to Rome. 
Ant. Tiank you, 
Caf. Site 
Ant, St, Sir, 
Ca/. N 'Y theo. . 
An. I learn you take things ill, whiel are noe fos 
Oy being, Concern you nor. 
Caf. 1 muft be laughe ar, 
If, ot for nothing, OF a little, I 
Should fay my felf effended, and with you 
Chifly ’th’ World. More Jaughr at, that I fhould 
Once name you derogately:. whea.to found your name 
It not concern’d me, 
Ant. My being in e£gypt, Cefar, what wast to you? 
Ce/. No more than my rcfiding here at Rome 
Might be to you in e£yypr: yer if you there 
Did practife on my ftare, your being in cL gypt 
Might be my queftion, 
Ant. How intend you, pra@is’d ? 
Ca/. You may be pleas’d to catch at mine intent, 
By what did here befalime. Your Wife and Brother 
Made wars upon me, and their contcftation 
Was Theam for you, you werethe word of war. 
Ant, You do miftake your bufinef:, my. Brother never 
Did urge me in his A@:\I did inquire ir, | 
And have my learning from fome true reports 
Tbat drew their Swords with you.. Did-henot rather 
Difcredit my Authority with yours, 
And make the wars alike againft my Stomach, 
Havibg alike your caufe? OF this my Letters 
Before did fatisfie you. If you patch.a- quarrel, 
As matter whole you’ve not to make it with, 
It muft not be with this, 
(ef. You praife your felf, by laying defe@s of Jugdment 
to me: but you patch up your excufes. | 
Ant. Not fo, not fo: 
I know you could not lack, I am certain an’t, 
Very neceflity of this thought, that I 
Your Partner in the caufe ’gainft which he fought, 


o 


Could 
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Could not with graceful Eyes attend thofeé Wars 
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my Wife, 
I would you had her Spirit, in fuch anothér, 
The third o’th’ World is yours, which with a Snaffle, 
You may pace cafie, but not fuch a Wife. : 

Eng. Would we had all fuch Wives, that the Men might 
goto Wars with the Women, 

Ant, $9 much uncurbable, her Garboiles Ce/ar 
Mids our of her impatience, which not wanted 
Shrewdnefs of policy too, I grieving grant, 

Did you too much difquiet, for that you muff, 
But fay I could not help it, 
Cz/. I wrote to you, 
W hen rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket up my Letters; and with taunts 
Did beg my Miflive out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, he felon me, c’er admitted: then 
Three Kings: F had newly feafted, and did want 
Of what I was i*th’morning: ‘but next day 
I told him of my felf, which was as much 
As to have askt him pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our ftrife: if we contend 
Out of our queftion wipe kim. 

Cef. You have broken 
The Article of your‘Oath, which you fall never 
Have Tongue to charge me with. 

Lep. Soft, Cefar. 

Ant. No, Lepidus, let him {peak 
The Honour is:Sacred which he talks ob now, 
Suppofing that I Jacktit: but on, Ce/ar, 

The Article of my Oath, ; 

Cef- To lend me Arms, and Aid, when I requir’d them, 
he which you both denied. 

Ant. Negle&ted rather : 

And then when: Poifoned Hours had bound me up 
From mine own Knowledge ; as nearly as T may, 
Vil-play the penirent to you. But mine honefty, 
Shall not make poor my greatnefs; nor my power 
Work. without it, Truth is, that Fulvia, 

To have me out ofe4igypr, made Wars here, 
For which my feif, the ighorant motive,’ do 
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So far ask pardon, as befits mine Honour 
To ftoop in fucha cafe, 

Lep. * Tis nobly {poken, 

Adec. If it migit pleafe you, to enforce no further 
The gricfs between ye: to forget them quite, 

Were to remember, that the prefent need, 
Speaks to atone you. 

Lep. Wortnily {poken, Adecenas. 

Ene, Or :f you borrow one another’s Love for the inftant, 
you may when you hear no more words of Pompey return. it 
again: you fhatl have timeto wrangle in, when you have 
nothing elfc to do. 

Ant. Thou art a Soldier, only fpeak no more. 

Eno, That truth fhould be filent, I had aimoft forgot, 

Ant. You wrong this prefence, therefore {peak no more, 

Eno. Go to then: your confiderate Stone. 

Cef. 1 do not much diflike the matter, but 
The manner of his Speech: -for’t cannot be, 

We fhall remain in friendfhip, our conditions 

So differing intheir A@s. Yer if I knew, 

W iia: Hoep fhould hold us ftaunch, from edge to edge 
Ath’ the World, I would purfue it. 

Agr. Give me Jeave, Ce/ar. 

Cafar. Speak, Agrippa. 

Agr. Thou hafta Sifter by thy Mother's fide, 


. Admir’d O&avia! Great Mark, Antony 


Is now a Widower. 

Caf. Say not fo, Agrippa, if Cleopatra heard you, your 
proot were well deferved of rafhnefs, 

Ant. Tam not married, Cefar; let me hear 
Agrippa further {peak, 

Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity, ’ 
To make yeu Brothers, and to knit your Hearts 
With an unflipping Knot, take Avtony 
Ottavia to his Wife ; whofe beauty claims 
No worfe a Husband than the beft of Mem; 
Whofe Virtue, and whofe general Graces {peak 
That which none elfe can utter.. By. this Marriage, 
All little Jealoufies which now feem great, 
And all great fears; which.now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing, Truths-would be tales, 

3 = Where 
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Where now half tales be truths: her love to both 
Would each to other, and all loves to both 
Draw after her, Parcan what I have fpoke, 
For ’tis a ftudied, not a prefent Though’, 

By duty raegindte 

Ant. Will Cafar fpeak¢ 

Cef. Not till’ he hears how utoxy is touch’, 
With what ts fpoken already. 

Ant. What power is in Agrippa, 

Hf 1 would fay Ayrippa, be it fo, 
To make this eood 2 

Caf. The power of Ca/ar, 
And his power unto O¢favia. 

Ant. May I never 
To this good purpofe, that fo fairly thews, 
Dream of impediment; let me havethy hand 
Further this A@ of Grace: and from this hour, 
The Heart of Brothers govern in our Loves, 
And fway our great Defigns. 

Caf. There’s my hand: 

A Sifter 1 bequeath you, whom so ice! 

Did ever love fo dearly. Let her live 

To join our Kingdoms, and our Hearts, and never 
Fly off our Loves again, 

Lep. Happily, Amen. 

Ant. \ did not think to draw my Sword againft Pompey, 
For he hath laid ftrange Courtefies, and great 
Of late upon me, T muft thank him only, 
Left my remembrance fuffer ill report; 

At heel of that defie him. 

. Lep. Time calls upon’s, 

—, Of us muft Pompey prefently be fought, 
Or elfe he feeks out us. 

Ant. Where lyes he? 

Caf About the ALount-Mifenum. 

Ant: What is his ftrength by Land ? 

Cef. Great, and increafing : 

But by Sea kei is an abfolute Mafter. 

Ant. Sois the Frame, 

Would we had {poke together. Halle we for it, 
Yet e’er we put our felvesin Arms, difpatchwe 
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The Bufinefs we have talk’d of, 

Cef. With moft gladnefs. 
And do invite you to my Sifter’s view, 
Whither ftraight Pll lead you, 

Ant. Let us, Lepidas, not lack your Company. 

Lep. Noble Aatony, not ficknefs fhould detain me. 

| Execunt. 
Manent Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mecenas. 

Mec. Welcome from e£gypt, Sir. 

Eno. Half the Heart of Cefar, worthy Mecenas. My 
Honeurale Frienu <Aorippas 

Ayr. Good Enobar bus. 

Mec. We have caule to be glad, that matters are fo well 
digefted: you ftay’d well by’t in eZgypr. 

Eno, Ay Sir, we did flzep day out of countenance, and 
made the Night light with drinking. 

Mec: Eight Wild-boars roafted whole at a breakfaft: and 
but twelve Perfons there. Is this true 

Eno. This wasbut a Fly by an Eagle: we had much 
more monftrous matcer of Feaft, which worthily deferved 
noting. 

Mec. She's a moft triumphant Lady, if report be fquare 
to her. 

Eno. When fhe fist met A4ark Antony, fhe purs’d up his 
Heart upon the River of Cydzms. 

Agr. There the appear’d indeed: or my reporter devis'd 
wellfor her. 

Eno, { will tell you; 
The Barge fhe fat in, like a Burnifh’d Throne 
Burnt on the water; the Poop was beaten Gold, 
Purple the Sails, and fo perfumed, that 
The Winds. were Love-fick. 
With them the Oars were Silver, 
Which to the tune of Fluteskept ftroke, and made 
The water which they beat, to follow fafter, 
As amorous of their ftrokes. For her own Perfon, 
It beggar’d all defcription; fhe did lye 
In her Pavillion, Cloth of Gold, of Tiffue, 
O’er-picturing thae Hezus, where we fee | 
The Fancy out-work Nature. On each fide her 
Stood pretty dimpled Boys, like fmuling Cupids, aes 

£2 ' sestis iti 
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With divers-colour’d Fans, whofe w'nd did feem 
To glow the delicate Cheeks which they did cool, 
And what they undid did. 

Agr, Oh rare for datony. 

Eno. Her Gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
So many Mere-maids tended her i th’ Eyes, 
And mide their bends adornings. At the Helm, 
A feeming Meer-maid ftcers; the Silken Tackles 
Swell with the touches of thofe Flower-foft hands, 
That yearly frame the Office. From the Barge 
A ftrage invifible perfume hits the Senfe 
Of the adjacent Wharfs. The City calt 
Her People out upon her; and Antony 
Enthroan’d ith’ Market-place, did fit alone, 
Whiftling to th’ Air, which but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra (00, 
And make a gap in, Nature. 

“gr, Rare e£gyptian! 

Ene. Upon her landing, Aaztony fent to her, 
Invited her to Supper: fhe replyed, 
It thould be better, he became her Gueft; 
Which the entreated. Our Courteous Aztony, 
Whom ac’er, the word of no, Woman heard fpeak, 
Being barber’d ten times o’er, goes to the Feaft: 
And for his Ordinary, pays his Heart, 
For what his Eyes eat only. 

Agr. Royal wench! 
She made great Ce/ar lay his Sword to Bed, 
He ploughed her, and fhe cropt. 

Eno..1 faw her once 
Hop forty Paces through the publick Street. 
And having loft her breath, fhe fpoke, and panted, 
That the did make defeG@, perfection, 
And breathlefs power breath forth. 

Mec. Now Antony muft leave her utterly. 

Eno. Never, he will not. 
Age cannot wither her, nor cuftom fteal 
Her infinite variety: Other Women cloy 
The Appetites they feed, but the makes hungry, 
Where moft the fatisfies. For vileft things 
Become themfelves in her, that the holy Priefts 
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Blefs her, when the is Riggifh. 

Mec. f Beauty, Wifdom, Modefty, can fettle 
The Heart of Antony, Oltavia is 
A bleffed Lottery to him. 

Ayr, Let us go. 

Good Exobarbas, make your felf my Guett, 
Whilft you abide here. 

Exo, Humbly, Sir, Ethank you. 

Enter Antony, Cxefar, OGavia between them. 

Aut. The World, and my great Office, will fometimes 
Divide me from your Bofom 

Oda. All which time; 

Before the Gods my Knee fhall bow in Prayers 

Tothem for youu 
Ant. Good Night Sir. My Ofavia, 

Read not my blemifhes in the World’s report: 

I have not kept my fquare, but that to come 

Shall all be done by th’ Rule; good Night, dear Lady. 
Oita. Good Nighr, Sir. 
Cefi Good Night. [Exeunt Cefar and OGavia- 

Enter Soothfayer. 

Ant. Now Sirrah! do you with your felf in egypt? 

Sooth. Would 1 had never come from thence, nor you 
thither. 

Aut. Vf you can, your reafon? | , 

Sooth. { fee it in my motion, have it not in my Tongue; 
But yet hie you to e#gypr again. 

Ant. Say to me, whofe Fortune fhall rife higher, Ce/ar’s 
or mine? 

Sooth. Cafar's. Therefore, ob Antony, ftay not by his fide. 
Thy Demoy, that’s thy Spirit'‘which keeps thee, is 
Noble, Couragious, High, Unmatchable, © 
Where Ce/ar’s isnot. . But near him thy Angel 
Becomes a fear ; as being o'crpower’d, and therefore 
Make {pace enough between you. 

Ant. Speakthis no more. _ 

Soath. To none but thee, no. more, but when to thee, 
If thou doft play with him at any Game, 

Thou art fure to lofe: And of that Natural luck 

He beats thee ’gainftthe odds. Thy Luftre thickens, 

When he fhinesby: I fay again, thy Spirit . 
. $ 
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Is all afraid to govern thee near him: 
But he alway is noble. 
Ant, Ger thee gore: x: 
Say to Ventidius, | would {peak with him. | Exit Sooth. 
He fhall to Parthia, be it art, or hap, ) 
He hath fpoken true, The very Dice obey him, 
And in our fports my better cunning faints, 
Under his charce; if we draw lots; he {peeds, 
His Cocks do wia the Bartel, ftill of mine, 
When it is all to naught: and his Quailes ever 
Beat mine, in hoop’d, et odds. I will to cL cypt § 
And though I make this marriage for. my peace, 
I’th’Eaft my pleafure lies. Oh come, Ventidius, 
Enter Venudius. 
You mutt to Parthia, your Commiffion’s ready : 
Follow me and receive’r; | Exeunts 
Enter Lepidus, Mecsenas, and Agrippa. 
Lep. Trouble your felf no farther: pray you haften 
Your Generals after. 


“gr. Sir, Mark Antony will e’en but kifs OGavia, and | 
we'll follow. | | 
Lep. “Lill 1 thall {ee you in your Soldier's drefs, 
Which will become you both, Farewel, 
Afec. We fhall, as I conceive the Journey, be 
At the Mount before you, Lepidus 
Lep. Your way is fhorter, 
My purpofes do draw me much about, 
You'll win two Days upon me. 
Both. Sirs good faccefs, 
Lep. Farewel, 


[Exenni. ; 
CU E Nar. t.. Alecandeis 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras and Alexas. 


Cleo, Give me fome Mufick : Mufick, moody food 
Of us that trade in love 


Omnes. The Mufick, hoa ! 
Enter Mardian the Eunuch. 


Cleo. Let it alone, let’s to Billiards - come Charmian, 
Char. My arm is fore, beft play with Adardian, 
Cleo, As well a Woman with an Lunuch play’d, 
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As with a Woman. Come, you'll play with me, Sir? 
Mar. As well as I can, Madam. 
Cleo. And when good willis thewed, though’rcome too fhort, 
The Aor may plead pardon. I} none now, 
Give me mine Angle, we'll to th’River, there 
My Mufick playing far off, [ will betray 
Tawpy-fin Fifhes, my bended hook fhall pierce 
Their flimy jaws ; end, as I draw them up, 
1"!] think them every one an Axton), 
And fay, ah, ba; youre caught. 
Char. >Twas merry when you wager’d on your Angling, 
when your diver did hang a {alt Fifh on his hook, which he 
with fervency drew up. 
Cico. Lhat time ! Oh times | ——~ 
I laught him out of patience, and that night 
I Jaught him into patience, and next morn, 
E’er the ninth hour I drunk him to his bed: 
Then put my Tires and Mantles on him, whilft 
I wore his Sword Philippan. Oh from Jtaly. 
Enter a Meffenger. « ~ 
Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine Ears, 
That loag time have been barren. 
Mef: Madam! Madam! 
Cleo, Antony’s dead; 
If thou fay fo, Villain, thou kill’ft thy Miftrefs : 
But well and free, if thou fo yield him. 
There is Gold, and here 
My bleweft Veins to kifs: a hand that Kings 
Have lipr, and trembled kiffing. 
Mef. Filt, Madam, he ts well. 
Cleo, Why there’s more Gold. But, Sirrah, mark, we ufe 
To fay, the dead are well : bring me to thar, 
The Gold I give thee, will I melt and pour 
Dow thy ill-atrering throat. 
Mef; Good Madam, hear me. 
Cieo, Well, goto, I wills 
Bur there’s no goodnefs i thy face. If Antony 
Be free and healthful; why fo-tart a favour 
To trumpet fuch good ridings ¢ [f not well; 
Thou fhould’& come like a Fury ¢rown’d with Snakes, 
Not like a formal Man. & 
Pec Vi C 
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Afe/. Wilt pleafe you hear me¢ "st 
Cleo. ¥ have a mind to ftrike thee e’er thou {peaktits 
Yer mf thouwfay, Asrony hives, tis well, 
s Or Friends with Ce/ar, or not Captain to him, 
Vil fee thee inva fhowre of Gold, and haul 
Rich Pearls upon thee. 
Me, Matam, he’s well. 
Cleo. Well faid. 
Mef; And Friends with Ge/far. 
Cleo. Thou’rt an honeft Maa. 
Mef. Cefar, and he, are greater Friends than ever. 
Cleo. Mark thee a Fortune from me. 
Mef: Bur yet, Madam——— Ss 
Cleo. 1 do not+ike but yet, it-do’s allay 
The good precedence, fie upon but yet, 
But yet, is as a Jaylor to bring forth 
Some monftrous Malefactor.. Prithee, ‘Friend, 
Pour out-the pack of matter to mine Ear, 
The good and bad together : he's: Briends with Ce/ar, 
In State of Health thou fay’ft, and thou fay'ft, free. 
Mef. Free; Madam ! no: I made no fuchfport. 
He’s bound unto Oétavia. 
Cleo, For what good turn? 
Mef. For the beft turn rth’ Bed. 
Clea, Lam ‘pale, Charmian. 
M:f: Madam, he’s married to: Ottavia. 
Cleo. The moft infe@ious Peftilence upon thee. | 
| [ Strikes him dows | 
Mef. Good Madam, patience. 
Cleo, What fay you 2 | Strikes him 
Hence-horrible ‘Villain, or Tl fpurn thine Eyes 
Like Balls before me ; Pll ushair thy Head : : 
| | She hales him up and down 
Thou fhalt be whipt with Wyres-and ftew’d in Brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle, | 
Mef. Gracious Madam, 
I, that do:hring the News, made not the match. 
Cleo. Say’ tis not fo, a'Province I will give thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud: the blow thou hadft 
Shall)make thy peace, for:moving me to rage, 
And I will boot thee with what gift befide 
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Thy modefty can beg. 
Mef’ He’s married, Madam. : 
Cleo. Rogue, thou heft liv’d too long. | Draws a Dagger. 
Mef, Nay then Ull run : 
What man you, Madam, I have made no fault. . [ Exit, 
Char. Good Madam, keep your felf within your feif, 
The Man is innocent. 
Cleo. Some innocents feape not the Thunderbo] : 
Melt e£gypz into Nile; and kindled creatures 
Turn all to Serpents. Cail the Slave again, 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him; Call, 
Char. He is afeard to come. 
Cleo, I will not hurt him, 
Thefe Hands do lack Nobility, that they ftrike 


- A meaner than my felf: fince { my felf 


= 


! 
aay 


= 


Have given my {elf the caufe. Come hither, Sir. 


Re-Enter the Meffenger. 

Though it be honeft, itis never good 
To bring bad News: give toa gracious Meflage 
An Hoft of Tongucs, but let ill tidings tell 
Themfeives, when they be fele, 

M4¢/, I have done my duty. ‘.. 

Cleo, Is he married? 
I cannot kate thee worfer than I do, 
If you again fay: ycs. 

Mef. He’s married, Madam. 

Cleo. The gods confound thee, doft thou hold there ftill? 

Mef. Should I tie, Madam ? 

Cleo. Oh, would thou didft : 

5) half my e&gypt were fubmerg’d, and made 

A Ciftern for {cal’d Snakes. Go get thee hence, 
Hadft thou Warciffus in thy Face, to me 

Thou wouldft appear moft ugly : He is matried ? 

Mef. \ crave your Highnefs pardon. 

Cleo. He is married 2 

Mef. Take no offence, that I would not offend you ; 
To punifh »me for what you make me do, 7 
Seems much unequal: he’s married to Odfavia. 

Cleo. Oh that his fault fhould make a Knave of thee, 
That art not what thou art fure of. Get thee. hence, 
The Merchandifes which thou haft brought from Rome, 

i 3 = Ate 
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Are all too dear for me: 
Lye they upon thy hand, and be undone by ‘em. [ Exit Mef, 
Char; Gocd your Highnefs patience. 
Cleo. In praifing .dztony, \ have difprais’d Ce/far. 
Char, Many time, Madam, 
Cleo. I am paid for’t now : lead me from hence, 
I faint ; ch ras, Charmian! tis no mattere 
Go to the Fellow, good Alexas, bid him 
Report the feature of Octavia, her years, 
Her inclination, kt him not leave out 
The colourcfher Hair. Bring me word quickly. 
Let him for ever go let him not, Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
The other way’s a 4¢ars. Bid you lexus 
Bring me word, how tall the ts : pity me, Charmian, 
But do not {peak to me. Lead meto my Chamber. | Exeunt, 


SCENE lV. The Coaft of Italy, neat 
Mifenum. 


Enter Pompey and Menas at one Door with Drum and Tram 
pet : At another Cefar, Lepidus, Antony, Enobarbusf 
Mecenas, Agrippa, with Soldiers marching. i 


Pom. Your Hoftages I have, fo have you mine ; 
And we hall talk before we fight. 

Caf. Moft meet 
That firft we cometo words, and therefore have we 
Our written purpofts before us fent, 
Which if thou haft confidered, let us know, 
If ’twill tie up thy difcontented Sword, 
And carry back to Sicily much tall youth, 
That elfe muft perifh here. - 

Pom. To you all three, 
The Senators alone of this great World, 
Chief FaGtors for the gods. I do not know, 
Wherefore my Father fhould revengers want, 
Having a Son and Friends ; fince Fulins Cefar, 
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghofted, 
There faw you labouring forme. What was’t 
That mov’d pale Ca/fins to confpire ? And what 
Made thee all-hongyamd, honeft Roman Brutus, 
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With the arm’d reft, Courtiers of beautcous freedom, 

To drench the Capitol, but that they would 

Have one Man buta Man; and thar iste 

Hath made me rig my Navy. At whofe burthen, 

The anzer’'d O-ean foams, with which I meant 

To fcourge th’ ingratitude that cefpit: ful Rome 

Caft on my Noble Father. 

Caf, Take your time. | 

Ant. Trou canft not fear us, Pompey, wita thy Sails, 
We'll {peak with the at Sex, At Land thou know ft 
How much we do o’er-count thee. 

Pom. At Land indeed 
Thou doft o’er-count me of my Father’s Houfe. 

But fince the Cuckoo bui'ds not for himfel’, 

Remain in’t as thou may it. 

Lep. Be pleas’d to teil us, 

For this is from the prefent now you talk, 

The offers we have fent you 
Cef. There’s the point. 
Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 

What it is worth embdrac’d. ; 
Caf: And what miy follow 

To try a larger Forture, 

Pom. You have made me offer 
Of Sicily, Sardinia, and | mutt 
Rid all the Sea of Pirates; then to fend 
Meafures of Wheat to Rome: this greed upon, 

To part with unhackt edges, and bear back 

Our Targets undinte?. 

Omnes. That's cur offer. 

Pom. Know then { came before you here, a Maa 
Prepar’d, to take this offer. But, AZark Antony, 
Put me to fome impatience: though I lofe 
The praife of it by telling: Youmuft know 
When Cefar and your Brother were at blows, 
Your Mother came to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 

Aut. \ have heard it, Pompey, 

And am well ftudied for a liberal thanks, 

Which I do owe you. 3 
Pom. Let me have your Hand: 

I did not think, Sir, to have met yowhere. 


C 3 fomn Ant. 
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Ant. The Beds ch’ Eaft are foft, and thanks to you, 
That call’d me timelier than my purpofe hither: 
For I have gain’d byt. 
Caf. Since 1 faw you laft, 
There is a change upon you. 
Pom. Well, I know not, 
What counts hard Fortune cafts upon my faces 
But in my bofom fle fhall never come, 
To make my Heart a Vaflal. 
Lep. Well met here. 
Pom, \ hope fo Lepidus, thus we are agreed : 
I crave our compofition may be written 
_ And feal’d between us. 
Ce: That’s the next to do, 
Pom: We'll feaft each other, e’er we part, andlet’s 
Draw lots who (hall begin. 
Ant. That will I, Pompey. 
Pom. No, Autony, take the lot: 
But firft or laft, your fine e£zyptian Cookery 
Shall have the fame, I have heard that Falias Cafar 
Grew fat with feafting there. | 
Ant. You have heard much. 
Pom, I have fair meaning, Sir. 
Ant. And fair Words to them. 
Pom. Then fo much have I heard. 
And I have heard Apollodorus carried —— 
Eno. No more of that: he did fo. 
Pom. What, I pray you? 
Eno. A certain Queen to Cefar in a Mattrice. 
Pom, 1 know thee now, how far’{t thou, Soldier?” 
Eno, Well, ‘and well am like to do, for T perceive 
Four Feafts are toward. 
Pom, Let me fhake thy hand, 
I never hated thee: I have feen thee fight, 
When I have envied thy behaviour. 
Eno Sir, I never lov’d you much, but T ha’’prais’d ‘ye, 
When you have well deferv’d ten times as much, 
As I have faid you did. | ! | 
Pom. \njoy thy plainnefs, | = Oe 
It nothing ill becomes thee; : os 
: Aboard — 
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Aboard my Gilly, I invite you all. 
Will you lea ads, Lords 2 

All, Snew’s the Way, Sir. 

Pom. a ihe es [Exeuut. J Manent Enab, avd Menas. 

Men, Thy Fa: her Pompey, would ne ec have made Lrvaty- 
You, and [ have known, oir. 

Fno. At Sea, [ think. 

Men, We have, Sir. 

_£no. You have done well by Water. 

oe And you by Land. 

. I will praife afy Man that will praife me, though it 
cannot ie deiied what I have done by Land. 

Men. Nor what I have done by warer. 

Eno, Yes, fome hing you can deny for your own fafety : 
you have Reon a good "Thief by Sea. 

Men. And you by Land. 

Eno. There { d-eay my Land Services-but give me your 
Hand, Aenas, if your Eyes had authority, here 1 eyanight 
have two Thieves hifling. 

Mem. All Mens faces are true, whatfoe’er their handsare. 

Exo. But there is neersa fait W oman, haga true Face. 

Men. No flander, they ft-al hearts. 

‘ Eno. We came hither to fight with YOU- 


Men. For my part, Lam forry itis turi’d to a ditking. 


Pompey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 


Eno. If he do, fure he cannot weep’c back agai. 

Men. You've faid, Sir; we Jook’d sor for Mark Antony 
here; pray you, is he marsied to Cleopatra? 

Exo. Cafar’s Sifter is called Oltavia. 

Men. True, Sir, fhe was the wife of Caius Adagcellus. 

Exo. But now o:; is the wife of Marcus Antonins 

Men. Pray ye, Sir. 

Eno. Vis true. 

Men. Then is Cefar and he for ever knit together. 

Eno. If I were bound to Divine of this Unity; I would 
not Prophefie. fo. 

Men. \ think gt policy of that purpofe, made moxe in 
the Marriage, than the Love of the parties: 

Ene. L think fo too. But you fhall find the band that 
feems to tie their friendthip together, will be the very 
eftranger of their Amity: Odfavia is of a holy, cold, and 
fill converfation: C # Aiea. 
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Aen. Who would not have his Wife fo 2 

Eno. Not he that himfel{is not fo; which is A/ark An 
tony. He will to his e£gyptian difh again; then fhall the 
fichs of Ofavia blow the Fire up in Cefar, and, as I faid 
before, that which is the Strength of their Amity, thall prove 
the immediate Author oftheir Variance. Antony will ufe his 
affection where it iss He marricd but his occafion here. 

Afen And thus it may be, Come; Sir, will you Aboard? 
I have a health for you. 

Eno. 1 fhall take it, Sir: we baye usd our Throats in 
cL gypr. 

Men. Come, let’saway,  * | Exeunt. 


SCENE V.. Pompey’s Galley, 


Mufick Plays. 
Enter two or three Servants with a Banquet. 


x Ser. Here they’il be, Man: fome ©’ their Plants are ill 
rooted already, the leaft wind ith’ World will blow them 
down. | 

2 Ser. Lepidus is high-colour’d. 

¥ Ser. They have made him drink Alms drink. | 

2 Ser. As they pinch one another by the dif{pofition he 
Cties’out, no-more; reconciles them to his entreaty, and 
himfelf to th’ drink. 

t Ser. But it raifes the greater War between him and his 
difcretian. oe 
2 Ser. Why this itis to have a Name in great Mens Fel- 
lowfhip: I had as li: ve have a Reed that will do me no fer- | 

vice, as a Partizan I’ could not heave. 

1 Ser. To beca'l’d into a huge Sphere, and nottobe feen 
to move ‘in’r,. are the holes where Eyes fhould be, which 
pitifully difafter the Cheeks. 

Trumpets. 
Enter Cafar, Antony, Pompey, Lepidus, Agrippa, Mecznas, 
Enobarbus, Menas, 2sth other Captains. 

Ant, Thus do they, Sir: they take the flow o’th’ Wile 
By certain fcale, ith’ Pyramid; they know 4 
By th’ height, the lownefs, or the mean, if Dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Wilus fwells, ‘aa 
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Men, 1 have ever held my Cap off to thy Fo: tunes. 
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The more it promifes; asit ebbs, the Seec{man 
Upon the Slime and Ooze fcatters his Grain, 
And thortly comes to Hawelt. 

Lep. You've {trange Seipents there. 

Ant. Ay, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your Se:peat of e£gypr, 18 bred now of your mud 
by the Operation of the San; to 1s. your. Crocodile. 

Ant. They are fo. 

Pom. Sirrab, fome Wine! A Healch to Lepians. 

Lep. 1am not fo well al fhould be: 

But Pl ne’er out, 

Eno. Not ’till you have fleprs I far me, youll be in, 
till then, 

Lep. Nay certainly, T save heard the Piolomy’s Pyramifis 
are very goodly things; without contradiction I have 
heard that. 

Men. Pompey, a word. | | Afde. 

Pom, Say in mine Ear, what is't¢ 

Men. Forfake thy Seat, 1 do befeech thee, Captain, 

And hear me {peak a word, 

Pom, For me.’t:ll anon, | Whifper in’s Ear. 
This Wine for Lepidas. Bk, 
Lep. What manner o’ching is your Crocodile? 5 

Ant. It is thep’d, Sir, like ic elf, and ic is as broad as it 
hath breadth; it is juf f bigh as it is, and moves with its 
own Organs. It lives by that which nourifheth it, and the 
Elements once out of it, ¢ tranfinig:ates. 

Lep. What colour is itof! 

Ant. OF it’s own colo too. 

Lep. ’Tis a ftrange Seipenr. 

Ant. ’Vis fo, and the Tears of it are wet. 

Caf. Will this Defcripion fatishe him ¢ 

Ant. With the Healt: that Pompey gives him, elfe he isa 
very Epicure: 

Pom. Go hang, Sir, hing! tell me of that? away ! 
Doas I bid you. Whe'e’s.the Cup | call’d for ? 

Men. Vf for the fake of Merit thou wilt hear me, 

Rife from the Stool. 
Pom. 1 think thou’rt mad; the matter ¢ 


Pom. 


\ 
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Pom. Thou haft ferv’d me with much fatth: what's elfe 
to fay? Be jolly, Lords. 3 
Ante Thefe Quick-fands, Lepidus. 
Keep off them, for )ou fink. 
Men. Wilt thou be Lord of all the World? 
Pom. What fay 'ft chou ¢ 
Men, Wilt thou be Lord of the whole W orld? that’s twice, 
Pom. How (hail that be? 3 
Aen. But entertain it, and though thou think me poor, ~~ 
I am the Man will give thée all the W orld. 
Pomp. Halt thou drunk well¢ i 
Men. No, Pompey, ¢ have kept me from the-cup, 
Thou art, if thou dari be, the earthly Seve: 
What e’er the Ocean pa'es, or Sky inclips, 
Is thine, if thou wilt hat. 
Pom. Shew me which way. 
Men. Thefe three World-Sharers, thefe Competitors. 
Are in thy Veflcl. Let me cut the Cable. 
And when we are put off, fall to their Throats + 
All there is thine. 3 
Pom. Ah, this thou fhouldft have done, 
And not have fpoken on’t. In me ‘tis villany, 
In thee *thad been good fervice: thou muft know, 
"Tis not my Profit. thit does lead mine Honour: 
Mine Honour is, Repent that e’er thy tongue, 
Hirth fo betray’d thine AC. Being done unknown, 
I thould have found it afterwards well done; 
But mult condemn itnow. Defift, and drink. 
Aten. For this Pll never follow 
Thy pali’d Fortunes more; | 
Who feeks and will not take, when once ’tis offer’d, 
Shall never find it more. | 
Pom. This health to Lepidus. 
Ant. Bear him afhoar, 
T'li pledge it for him, Pompey. 
Evo. Here’s to thee, Adenas. 
Men. Enorbarbus, welcome. 
Pom. Fill’till the Cup be hid. a 
Eno. There’sa ftrange Fellow, Adenas | Pointing to Lepidus. | 
Men. Why ? ee ie ¥ 
Eno, A bears the third part ofthe World, Man! feeft not 
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Men. The third Part then is drunk; would it were all, 
that it might go on Wheels. 

Eno. Drink thou, encreafe the Reels. 

Men. Come. ; 

Pom. This is not yetan Alexadrian Beaft. 

Aat, It vipens towards it; ftrike the Véffels hoa. 


~ Here’s to Ca/far. 


Caf: 1 could well forbear’t, it’s monftrous labour when 


wath my: Brain, and it grows fouler. 


Ant. Bea Child o’ th’ time. 

Caf Poffefs it, Pil make anfwer; but I had rather fait 
from all, four Days, than drink fo much in one. 

Eno. Ha, thy brave Emperor, fhall we dance now the 
e£gyptian Bicchanals, and celebrate our drink ? 

Pom. Let’s ha't, good Soldier. 

Ant. Come let’s all take Hands, 
Till that the conquering Wine hath fteept our Senfe, 
In foft and delicate Lethe. 

Eno. All take Hands: 
Make:battery to our Ears with the loud Mufick, 
The while, Ill place you, then the Boy fhall fing. 
The holding every Man thall beat as loud, 
As his {trong fides the volly. 


Mujick plays. Enobarbus place them. Hand in Hand. 


The SON G. 


Come thou Adonarch of the Vine, 
Plumpy Bacchus with pink eyne : 
In thy Fats our Cares be drown'd: 
With thy Grapes our Hairs be crown'd. 
Cup us "till the World go round, 
Cup us ‘till the World go round, 


Caf. What would you more? Pompey, cood Night. Good 
| Brother 
Let me requeft you of ; our graver Bufinefs 
Frowns at this levity. Gentle Lords, let’s part, 
You fee we have burnt our Cheek, Strong Enobarbe 
Ts weaker than the Wind, and mine own Tongue. 
Splits what it fpeaks; the wild difguife hath CO - 
eae. nticke 
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Antickt us all. What needs more words; good Night. 
Good Axtony, your Hand. 
Pom. Vil try you on the Shoar. 
Ant. And fhall, Sir, give’s your Hard. 
Pom. Oh, Aatony, you have my Father's Houfe. 
But what, we are Friends? Come down into the Boat. 
Exo. Take heed you fall not, 
Aten. V\l not on Shoar. 
No, to my Cabin theie Drums! 
Thefe Trumpets, Flutes! what / 
Let Neptune hear, we bid aloud farcwel 
To thefe great Fellows. Sound and be hang’d, found out. 
| Souud a Flourifh with Drums. 
Eno. Hoo fays al There’s my Cap, 


Men, Hoa, noble Captain, come. [Exeunt. 


AG) AiG ben Rd: 


SCENE 4 Camp. 


Enter Ventidius in Triumph, the dead Body of Pacorus bors 
before him, Roman Soldiers and Attendants. 

Ven. OW darting Parthia arte thou ftruck, and now 
Pleas’'d Furtune does of AZarcus Craffas death 

Make me revenger. Bear the King’s Son's Bady 

Before our Army, thy Pacorus, Orodes, 

Pays this for AZarcus Craffus. 

Rom, Noble Ventidius, 


Whilft yet with Parthian Blood thy Sword is warm, 
The Fugitive Parthians follow. Spurn through Media, 
Mefapetamia, and the fhelters, whither 
The routed fly. So thy grand Captain Antony 
Shall fet thee on triumphant Chariots, and 
Put Garlands on thy Head. 

Ven. Oh Silius, Silius, 
I have done enough. A lower Place, note well 
May make too great an a@.. For learn this, Silins 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 
Acquire too high a Fame, when hi 
Cefar and Antony have_ever won 


Che Fina 
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m we ferve’s away. 
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More in their Officer, than Perfon. Sofms, 
One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 

For quick accumulation of renown, 

Which he atchicv’d by th’ minute, loft his favous, 
Who does i th’ Wars more than his Captain can, 
Becomes his Captain’s Captain: And Ambition, 
The Soldicr’s Virtue, rather makes choice of lofs 
Than gain, which darkers him. 

I could do more to do Axthonins good, 

But twould offend him; and im his offence; 
Should my performance perifh. 

Rom. Thou halt, Ventidins, that, without the which 
A Soldier and his Sword grants fcarce diftinétion: 
Thou. wilt write to dztony, 

Ven, V\\ humb'y fignifie what in his Name, 

That magical word of War, we have effected, 
How with his Banners, and his well paid ranks, 
That ne’er-yet beates Horfe of Parthia 

We have jaded out o’ th’ Field. 

Rom. Where is he now? 

Vin, He purpofeth to Athens; whither with what hafte 
The weight we muft convey with’s, will permit, 

We thall appear before him. On there, pafs along. [Exennt. 


SCENE U. Rome. 


Enter Agrippa at one Door, Enobarbus at another. 


Agr. What, are the Brothers parted f 

Eno. They have difpatcht with Pompey, he is gone, 
The other three are Sealing. Odavia weeps 
To part from Rome: Cafar is fad, and Lepidus 
Since Pompey’s Feaft, 2s Adenas fays, is troubled 
With the Green-fic« nels, 

Agr. > Tis a noble Lepidus. 

Eno. A very fine one; oh, how he loves Ce/ar. 

Agr, Nay out how dearly he adores AZark, Antony. 

Eno. Cejar? why he’s the Fupiter of Men. 

Agr. What's Antony, the god of Fupiter? 

Eno. Speak you of Cefar ? Ob! the non-pareil! 

Agr, Oh Antony, ob thou Arabian Bird! 

Exo 
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Eno. Would you praife Czar, fay Cefar, go no further; 

Agr. Indeed he plied them both with excellent praifes. 

Eno. But he loves Ce/ar belt, yet he loves Aztony: 
Ho! Hearts, Tongues, Figure, Scribes, Bards, Poets, cannot 
Think, {peak, eaft, write, fing, number; ho, 
His love to Antony. But as for Ce/ar, 
Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder 

gr, Both he loves. 

Eno. They are his Shards, and he their Beetle, fo--- 
This is to Horfe; adieu, noble Agrippa. | Trumpets. 

Agr. Good Fortune worthy Soldier, and farewel. 

Enter Cefar, Antony, Lepidus, and O@avia. 

Aut. No farther, Sir, 

Caf. You take from me a great part of my felf: 
Ufe me well in’t. Sifter, prove fuch a Wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my fartheft Bond 
Shall pafs on thy approof. Moft noble Axtony, 
Let not the piece of Virtue which is fet 
Betwixt us, asthe cement of our Love, 
To keep it builded, be the Ramto b&ter  \ 
The Fortune of it; for better might we 
Have lov’d-without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherifht. 

Ant. Mike me not offended 
In your diftruft. 

Caf. I have faid. 

Ant. You thall not find, 
Though you be certain curious, the leaft caufe 
For what you feem to fear, fo the Gods keep you, » 
And make the Hearts of Remans ferve your ends: 
We will here part. | 

Ce/. Farewel, my deareft Sifter, fare thee wel’, 
The Elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy Spirits all of comfort; fare thee well. 

Oét. My noble Brother. 

Ant, The April's in her Eyes, it is loves {pring, 
And thefe the fhowers to bring it on; be chearful. 

Od. Sir, look wellto my Husband's Houfe; and-.- 

Caf. What Ofavia. 

Od, Til cell you in your Ear. 


\ 
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Ant. Her Tongue will not obey her Heart, nor can 
Her Heart inform her Tongue, the Swan’s Dows-feather, 
That ftands upon the Swell at full of tide, 

And neither way inclines. 

Eno. Wall Cafar weep? 

Agr, He has a Cloud in’s Face. 

Exo. He were the worfe for that were he a Horfe; fo is 
he being a Man. 

Agr, Why Enobarbus? 

Whin Antony found Fulias Cefar dead, 
He eryed almoft.to searing: And he wept, 
When at Philippi he found Brutus ilain. 

Ene. That Year indeed, he was troubled with a Rheum, 
What willingly he did confound, he wail’d; 

Belreve’e till I weep too, 

Cef: No, {weet Oliavia, 

You thall hear from me ftill; the time fhall not 
Out-go her thinking on you. 

Ant, Come Sir, came, 

I'll wreftle wit, you in my {treneth of Love. 
Look here I have you; thus I let you go, 
And give you to the Gods, 

Cef, Adicu, be happy. 

Lep. Let all the number of the Stars give Light 
To thy fair way. 

Cef. Farewel, Farewel. [ Kiffes OGavia. 

Ant, Parewel. [Trumpets found. Exepnt 


SCENE Wt. © Alexandria. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Tras, and Alexas- 


Cleo. Where isthe Fellow? 

Alex, Half afeard to come. 

Cleo. Go to, go to : come hither, Sir. 

Enter the Meffenger as before. 

Alex. Good Majcfty, Herod of Fewry dare not look upon 
yoy, but when you are well pleas’d. 

Cleo. That Herod’s Head, Vil have; but how? When 
‘Antony is gone, through whom L.might command it: 
Come thou near. 


Me. 
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Mef. Moft gracious Majefty. 
Cleo. Didft thou bchold Odtavia? 
Mef. Ay, dread Queen 
Cleo, Where? 
Mef. Madain, in Rome, Ye lockr her in the faces 
And taw her led b. tween her Brother, end” 
Mark Antony. 
Eleo,. 1s fhe as tall as me.¢ 
Mef, She isnot, Madam, 
Cleo. Did{t hear her {peak ? is fhe thrill tongu’d or low? 
Méef. Madam, 1 heard her peak, fhe is low yoic'd. 
Cleo, That’s not fo good ; he cannot like her long. © 
Char. Like her? Oh Tfis! ’tis impoflible. 
Cleo. think fo, Charmian; dullof Tongue, and Dwarfith. 
What Majefty is in her Gate? remember 
If eer thou look’{t on Majelty. 
Me/. She creeps; . 
Her Motion and her Station are as one: 
She fhews a Body. rather than a Life, 
A Statue, than a Breather. 
Cleo. Is this certain ? 
Mef. Or I have no obfervance. 
Char. Three in egypt cannot make better notes- 
Cleo. He’s very knowing, I do perceiv't, 
There’s nothing in her yet. 
The Fellow has good Judymect. 
Csar, Excellent. 
Cleo. Guels at her Years, I prethee. 
Mef, Madam, fhe was a Widow. : 
Clea. Widow ? Charmusian, hark, 
Adef, And Ido think fhe’s thirty. 
Cleo. Bear ft thou her Face in Mind? is’t long or round § | 
Mef. Round even to faultinefs. 
Cleo, For the moft part too, they are foolith that are ae 
Her Hair what colour ? 3 
Mef. Brown, Madam; and her Forehead. 
As low as fhe would with it. 
Cleo. There’s Gold for thee. 
Thou muft not take my former Sharpnefs ill, 
I will employ thee back again; I find thee 
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Moft fic for Bufinefs. Go, make thee ready, 
Our Letters are prepar’d. 
_ Char, A proper Man, 
Cleo. Indeed he is fo; 1 repent me much 
That fo I harried him. Why methinks by him, 
This Creature’s no fuch thing. 
Char. Nothing, Madam. 
Cleo. The Man hath feen fome Majefty, and ihould 
know. 
Char. Hath he feen Majefty 2 J/s elfe defend ! 
And ferving you fo long. | 
Cleo, I have one thing moreto ask him yet, good Charmian: 
But ‘tis no matter, thou fhalt bring him to me 
Where I will write: All may be well enough. | 
Char. 1 warrant you, Madam. | Excunt, 


SQ NE CPV. Athens. 
Enter Antony and O@avia: 


Ant. Nay, nay Octavia, not only that, 
That were excufable, that and thoufands more 
Of femblable imporr, but he hath wap’d 
New Wars ’gain{t Pompey ; made his Will, and read it 
To publick Ear, {poke {cantly of me 3 
When perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of Honour, cold and fickly 
He vented them ; moft narrow meaftre lent me ; 
When the beft hint was given him, he o’er-look’d, 
Or did it from his Teeth. 

Of, Oh, my good Lord, 
Believe not all, or if you muft believe, 


~Stomach-not all, A more unhappy Lady, 
If this divifion chance, ne’er ftood between 


Praying for both parts : The good Gods will mock me, 
When I fhall praying, oh blefs my Lord and Husbard, 
Undo that Prayer, by crying out as loud, 
Oh blefs my Brother. Husband win, wit Brother, 
Prays, and deftroys the Prayer, no midway 
’Twixt thefe extreams at all. 
Ant, Gentle Of avia, | 
Let your befl love draw to that point which feeks 
ik § ee a 
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Beft to preferve it: if I lofe mine Honour, 
Tiofe my felf ; better I were not yours 
Than yours fo branchlcf. But as you requefted, 
Your felf thall go between’s, the mean time, Lady; 
I’il raife the preparation of a War | 
Shall ftain your Brother, make your fooneft hafte 
S$. your defires are yours. 
O&, Thanks to my Lord, | 
The Jove of Power make me moft weak, moit weak, 
Your reconciler : Wars ’twixt you twain would be, 
As if the World fhould cleave, and that flain Men 
Should fodder tp the Rift. 
at. When it appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your difpleafure that way, for our faults 
Can never be ‘fo equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your going, 
Chule your own Company, and.command what coft 
Your Heart has mind. to. [Excant 
Enter Enobarbus aad Eros. i 

Eno. How now, Friend Eros? . 

Eros. There's Prange News come, Sir. 

Eno. W hat, Man ¢ | 

Eros. Cafar and Lepidus have made War upon Pompey. 

Eno. This is old, what js the Succefs 2 

Eros. Cafar having made ufe of him in the Wars "gaint 
Pompey; pretert'y dericd him rivalty, would not let him 
partake of the Glory of rhe Aion, and not refting here, ace 
cules him of Letters he had furmerly wrote to Pompey. Upr 
on his own appeal feizes him, fo the poor Third is up, “ull 
death enlarge his Confine. 

Eno. Then would thou hadft a pair of Chaps no more, 
and throw between them all the food thou haft, they'll grind | 
the other. Where's Antony. | 

Eres. He’s walking inthe Garden thus ; and fpurns | 
The Ruth that lyes before him. Cry:,. Fool Lepidus, = 

- And threa's the Toiroat of that his Officer, i‘. 
" That murdred.2ompey. 
Exo, Otir great Navy’s rige’d. 
Eros. For Lraly and Ca/ar ; mote Domitiys, 
My Lord defires you prefently ; my News 
I might have told hereafter. es 


i 
i] 


| 
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Exe, “Twill be naught, hut let it be 3 bring me to dutony. 
Eros. Come, Sir. | | Exeunt. 


SCENE V... Rome. 


Enter Cefar, Agrippa, and Mecenas. 


Cef. Contemning Rome he has done all this, and more, 
In Alexasdria; here’s the matter of it :. 
Vth’ Marlet-place on a Tribunal filver'd, 
Cleopatra ind himfelf in Chairs of Gold 
Were paulickly enthron’d ; at the feet fat 
Czfario whom they call my Father’s Son, 
And all the unlawful [ffue, that their Luft 
Since thes hath made between them: Unto her, 
He gavethe “ftablifhment of e£gypt, made her 
Of lower Syria, Gyrus, Lydia, abiolute Queen. 
Mec, This in the publick Eye 2 
Cef; I’h’common fhew-place where they exercife; 
Elis Sons were there proclaim’d the Kings of Kings, 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia 
He gaveto Alexander; to Prolemy he aflign’d, 
Syria, Ciicia, and Phenicia: She 
In th’Abilithents of the Goddefs Zs 
That day appear’d, and oft before gave Audience, 
As ’tis revorted, fo. 
Mec. et Rome be thus inform’d. 
Agr, Who queafie with his Infolence already, 
Will ther good Thoughts call from him. 
Caf. The People know it, 
And have now receiv’d his Accufitions. 
Mgr, Whom does he accufe ? 
Caf. Cefar, and that having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius {poil’d, we had not rated him 
His part «’th’ ifle. Then does he fay, he lent me 
Some fhisping unreftor’d. _ Laftly he frets 
That Leidus of the Triumvirate 
Should b: depos’d, and being that, we detain 
All his Revenue. 
Agr, Sir, this fhould be anfwer'd, . 
Ce/: *Tis done already, and his Meffenger gone : 
I told hin Lepidus was grown too cruel, bs 
2. Sees F Th 
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That he his high Authority abus’d, 
And did deferve his chance. For what I have conquer’d, 
I erant him pare ; but then in his Armenia, 
And other of his conquer’d Kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 
Mec. He'll never yield to that. 
Caf. Nor muft not then be yielded to in this. 
Enter OGavia with Attendants. 
Oé, Hail Cefar, and my Lord ! hail, moft dear Cefarl 
Cef. That ever I thould call thee Calt-away. 
Od. You have not call’d me fo, nor have you caule. 
Cef. Why haft thou ftoln upon me thus ? you came not 
Like Ce/ar’s Sifter ; the Wife of Antony : 
S;ould have an Army for an Usher, and 
The neighs of Horfe to tell of her approach, 
Long e’er fhe did appear. The Trees by th'way 
Should have born Men, and expectation fainted 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the duft 
Should have afcended to the Roof of Heav’a, 
Rais’'d by your populous Troops: But you are come 
A Market-maid to Rome, and have prevented 
The oftcntation of our love; which left unfhewn, 
Is often Icft unlov’d s we fhould have met you 
By Sea, and Land, fupplying every Stage 
With an augmented greeiing. 
O&. Good, my Lord, 
To come thus was I not conftrain’d, but didit. | 
On my free Will, My Lord, Mark Antony, 
Hearing that you prepar’d for War, acquainted 
My erieving Ear withal; whercon I bege’d 
His pardon for return, | 
Cef. Which foon he granted, 
Being an abftra& *tween his Luft, and him. 
Of. Bonot fay fo, my Lord. 
Cef. i have Eyes upod him, 
And his Affairs come to me onthe Wind : 
Whereis he now ? 
Ot. My Lord, in Athens. 
Cef; No, my molt wronged Sifter ; Cleopatra, 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his Empire 
Up toa Whore, who now are levying oe 


| 
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The Kings o th’ Earth for War. He hath affembled, 
Bochus the King of Lybia, Archilaus 


Of Cappadocia, Philadelphes King 


Of Paphlagonia; the Thracian King dallas, 
King Malichus of Arabia, King of Pout, 
Herod of Fewry Adithridates King 

Of Comagene, Polemen and Amintas, 


— The King of Adzede, and Lycaonia, 
| With a more larger Lift of Scepters. 


Oi, Ay me moft wretched, 


' That have my Heart parted betwixt two Friends, 


bat do afflict each other. 

Cef? Welcome hither 5 
Your Letters did with-hold our breaking forth 
‘Till we perceiv’d both how you were wrong Ia, 
And we in negligent danger; cheer your Heart. 
Be you not troubled with the time which drives 
O’er your Content, thefe ftrong Neceflities, 
But let determin’d things to deftiny 
Hold unbewail’d their way. Welcome to Rome: 
Nothing more dear tome. You are abus'd 
Beyond the mark of Thought; and the high Gods 
To do you Juftice, make his Minifters 
Of us, and thofe that love you. Be of-comfort, 
And ever welcome to us, 

gr, Welcome Lady. 

Mec. Welcome, dear Madam, 
Each Heart in Rome does love and pity you, 
Only th’adulterous Antony, moft large 
In his Abominations, turns you off, 
And gives his potent Regiment to a Tull 
That Nofes it againft us. 

Oét. Is it fo, Sir ? 

Cef. Moft ceitain: Sifter, welcame; pray you 
Be ever known to patience. My dearft Sifler. [Exennt, 


SCENE VI. Adium. 


Enter Cleopatra, avd Enorbarbus. 
Cleo. I will be even with thee; doubt it not, 
Eno. But why, why, why? 
as D 3 Cleo 
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Cleo, Thou haft forefpoke my being in thefe Wars; 
And fay’ft it is not fit. 

Eno. Wells 1s it, 1s. 1t@ | 

Cleo. Is’t not desounc’d sgainft us? why fhould not we ~ 
be there in Perfon? / 

Eno. Well, 1 could reply; if we fhould ferve with Horfe 
and Mares together, the Horfe were merely luft; the Mares 
would bear a Soldier and his Horfe. ; 
deo, What is’t you fay? 

Eso. Your prefence needs muft puzzle Antony, 
Take from his Heart, take fiom his Brain, take from’s times. 
W hat fhould not then be fpar’d. He is already 
Traduc’d for Levity, and *tis frid in Rome, 


’ 


That Photings an Eunueh, and your Maids, 
Manage this War. 
Cleo. Sink Rome, and their Tongues rot 
That fpeak againft us. A charge we bear ich’War, 
‘And as the Prefidcnt of my Kingdom will 
Appear there for a Man. Speak not againft ir, 


I will not ftsy behind. 
Enter Antony and Canidius. 
Exo, Nay I have done, here comes the Emperor. 
Ant. Is it not ftrange, Canidius, 
That feom Tarentum, aid Brundufum, 
He could fo quickly cut the Jonian Sea, 
And take in Toryne? You have heard on’t, Sweet2 
Cleo, Celerity is never more admir’d 
Than by the negligent. 
Ant, A good rebuke, 
Which might have well becom’d the beft of Men 
To taunt a flacknefs. Cznidius, we 
Will fight with him by Sea. 
Cleo. By Sea, what elfe? 
Can. Why will my Lord do fo? 
Ant. For that he dares us to’. 

Eno, So hath my Lord dar’d him to fingle fight: 
Can. Ay, and to wage his Battel at Phar/alia. 
Where Cefar fought with Pompey, But thefe offers; 
Which ferve not for his Vantage, he thakes off, 

And fo fhould you. 
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Exo. Your Ships are not well Mann’d, 
Your Mariners are Muliters, Reapers, People, 
Ingroft by fwift Imprefs, In Ce/ar’s Fleet 
Are thofe, that often have ‘gaintt Pompey fought, 


_* Their Ships are yare, yours heavy: no dilgrace 


Shali fall you for refufing him at Sea, 
Being prepar’d for Land. 

Ant. By Sea, by Sea. 

Eno. Mott worthy Sir, you therein throw away * 
The abfolute Soldierfhip you have by Land, 
Diftra& your Army, which doth moft confift 
Of War-mark’d-Footmen, leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned Knowledge, quite forego 
The way which promifes affurance, and 
Give up your felf meerly to chance and hazard, 
From firm Security. 

Ant, Vil fight at Sea. 

Cleo. { have fixty Sails, Cz/ar none better. 

Ant. Our over-pius of Shipping will we burn, 
And with the reft full-mann’d, from th’ Heart of Adism 
Beat th’ approaching Ce/ar. But if we fail, 
We then can do’t at Land. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Thy bufinefs 2 

Mef; The News is true,my Lord, he is defcried, 
Cefar has taken Toryne. 

Ant. Can he be there in Perfon ?*T is impoffible 
Strange, that his Power fhould be fo. Cuanidius, 
Our nineteen Legions thou fhalt hold by Land, 
And our twelve thoufand Horfe. We'll to our Ship, 
Away my Thetis. 

Enter a Soldier. 

How now, worthy Soldier? 

Sold. Oh Noble Emperor, do not fight by Sea, 
Truft not to rotten Planks: Do you mifdoubt | 
This Sword, and thefe my Wounds; let th’e£gyptians 
And the Phenicians g0 a Ducking: we 
Have us’d to Conquer ftanding on the Earth, 
And fighting foot to foot, . 

Ant. Well, well, away. [ Exeunt Ant. Cleo, aad Enoh 

Sold. By Hercules T think 1 am iP right. 

Db : 3 . CAx 


' . 
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Can. Soldier thou art: bur the whole A@ion grows 
Not in the power on’t: fo our Leaders lead, 
And we are Womens Men, 
Sold. You keep by Land 
The Legions and the Hoife whole, do you not¢ 
Ven. Marcus Ottavius, Marcus Faftius, 
Publicola, and Celius, zve for Sea: 
But we keep whole by Land. This fpeed of Ca/ar’s 
Carries beyond belief. 
Sold. While he was yet in Rome 
His power went out in fuch diftraGions, 
As beguil’d all Spies. 
Cam Who's his Lieutenant, hear you? 
Sold, They fay, one Torus. 
Cane Well, I know the Man. 
Enter a Ateffenger. 
Mef. The Emperor calls Canidius. ‘s 
Can. With News the Time’s in Labour, and throws forth” 
Each minute, fome eo | Exeunte 
Enter Cafar with bis Army, MAY CHING 
Caf. Torus? 
Tor. My Lord. 
Ce/. Strike not by Land. Keep whole, provoke not Battel 
"Till we have done at Seas. Do not exceed 
The Prefeript of this Scioul: Our Fortune lyes 
Upon this jump. [ Exit. 
Enter Antony, asd Enobarbus. 
Ant, Set we our Squadrons on yond fide o’ch’ Hill 
In Eye of Ce/ar’s Battel, fiom which place 
We may the number of the Ships behold, 
And fo proceed accordingly. { Exit, 


9 


os 
Canidius marching with his Land Army one way over the h 
Stage, and Tous the Lieutenant of Celar the other wa cies 
after their going in, isheard the noife of a Sea-fight. Alarum 
Enter Enobarbus and Scarus. | 


Exo. Naught, naught, all naught,I can behold go lense 
Thantoniad, the eZgyptian Admiral, | *3 
With all their fixty fie, and turn the Rudder - 
Yo {ce’t, mine Eyes are blafted. — 


Enter — 
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Enter Scarus, : 

Scar. Gods, and Goddefles, all the whole Synod of them! 

Eno. What's thy Paffion? 

Scar, The greater Cantle of the World is loft 
With very ignorance, we have kifs’d away. 
Kingdoms and Provinces. 

Ene. How appears the fight? 

Scar, On our fide like the Token’d Peftilence, 
Where Deaths {ure. Your ribauld Nag of e£gypr, 
Whom L<profie o’er, th’ very midft o’th’ fight, 
When Vancage like a pair of Twins appear’d 
Both of the fame, or rather ours the Elder; 

The Breeze upon her, hike a Caw in Fane, 
Hoiit Sails, and flies, 

Eno. That | beheld: 
Mine Eyes did ficken at the fight, and could not 
Indure afurther view, 

Scar. She once being looft; 
The Noble ruta of her Magick, Antony, 
Claps on his Sea-wing, and like a doating Mallard, 
Leaving the Fight in heizhth, flies after her: 
I never faw an AGion of fuch fhame; 
Experience, Manhood, Honour ne’er before, 
Did violate fo it felf. 

Eno. Alack, alack. 

Enter Canidius. 

Can. Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath, 
And finks moft Jamentably. Had our General 
Been what he knew himfelf, it had gone well: 
Oh he his given example for our flight, 

Moft grofly by his own . 

Eno, Ay,areyouthereabouts? Why then goodnight indeed, 

Can. Toward Peloponnefus are they fled. 

Scar. °Tis eafie to’r. 

And there I will attend what further comes. 

Can. To Cafar will I render 
My Legions and my Horfe, fix Kings already 
Shew me the way of yielding. 

Eno I'll yet follow 
The wounded chance of Antony, though my reafon 
S.ts in the Wind igainft me. 


Extes 
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Enter Antony with Attendants. 

Ant. Hark, the Land bids me tread no more upon’t, 
It is afham’d to bear me. Friends, come hither, 

IT am fo lated in the World, that I 
Have loft my way for ever. I have a Ship 
Laden wit h Gold, take thar, divide it; 5 flie, 
And make your peace with Céfar. 

Omues. Vly ! Not we. 

Ant. ¥have fl 1 my felf, and have inftruGed Cowards 
To run, and thew their Shoulders, Friends, be gone, 
I have my felf refolv’d upon a cout: 

Which has no néed of you. Be pone, 
My Treafurs sin the Harbour. ~ Take eich’ 
I follow’d that I blath to look upon, 
My very Hairs do in gc Bs : for the white 
Reprove the brown for rithacfs, and they them 
For fear, and doating. § Fri: nels be gone, you fhall 
Have Letters from me to fome Friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you look not fad : 
Nor make replies of aa take the hint 
Which my defpair proclaims. “Let them be left 
Which leave themfelves. Pack Sea-fide ftraight-way}; 
i will poflefs you of that Ship and Tieafure. 
Leave me, I pray, a little; pray you now 
Nay, do fo: for indeed I have loft command, 
Therefore, I pray you-——T’ll {ee you by andby. [ Sitsdowa, 
Enter Cleopatra, led by Charmian azd Eros. 
Eros. Nay, gentle Madam, to him, comfort him. 
Fras. Do, mot dear Queen: 
Char. Do, why, what elfe ? 

Cleo Let me fitdown ; Oh Fano ! 

Aut. No; no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, Sir ? 

Ant. Oh fre, fic, fie: 

Char. Madam. | 

Fras, Madam, Oh good Emprefs. 

Eros. Sir, Site 

Ant. ao my Lord, yes; he at Philippi kept 
His Sword e’en hike a Dancer, while I ftrook 
The lean ‘ka wrinkled Caffius, and ’twas I 
That the mad Brares ended; he alone 
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Dealt on Licuténantry, and no practice had 
In the brave fquares of War; yet now——no matter-—— 

Cleo. Ab ftand by. 

Eros. The Queen, my Lord, the Queen——. 

Tras. Go to him, Madam, {peak to him, 

He is unqualited with very fhame. 

Cleo. Well then, fuftain me: Oh ! 

Eros. Moft noble Sir, arife, the Queen approaches, 
Her Head’s declin’d, and Death will feize her, but . a 
Your comfort makes the refcve. nad 

Ant. I have offended Reputation ; 

A moit unnoble fwerving-—— 

Eres. Sir, the Queen. 

Ant. O whither haft thou led me, e£¢ypt 2 fee 
How I convey my fhame, out of thine Eye:s, 

By looking back, on what I have left behind 
Stroy’d in difhonour. 

Cleo. Oh, my Lord, my Lord; 

Forgive my fearful Sails, I little thought 
You would have followed. 

Ant. -£gypt, thou knew’ft too well, 

My Heart was to thy Rudder ty’d by th’ ftring, 
And thou fhould’ft towe me after. O’er my Spirit 
The full Supremacy thou knew’ft, and that 

Thy beck, might from the bidding of the Gods 
Command me. 

Cleo. Oh, my pardon. 

Ant, Now I mutt 
To the young Man fend humble treaties, dodve 
And palter in the fhift of lownefs, who, 

With half the. bulk o’th’ World play’d as I pleas’d, 
Making, and marring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conquerour, and that 
My Sword, made weak by my Affection, would 
Obey it on all caufe. 

Cleo, Pardon, pardon. 

Ant, Fajl not a Tear, I fay, one of them rates 
All that is won and loft: Give mea Kifs, 

Even this repays. 
We fent our Schoolmafter, is he come back? 
Love I am full of Lead; fome Wine . 





Within 
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Within there, and our Viands: Fortune knows, 
We fcorn her moft, when moft fhe offers blows. [Exeunt, 


SCENE Vil. Cefar’s Camp. 


Enter Cxfar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Thidias, with others. 
Cef. Let him appear that’s come from Antony. 
Know you him? i 
Dol. Cafar, ’tis his Schoolmatter, 
An argumeac that he is pluckt, when hither 
He fends {co poor a Pinhion of his Wing, . ® 
Which had fupetfuous Kungs for Meflengers, 
Not many Moons gone by. 
Enter Ambaffador from Antony. 
Czf. Approach, sand {peak. 
Amb. Such as Lam, I come fiom utony: 
I was of late as petty to his ends, 
As is the Morn-dew on the Myrtle Leaf 
To his grand Sea. 
Caf. Be’t fo, declare thine Office, 
Amb, Lord ofhis Fortunes he falutes thee, and 
Requires to live in egypt; which not granted 
He Ieffens his Requefts, and to thee fues 
To let him bréath between the Heav’nsand Earth 
A private Man in tnens: this for him, 
Next, Cleopatra docs confefs thy greatnefs: 
Submits her to thy might, and of thee craves 
The Circle of the Ptolomies for her Heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy Grace. 
Cef. For datony, | 
I have no Ears to his Requedt. The Queer, 
Of Audience, nor Defice thall fail; fo fhe 
From egypt drive her all-difgraced Friend, 
QO, take his Life there. This, if the perform, 
She thal] not fue unheard.> So to them beth. 
Amb. Fortune purfue thee, 
Cef. Bring himthrough the Bands: [Exie Ambaffader. 
To try thy Eloquence, now tis time, difpatch, 
From ntoxy win Cleopatra, [| To Thidias. 
And in our Nime, when the requires, add more 
From thine invention, offers. » Women are not 


- 


To 





‘Lord of his Reafon, What though you fled, 
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In their beft Fortunes ftrong; but want will perjure 
The ne’er touch'd Neftal. . Try thy cunning, Thidias, 
Make thine own Edi& for thy pains, which we 
Will anfwer asa Law. 

Thid. Cafar, I go. | 

Cef. Obferve how Antony becomes his fliw, 
And what thou thinkeft his very AGion {peaks 
In every power that moves. 

Thid. Cefar, 1 thall. | | Exeunt. 


SC NE VII Alexandria. ©” 


Enter Gleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, and Irag. 
Cleo. What fhall we do, Exobarbus? 
Eno. Think, and dye. 
Cleo, Is Antony, or we,in fault for this? 
Eno, Antony only, that would make his will 


From that great Face of War, whofe feveral rahges 
Frighted each other? Why fhould he follow? 
The itch of his AffeGion fhould not then 

Have nickt his Captainfhip, at fuch a point, © 
When half to half the World oppos’d, he being 


- The meer queftion. *Yisa fthame nolefs «@ 


Than was his Jofs, to courfe your flying Flags, 
And leave his Navy gazing. 
Cleo, Prithee peace. € 


Enter Antony, with the Ambaffador. 

Ant. Is this his Anfwer ? 

imb, Ay, my Lord. 

Ant. The Queen fhall then have courtefie, 
So fhe will yield us up. 

Amb. He fays fo. 

Ant. Let her know’t. 
To the Boy Ce/ar fend this grizled Head, 
And he will fill thy wifhes to the brim, 
With Principalities. 

Cleo, That Head, my Lord ? 

Ant. To him again, tell him he wears the Rofe 
Of youth upon him; from which, the World thould note 
Something particular; his Coyn, Ships, Legions, 


May 
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May be a Coward’s, whofe Minifters would prevail 

Under the fervice of a Child, as foon 

_ Asi’th’ Command of Cz/ar. 1 dare him therefore 

To lay his gay comparifons apart, 

And anfwer me declin’d, Sword againft Sword, 

Our felves alone; Ill write it, follow me. { Exit Antony. 
Eno. Yes; like enough: hye-battel’d Ce/ar will 

Unitate his happinefs, and be Stag’d to th’ fhew 

Againit a Sworder. I fee Mens judgments are 

A parcel of their Fortunes, and things outward 

Do draw the inward quality after them 

To fuffer all alike. That he fhould dream, 

Knowing all meafares, the full Ce/ar will 

Anfwer his emptinefs; Ce/ar thou haft fubdu’d 

His judgment too. 


Enter a Servant. 

Ser. A Meffenger from Ce/ar. 

Cleo. W hat, no more Ceremony ? See my Women, 
Againft the blown Rofe may they ftop their Nofe, 
That kneel’d unto the Buds. Admit him, Sir. 

Exo, Mine honefty, and I, begin to fquare; 


The Loyalty well held to Fools, does make 
Our Faith meer Folly: yet he that can endure 
To follew. with Allegiance a fall’n Lord, 
Do’s conquer him,rhat did his Mafter conquer, 
And earns a place rth’ Story. 

Enter T hidias. 

Cleo, Cefar’s Will. 

Thid. Hear it apart. 

Cleo. None but Friends; fay boldly. 

Thid, So haply ate they Friends to Aztony. 

Exe. he needs as many, Sir, as Ce/ar has; 

Or needs not us. If Ce/ar pleafe, our Matter 
Will leap to be his Friend: For as you’ know, 
Whofe he is, weare, and that is Ce/ar’s, 

Thid, So. Thus then thou moft renown’d, Ce/ar intreats 
Not to confider in what cafe thou ftand’ft 
Further than he is Ce/ar, 

Cleo. Go on, right Royal. 

Thid. He knows that you embrace not Ant ony 


~ 


As you did love, but as you feared him. 
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Clee. Oh! — | Afides 
Thid. The {cars upon’ your Honour, therefore he 
Do’s pity, as conftrained blemifhes, 
Not as deferved. | 
Cleo. He is a god, and knows what is moft right. 
| Mine Honour was not yielded, but conquer’d meerly. 
Exo. To be fure of that, I wull ask Antony, 
Sir, Sir, thou art fo leaky 
That we muft leave thee to thy finking, for 
Thy deareft quit thee. [Exit Eno. 
Thid. Shall I’ fay to Cefar, 
What you require of him: for he partly begs 
To be defir'd to give. It much would pleafe him, 
That of his Fortunes you fhould make a Staff 
To lean upon. Bu: it would warm his Spirits, 
To hear from me you had left darony, 
And put your felf under his Shrowd, the univerfal Landlord. 
Cleo. What's your Name? 
Thid. My Name is Thidias, 
Cleo. Moft kind Meflenger; 
. Say to great Ca/ar this in difputation, 
A kifs his conqu’ring Hand: Tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my Crown at’s Feet, and there to kneel. 
Tell him that from his all-obeying breath, 
I hear the doom of e£gypr. 
Thid. ’Tis your nubicft courfe: 
Wifdom and Fortune combating together, 
If that the former dard but what It can, ° 
No chance may fhake it. Give me grace to lay 
My Duty on your Hand. 
Cleo. Your Ce/ar’s Father off, 
When he hath mius‘d of taking Kingdoms in, 
Beftow’d his Lips on that unworthy place, 
As it rain’d Kiffes. 
~ Enter Antony, and Enobarbus, 
¢ nt. Favours! by Fove that thuaders, ‘ 
BF [ Seeing ees kifs her Hand, 
What art thou Fellow 2 


Thid. One that but performs 
The bidding of the fuileft-Man, and worthieft 
To have command obey’d, BB aos 
»  £n0, You will be whipp’d. Ante 





» 
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Ant. Approachthere~--ab you Kite! Now gods and Si ae: 
Authority melts from me of late. x hen | cry'd hoa! 
Like Boys unto a mufs, Kings would {tart forth, 
And cry your will. Have you no Earsé te 
Tam Aatony yet. Take hence this Jack aad whip him, 
Enter a servant. 
Eno. ’Tis better playing with a Lion’s Whelp, 
Than with an old one dyiog. 
Ant. Moon and Stars! | 
Whip him: were twenty of the greatelt tributaries 
That do acknowledge Ca/ar, thould I find them 
So fawcy with the hand of fhe here, what s her Name 
Since fhe was Cleopatra—— W hip him, Fellows 
‘Till like a Boy you fee him cringe his Face, 
And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 
Thid. Mark Antony . 
Ant. Tug bim away; being whipt, 
Bring him again, the Jack of Ca/ar’s thall | - 
Bear us an Errand to him. [Exeunt with Thidias. 
You were half blafted eer I knew you; Ha! 
Have I my Pillow left unpreft in Rome, 
Forbern the geting of a lawful Race, 
And by a Jem of Women, to be abus’d 
By one that looks on Feeders? 
Cleo, Good, my Lord 
Ant. You have been a Boggler ever, 
But when we in our Vicioufnefs grew hard, 
Oh mifery on’t, the wife gods feal cur Eyes 
Io our own filth, drop our clear judgments, make us 
Adore our errors, laugh at’s while we ftrut 
To our confution. 
— Clea. Oh, is’t come to this? qe = 


cold upon 


















Anat. 1 found you asa Morfel, in, | 
Dead Cefar’s Trencher: Nay, you were a \Pragment 
Of Gueins Pompey’s, befides what hotter hours ™ 
UWoregiftred in vulgar Fame, you have \. 
ren ‘ # ay 
Luxurioufly pickt ous’ For I am fure, e 
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Though you can guels what Temperance fhould be, 
You krow not what it is. 

Cleo. Wherefore 1s this ? 

Ant. To let a Fellow that will take rewards, 
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i And fay, God quit you, be familiar with 
My Play-fellow, your hand ; this Kingly Seal, 
And plighter of high Hearts! O that! were 
Upon thé Hill-of Ba/an, to out-roar 
The horned Herd, for I have Savage caufe. 
And to proclain it civilly, were hive 
A halter’d Neck, which does the Hangman thank 
For being yare about him. Is he whip’d? 
Enter a Servant with T hidias. 
Ser. Soundly, my Lord. 
Ant. Cry’d he ? and begp’d a pardon? 
Ser. He did ask favour. 
Ant, Jf that thy Father live, let him repent 
Thou waft not made his Daughter ; and be thou forry 
To follow Ce/ar in his triumph, fince 
Thou haft been whipp’d, for following him. Henceforth 
The white Hand of a Lady Feaver thee, 
Shake to look on’t. Go get thee back to Ca/ar, 
ii Tell him thy entertainment : look thou fay, 
He make me angry with him. For he feems 
Proud and difdainful, harping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry, 
And at this time moft eafie ’tis to do’t: | 
When my good Stars, that were my former guides’ 
Have, empty I<ft their Orbs, and fhot their Fires, 
Into the Abifm of Hell. If he miflike 
My Speech, and what is done, tell him he has 
Fliparchus, my enfranched Bondman, whom 
He may at pleafure whip, or hang, or torture, 
As he fhall like to quit me. Urge it thou: 
Hence with thy ftripes, be gone. | Exit Thid. 
Cleo. Have you dene yet ¢ 
Ant. Alack, our Terrene Moon is now Eclips’d, 
nd it portends alone the fall of -4ntony. 
Cleo, 1 muft ftay his time. 
Ant. To flatter Cefar, would you mingle Eyes 
With one that ties his points? 
Clee. Not know me yet ? 
Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ? 
Cleo. Ah, Dear, if I be fo, 
From my cold Heart, let Heav’n ingender Hail, 
hk Vox, VI. E . And 
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And poifon it in the fource, and the firft Stone 
Drop in my Neck; as it determines, fo 
Diffulve my Life ; the next Cz/ario {mite, 
"Till by degrees the memory of my Womb, 
si Pas wi ith my brave AL gyptians all, 
By the difcatterin g of this pelietted ftorm, 
Lie Sait , till the Flies and Gnats of Nile 
Have buried them for prey. 
Ants TY am fatished: 
Cafar fets down in Alexandria, where 
I will Opp pole his Fate. Our Force by Land, 
Hath nx y held, and fever'd Navy too 
Have k ats 1g ain, and Float, threatning moft Sea-like, 
Where haft-thou been my Heart? doft thow hear, Lady ? 
If from the Field [ fhall return once more 
To kifs thefe Lips, I will appear in Blood, 
T, and my Sword, will earn my Chronicle, 
There’s hope in’t yet: 

Cleo. That's my brave Lord. 

Ant. \ will be treble-finewed, hearted, breath’d, 
And figh Cm: alictonfly : - JOF witen mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, Men did ranfome Lives 
Of me for felts , but noWs I'll fet my Teeth, 
And fend to darkncfs all that {top me. Come, 
Let’s have one other gawdy Night : Call to me 
All my fad Caprains, fill our Bowls ; Once more 
Let’s mock the { Midnigh t Bell. 

Cleo. It is my Birth- day, 

I had thoueht have held it poor. But fince my Lord 
Is Axtony again, I will be Cleopatra. 
nt, We will yet do well, 


oe. Call all t iS noble Capra $8 t6 my Lerd, 


3 


» Do fo, we'll {peaks to them, and to Night Vi fore 

The Win e peep through their "ee Come on, my Queen 

There’s fap in’t yet. The next time 1 do fight 

Fl make Death love me : fot t will contend 
Even with his Peftilent Scythe. 

Eno. Now he'll out-ftare the Li ightni ng 

Is to be frighted out of fear, 


[ Exennh : 


7, to be furious 
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Reftores his Heart; when Valour preys on Reafon, 
It eats the Swords it fights with: 1 will feck 


Some way to leave him, | Exit. 
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. AETV: OSCE oN BY. 
| SCENE |. Cafar’s Camp. 


Emer Cefar, Agrippa, and Mecenas with his Army. 
Cefar reading a Letter. 
Cé/. H: calls me Boy, and chides as he had power 
To beat me out of eZgypr. My Meflenger 
, He hath whipt with Rods, dares me to Perfonal Combat, 
: Cefarto Antony. . Let the old Ruffian know, 
I have many other ways to die: mean time 
Laugh at this Challenge. 
Mec. Cefar muft think, 
When one fo great begins to rage, he’s hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his diftra@ion: Never anger 
Made good guard for it felf. 
Ca/. Let our heft Heads know, 0 
That to Morrow, the laft of Battels RAS, 
We mean to fight. Within our Files there are, 
Of thofe that ferv’d Mark Antony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 
And feaft the Army, we have ftore to do’t, 
And they have earn’d the wafte. Poor Antony ! | Exeunt. 


S CEN E It. | Alexandria. 


Enter Antony and Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras, 


th 


f Alexas, with others. 
* 4a He will not fight with me, Domitins. 
Eno. No? 


Ant, Why should he nor 2 

Exo, He thinks, being twenty times of better Fortuae, 
He is twenty Men to one. 

Ant, To morrow, Soldier, 
By Sea and Land Yl fight : or ¥ will live, 
@r-bathe my dying Honour in the Blood, 
_ Shall make it live again. Woo'e thou fiokpeyell, 
, MaKe IT LIVE OS: g , 
a == EP 2 ie Eno. 
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Ei: Phi Prike, and cry, take all. 
Ant. Wellfaid, come on: 
Call forth my Houfhold Senvants, let’s to Night 
Enter Servants. 
Be bounteous at our Meal. Give me thy hand, 
Thou halt been righ tly a neft, fo haft thou, 
And thou, and th ru, anc 1 thou: you have ferv’d me well 
And Kings have been your Fellows. 
Cleo. What means thi: 
Eno. Tis one of thofe edd tricks whieh forrow fhoots 
he Mi ind. 
Am. And thou art honelt too: 
I with I could be made fo many Men, 
And all of youvclapt up together, 1n 
An Antony: that I might do you Service; 
So good as you have done, 
Ouvieh The Gods forbid ! 
Ant, Well, my good Fellows, wait on me to Night 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me 
As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 
And fufféred my command. 
Cleo; What does he mean ? 
Eno. Tammake his followers weeps 
Ant. $ER ne {0 Night 3 
May be it 3 the period of your duty, 
Haply you thall not fee me more, or if, 
A mangled thadow. Perchance to morrow, 
You'll ferve another Mafter. I look on you, 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honeft Friends, 
I turn you notaway, but like a Matter 
larried to ore tig Service, flay till De:th: 
Tend meto Night two Hours, Task to more, 
And the Gods vrield you for’t. 
Eno. What mean you, Sir, 
To give them this di comfort? Look, you weep, 
And I, an Afs, am Onion-ey’d 5 for thame, 
Transform us not to Women. 
Ant. Ho; ho, ho : 
Now the Witch take me, if I meant it thus, 
Grace 6 ‘Ow where thofe drops fall, my hearty Eric es 
You take me in too dolores a fenfe ; nt 
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For I fpaks‘to you for your comfort, did defire you 
To burs this Night with Torches: know, my Hearts, 
I hope well of to morrow, and will lead you, 
Where rather I'l] expe victorious Life, 
Than Death, and Honour. Let’sto Supper, come, 
-. And drown confideration. | Exeunt. 
Enter a Company of Soldiers. 
1 Sold. Brother, good Night: to morrow is the day. 
> Sold. It will determine one way: Fare you weu. 
\ ° Heard you of nothing ftrange about the Streets. 
t Sold. Nothing : what News ¢ 
> Sold. Belike tis but 3 Rumour, good Night to you. 
t Sold. Well, Sir, good Night. 


Ian eh athe eee 
| They meet with other Sealaiers. 


2 Seld. Soldiers, have careful Watch. | 
1 Sold, And you: Good Night, good Night. 
[They place themfelves in every corner of the Stage, 
: 2 Sold. Here we; and if to morrow 
Our Navy thrive, I have an abfoluce hope 
Our Landmen will fand up. . 
1 Sold, ’Tis a brave Army, and full of purpofe. 
[ Adufick of the Hoboyes is under the Stage, 
2 Sold. Peace, what noife? 


1 Sold, Lift, lift! < s 

2 Sold. Hark! . 
_ 1 Sold. Mufick rth’ Air. 

3 Sold. Under the Earth. 


Tt fings well, do’s it not ? 
2 Sold. No. 
I Sold, Peace I fay: what fhould this mean ¢ 
2 Sold. *Tis the god Hercules, who loved Aautony, 
_ Now leaves him. : 
© 1 Sold. Walk, let’s fee if other Watchmen 
Do hear what we do ? 
2° Sold. How now, Matters? | Speak together, 
Omnes. How now ? how now ? do you hear this ? 
I Sold, Is’t not ftrange 2 
3 Sold, Do you hear, Mafters ? Do you hear? 
t Sela. Follow the noife fo far as we have quarter; 


n Let’s fee how it will give off, 
Omnes. Content: “tis ftrange. | Exenne, 
| me £3 | Eee 





Ewer Ag al ana Chesnais with others 
Ant, Eros, mine Armor, Eros. 
Cleo, Sleep a Little. 
Ant. So, my Chuck: Eros, come, mine Armour, Ero i 
Enter Eros. e 
Come, my good Fellow, put thine Iron on, 
If Fortune be not ours to day» it 15 
Becaufe we brave her. Come. 
Cleo. ‘Nay, Vl help too, Axztony. 
What's this for? Ah, let be, let spit, thou art 
The Armorer of my Heart; Falfe, falfe; This, this, 
or i wt w Me U helps ; Thus it mai be. 
we fhall thrive now. 
‘Seeft thou, my ead fellow. Go put on thy defences. 
Exo. Briefly, Sir. 
Cleo 9, Is not this buckled well ? 
Ant. Rarely, rarely 
He that unbuckles this, “till we do pleafe 
To dof't for our eppfe » fhall hear a Storm. 
Thoti fumbleft Erres, and my Queen’s a Squire 
More tigh tat this; Difpatch. © Love, 
That thou couldft fee my Wars to ne and knew’ft 
The Royal Occupation, thou fhouldit fe 
A W or keith in’ t, 
so Enter an Armed Soldier. 
Good morrow to thee, welcome, 
Thou Ic ok EI like him that knows a warlike charge 
To bu ufinefs that we love, we rife betime, 
And 23. TO *t with delighr. 
yt oa A thoufand, Sir, 
Barly though’t be, have on their Rivetted trim, 
And at the Port expect yous. - [| Shost. Trumpets fowrifts 
Enter Captains and Soldiers. 
Cap. Lhe Morn is fair; good morrow General, 
Ail. Good morrow, General, 
Ant.” Fis well lown, Lad, 
This morning like the Spirit of a-youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. 
So, fo; Come give me that, what e’er becomes of me, 
Fare thee well, Dame, what e’er becomes of me, 
This isa Soldier’s NG: : rebukeable, | 
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And worthy fhameful check it were, to ftand 


On more Mechanick Compliment, [Il leave thee, 
Now, like a Manof Steel. You that will fight, — 
Follow me clofe, I'll bring you to’t: Adieu. | Exennt. 
Char. Pleafe you retireto your Chamber ¢ 
Cleo. Lead me - 
He goes forth gallantly : that he and Ce/ar might 
Determine this great War in fingle fight; 








Then stony ——but now——Well on. | Exeunt. 
Trumpets found. Enter Antony, and Eros. 


} 
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Eros. The gods make this a happy day to Antony. 
Ant. Would thou, and thofe thy Scars had once prevail’d 
To make me fight at Land. 
Evos. Had{t thou done fo, 
The Kings that have revolted, and the Soldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have {till 
Followed thy heels. 
Ant. Who’s gone this morning ? 
Eres. Who 2 one ever near thee. Call for Enobarbus, 
He fhall not hear thee, or from Ce/ar’s Camp 
Say, 1 am none of thine. 
Ant. What fay’it thou ? 
Sold. Sir, he is with Ce/ar. 
Eros. Sir, his Chefts and Treafure he has nof with him: 
Ant. Is he gone? 
Sold, Moft certain. 
Ant. Go, Eros; fend his Treafure after, do it, 
Detain no jot, I charge thee: write to him, 
I will fub(cribe, gentle adieus, and greetings : 
Say, that l-wifh he never find more caufe 
To change a’‘Mafters Oh my Fortunes have 
Corrupted honeft Men, Difpatch, Eros. | Exit, 


SCENE IU. Cefar’s Camp, 


: = ; Ds Pipe as we aS =~, 7 ie = 
|, Enter Czfar, Agrippa, with Enobarbus, ‘asa Dolabella, 


Cef: Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the ght: 


“Our will. is Axtony be took alive ; 


Make it fo known. 
fgr. Cefar, 1 fhall. : 
ee Cafe 
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Caf. Thy time of univerfal peace is near s 
Prove this 1 profp’rous day, the threeenook’d World 
Shall bear the Olive freely. 
Enter a A deffenger. 
Me. Aitomy is come into the Field, 
Cef. Goc harge Arippa, 
Plast thofethat have revolted in the Van, 
That Astor may feem to foend his Fury 
Upon himéclf. [ Exennt. 
Eno, Al'xas did revolt, and went to Jewry on 
Affatis of ntony; there did perfwade 
Great Herot to incline himfelf to Ce/ar, 
And leave his Mafter Antony. For this pains 
Cefar hath hang’d him: Canidius and the reft 
That fellavay, have entertainment, but 
No honounble truft: I have done ill, 
Of which [ do accufe my felf fo forely, 
That I wiljoy no more. 
Enter a Soldier of Cefir’s, 
Sold.’ Embarbus, Astony 
Hath afterthee fene all thy Treafure, with 
His bounty over-plus. The Meffenger 
Came on my Guard, and at thy Tent is now 
Unloading 3£ his Mules. 
Eno. | gve it you. 
Sold, Mock not, Enobarbus, 
I tell you tue: Belt you fafe’t the bringer 
Out of the Hoaft, I muft attend mine Office, 
Or would lave done’t my felf. Your Emperor 
Continues Lill a Fowe. [ Exit. 
£no. Lan alone the Villain of the Earth, 
And feel Tim fo moft. Oh Antoty, 
Thou Mint of Bounty, how would thou have paid 
My better Srvice, when my Turpirude 
Thou doft f crown with Gold. This bows my Heart; 
Tf fwift Thought break ic not, a fwifted mean 
Shall out-firke Thought; but Thought will do’t, I feel. 
I fight aganft thee! No, I will go feek 
Some Ditch, where I may die; the foul’ft beft Sts 
My latter pirt of Life. a [ Exit. 





es = a 


SCENE, 





RT ae — . = ere a _ — 

- -— bs > 4 se Bae va Vacs wig ¥ > . 

=. HB Oye ay wet 
we ae a 


SCEN E1V. .-Before the Walls of 
Alexandria. 


ay alae 


D2FLE- 


can it 


Alarum. Drums and Trampets. Enter Agrippa. 
Agr. Retire, we have engag’d our felves too fir: 
Cefar himfelf has work, and our oppreflion 
Exceeds what we expected. | Exit. 
‘ Alarums. Enter Antony, and Scarus wounded. 
Scar. O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed, 
Had we done fo at firft, we had droven them home 
With Clouts about their Head. | Far off. 
_- Ant, Thow bleed’ft apace. 
Scar. 1 had a wound here that was like a T, 
Bat now ’tis made an H, | 
Ant, They do retire. 
Scar. We'll beat’em into Bench-holes, I have yet 
Rome for fix fcotches more. 
. Emer Eros. 
Eros. They are beaten, Sir, and our advantage ferves 
For a fair Victory. 
Scar. Let us {core their Backs, 
And fnatch °em up, as we take Hares behind, 
°Tis {port to maul a Reunner. 
Ant, | will reward thee 
Once for thy {prightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy geod Valour. Come thee on. 
Scar. \'\i halt after. [| Exeunt. 
Alarum,. Enter Avtony again in a march, Scaris, with 
others. ) 
H Ant, We have beat him to his Camp; run one before, 
And let the Queen know of our Gueits; to moriow 
» Before the Sun fhall fec’s, we'll {pill the Blood 
© ahat has to day cf{cap’d. I thank you all, 
. Fordotghty handed are you, and have fought 
i ® Not as you ferv’d the Caufe, but as’t had. been 
Fach Man’s like mine; you have thewn all Heétors. 
» -Enterthe City, clip your Wives, your Friends, 
Tell them your Feats, whilft they with joyful Tears 
Wath 
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Wath the congealment from your Wounds, and kifs | 
The honour’d gafhes whole: Give me thy Hand. [ 7o Searus. 7 
Enter Cleopatra. 

To this great Faiery, I'll commend thy acts, 
Make her thanks blefs thee. O thou day o’th’ World, 
Chain mine arm’d Neck, leap thou, Attire and all 
Through proof of Harnefs to my Heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing 

Clee. Lord of Lords, 
Oh infinite Virtue, com’{t thou fmiling froma 
The World’s great Snare uncaught. 

Ant.. My Nightingale, : 
We have beat them to their Beds, What, Girl, though gray 
Do fomething mingle with our younger brown, yet ha'weé 
A brain that nourifhes our Nerves, and can 
Get gole for gole of Youth. Behold this Man, 
Commend unto his Lips thy favouring Hand, 
Kifs it my Warrior : He hath fought to day, 
As if a God in hate of Mankind, had 
Deftroyed in fuch a fhape. 

Cleo. Vil give thee, Friend, 
An Armour all of God ; it was a King’s. 

sunt, He has deferv’d it, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phebus Car. Give me thy Hand, 


Through Alexandria make a jolly march, 


Bear our hackt Targets, like the Men that owe thems 
Had our great Palace the capacity 

To camp this Hoait, we all would fup together, 

And drink Carowfes to the nexe Day’s Fate 

Which promifes Royal Peril, Trumpeters 

With brazen dia@blaft you the Cities Ear. 

Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, 
That Heav’n and Earth may ftrike their founds together, ™ 
Applauding our approach, | Event, 


S°CcE-N.-E... VV. Cefar’s Camp. 


finier a Century, ana his Company, Enobarbus follows. 
Cent, If we be not reliev'd within this hour, 


: 


We muff return to th’Court of Guard ; the Night 
In fhiny, and they fay, we fhail embatte] 
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By th’ {econd Hour i’th’ Morn. 
» 1 Watch, This laft day was a fhrewd one to’s. 
Exe. Ob bear me witnefs Night. 
2 Watch. What Man is this? 
1 Watch. Stand clofe, and lift him. 
Exo. Be witnefs to me, O thou blefled Moon, 
When Men revolted fhall upon Record 
Bear hateful memory; poor Exorbarbus did 
Before thy Face repent. 
Cent. Enobarbus? 
3 Watch. Peace; hark further. 
‘Eno, Oh Sovereign Miftrefs of true Melancholy, 
» he poifonous damp of Night difpunge upon me, 
» hat Life, a very Rebel to my Will, 
May hang no longer onme. Throw my Heart 
Againft the flint and hardnefs of my Fault, 
- Which being dried with Grief, will break 10 Powder, 
And finifh all foul Thoughts. Oh Antony, 
Nobler than my revelt is infamous, 
Forgive me in thine own Particular, 
But let the World rank me in Regifter 
A Matter-leaver, and a Fugitive: 
Oh Antony! Oh Antony! l Dies. 
t Watch. Let’s {peak to him. z 
Cent. Let's hear him, for the things he {peaks 
May concern Ca/far. 
2 Watch. Let's do fo, but he fleeps. 
Cet, Swoons rather, for fo bad a Prayer as his 
Was never yet for ficep. 
1 Watch. Go we to him. 
2 Watch. Awake, Str, awake, {peak to us, 
1 Watch. Hear you, Sir? 
3 Cent. Lhe Hand of death hath caught him. 
” | [ Drums afar off. 
_ Hark haw the Drums demurely wake the Sleepers: 
» Let vs bear him to th’ Court cf Guard; he is of note. 
Our Hour is fally out: 
i 2 Watch, Come on then, he me2y recover yer, [ Exennt. 
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SCENE VI. _ Between the two Camps. 
Enter Antony, and Scarus, with their Army. ‘a 
nt. Their preparation is to day by Sea, ic 
We pleafe them not by Land. 4 
Scar. Kor both, my Lord. a 
Ant. 1 would they’d fight i’th’ Fire, or in theAir, 
We'd fight there too. But this it is, our Foot 
Upon the Hi ils adjoining to the City 
Shall as with us. Order for Sea is given, 
They have put forth the Haven: Further on, 
Where their appointment we may beft difcover, se 
Aad look on their endeavour. | Exenile 
Enter Cefar, and his Army. E. 
Cef- But being chare’d, we will be ftill by Land, a 
Which as I take’t we fhall ; for his beft force _ 
Is forth to Man his Galliess «To the Vales, é 
And hold our beit Advantage. [ Exeunte : 
[ Alarum afar off, as ata Sea- sag § 
Exter Antony, and Scarus. ee 
Caf. Yet th Vey are not join’d: 
Where yond Pine‘ftands, I thall difcover all. a 
I'll bring thee word ftraighr, how ’tis like to go. [Exits 9 


Star. Si erage may built 


es hey know Cpieaitiey uidehesticciaal grimly, 
And dare not ep ak their Knowledge. ~_Aatony 

Ts valiant, and dejeGted, and by ftarts, 

His fretted 1 Fortune es give him hope and fear 

Of what is has, and has not, 


SCENE VIl.. Aelxandria. 


Enter Antony, 
Ant. All is loft! | 
This foul e£¢yptian hath betray’d me! 
My. Fleet hath yielded-to the Foc, and yonder, 
TI hey calt bce ae aps UP, and Caroufe t ysether ss 
Like Friends long loft. Triple-turn’d Wheel tis thou a 
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Haft fold me to this Novice, and my Heart 

Makes only Wars on thee. Bid them all fly: 

For when [ am reveng’d upon my Charm, 

T have done all. . Bid them all fly, be gone. 

Oh Sun, thy uprife fhall I fee no more: 

Fortune and Meioky part here, even here 

Do we fhake Hands——.Al! come to this! — The Hearts 
That pannelied me at Heals, to whom I gave 

Their wifhes, do dif-candy, melt their {weets 

On blofloming Cefar: And this Pine is bark’d, 

That, Jover-topt them all. Betray "di Pe 

Oh this falfe Soul of e£gypr! this grave Charm, 

Whofe Eye beck’d forthmy wars, and call’d them homes 
Whefe Bofom was my Crownert, my chief end, 

Like a right Gipfie, hath at fat and loofe 


Beguil’d me, to “ahs very Fleart of lofs. 
What Eros, Eros! 


* oe Sar 


ua 





Enter Cleopatra. 

Ah, thou Spell! Avant. 

Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag’d againft his Love? 

Mut. Vanith, o wE fhall give | thee thy deferving, 
And blemith Cala s Triumph. Let him take thee, 
And hoiit thee up to th’ tho uting Plebcians; 
Foilow his Chariot, lke the oreateft Spot 
Of all thy Sex. .Moft Moniter like be thewn 
For poor ft Diieteives for Dolts; and let 
Patient Offavia plough thy Wifage up 
With her prepared Nails “Tis well chou'rt gone, 
pe | Exit Cleopatra. 
If it be well to live, But better "twere 
Thou fell’ft into my fury, for one death 
Might have prevented many. Eros, hoa! 
The fhirt of Weffes is upon mes teach me, 
Alcides, thou mice Ancellor, thy rages 
Let me Ilodee Licas on the horns o’th Moon, 
And with thofe hands that gr afpr el beheavieft Club, 
Subduem y worthieftfelf The Witch thall die; 
To the young Romaz Boy fhe hath fold me, and I fail 
Under his Plo:: She dies for’t. Eros, hoa! [ Exit. 
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Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mirdiane 
Cleo. Help me, my Women! Oh he is mor mad 
Than Telamon for his Shield, the Boar of Theffaly 
Was never fo imboft. 
Char. To th’ Monument, there lock your fel, 
And fend him Word you are dead : 
The Soul and Body rive not more in parting, 
Than ereatnefs going off. 
Cleo. To th’ Monument : 
Mardian, go tell him T have flain my felf, 
Say, that the laft I fpoke was Antony, 
And word it, prithee, pitioufly. Hence, Afwdian, 
And bring me how he takes my death to th’ Monument. 
| Exewnt, 


S GENE VIIt. Cleopatra’s Palace. 


Enter Antony aud Eros, 

Ant. Eros, thou yet behold’ft me? 

Eros. Ay, noble Lord. 

int. Sometime we fee a Cloud that’s Dragonith, 
A Vapour fometime, like a. Bear, or Lion, 
A tower'd Cittadel, a pendant Rock, 
A forked Mountain, or blue Promontor 
With Trees upon’r, that nod unto the World, 
And mock our Eyes with Air. Thou haft feen thefe figns, 
They are black Vefper’s Pageants, 

Erros. Ay, my Lord. 

Aint. That which is now a Horfe, even wit) 2 T hought 
The Rack diflimn’s, and makes it iodiftinét 
As water is in water. 

Erros. \t do’s, my Lord, 

Ant. My good Knave, Eres, now thy Capiain is 
Even fuch a Body; here I am Antony, 
Yet cannot hold this vifible fhape, my Knave 
I made thefe wars for «£pypt, and the Queen, 
Whofe Heat I thoueht Thad, for the had mite; 
Which whilft it was mire, had annext unto’t 
A Million more, now loft; the. Eros, has 
Packt Cards witlg Cefar, an 
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Nay, weep net, gentle Eros, there is left us 


Of 


Our felvesto end our felves. Oh the vile Lady! 
| Enter Mardian. 

She has robb’ me of my Sword. 

Mar. No, Antony, | 

| My Miftrefs lov’d thee, and her Fortunes mingied 
With thine itirely. | 7 
Ant. Bene, fawcy Eunuch, peace, fhe hath betraid me, 
And fhe fhalldie the death. | 

Mar. Deaih of one Perfon can be paid but once, 

And that fhehas difcharg’d. What thou would’ft do 
Is done untothy Hand; the laft the {pake 
Was Antoay! moft noble -dutony ! 
Then in the nidft a tearing Groan did break 


~ ‘The Name o/ Axstony; it was divided 


‘Between her Heart and Lips; fhe rendred Life 
Thy Name fo buried in her. 
Ant. Deac then? 
Mar. Deal. 
Ant. Una'm me, Eros, the long Day’stask is done, 
And we muft leep ; that thou depart’ft hence fafe 
Does pay thylabour richly; go. Oh, pluck of, 


| | Exit Mardian. 

The feven-fold fhield of Ajax cannot keep 

The battery fom my Heart. Oh cleave my fides. 
Heart,once beitronger thanthy Continent, [ Usarming him/elf. 
Crack thy fral Cafe: Apace, Eros, apace, 

No more a Sildier-——bruifed pieces 20, 

You have betn nobly born; from mea while. { Exit Eros. 
I will o’er-tae thee, Cleopatra, and 

Weep for my pardon. So it muft be, for now 

All length is Torture; fince the Torch is our, 
‘Lye down ani {tray no further. Now all labour 

Marrs what iidoes, yea, very force entangtes 

Te felf with frength; feal then and all is done. 


~ Eros!|-—T come, my Queen Eos ! Stay for me, 


Where Soulsdo couch on Flowers, we'll Hand in Hand 


And with ow fpightly Port make the Ghofts paze ; 
Dido, and he e4&neas thall want Troops, 
And all the igunt be ours, Come, Eros, Eros! 
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Enter Eros, 

Eros. What would my Lord? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died, 

T have liv’d in fuch dithonour, that the gods 
Deteft my befenef. 1, that with my Sword, 
Quarter’d the World, and o’er green Meprune's Back 
With Ships, made Cities, condemn my felf, tolack 
The Courage of a Woman; lefs noble minded 
Than fhe which, by her death, our Cafar tells, 
Lam Conqueror of my felf. Thou art {worn Eros, 
That when the exigent fhould come, which now 
Is come indeed, when I fhould fee behind me 

Th’ inevitable Profecution of difgrace 

And horrour, that on my command, thou then 
Wouldft kill me. Do’t, the time is come: 

Thou ftrik’f net me, ’till Cefar thou defeat'it. 
Put colour in my Check. 

Eros. The Gods with-hold me, ¢ § 
Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts, | 
Though Enemy, loft aim, and could not? 

‘Ant. Eros, 

Wouldft thou be window’d in great Reme, and fee 
Thy Mafter thus with pleacht Arms, bending down 
His corrigible Neck, bis Face fubdu’d 

To penetrative fhame: whillt the wheel’d feat 
OFf fortunate Ce/ar drawn before him, branded 

His bafenefs that enfued. 

Eros. I would not fee’t. 

Ant. Come then; for with a wound I muft be cur’d. 
Diaw that thy honeft Sword which thou haft worn 
Mot ufcfal for thy Country. 

Eros, Oh, Sir, pardon me. 

Ant. When I did make thee free, fwor’ft thou not then 
T’o do this when I bad thee? Do it at once, 

Or thy precedent Services are all ; 
But accidents unpurpos’d. Draw, and come. . 

Eyos. Turn from me then that noble count nance, 
Wherein the worfhip of the whole World lyes. 

Ant, Lo thee. [Turning from him. 

Eros. My Sword is drawn. , 
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Ant. Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou haft drawn it. 
Eros, My dear Mafter, e 
My Captain, and my Emperor. Let me fay, 
Before I ftrike this bloody ftroke, farewel. 
At. Tis faid, Man, and farewel. 
Eros. Farewel, great Chief. Shall I {trike now ¢ 
Ant. Now, Eros. 
Eros. Why there then—— [Eros kills bim{elf« 
Thus I do elcape the forrow of Axtony’s death. 
Ant. Thrice nobler than my felf, 
Thou teacheft me, oh valiant Eros, what 
I fhould, and thou could’ft not; my Queen and &ras 
Have by their brave InftruGtion got upon me 
A noblenefs in Record. But 1 will be 
A Bridegroom in my death, and run into’t 
As to a Lover’s Bed. Come then, and Eros, 
Thy Matter dies thy Scholar; to dothus| Falling oz his Sword. 
I learnt of thee. How, not dead? not dead?——— 
The Guard——how !——oh difpatch me. 
Enter Decretas and Guarda. 
1 Guard. What's the noife 2 
Ant. 1 have done my work ill, Friends: 
O make an end of what I have begun. 
2 Guard. The Star is faln. 
1 Guard. And time is at his Period, 
All, Alas, and woe! 
Ant. Let him that loves me, {trike me dead. 
| 1 Guard. Not I, | 
2 Guard. Not I. 
3 Guard. Nor any one. [ Exeunt, 
Dec. Thy death and fortunes bid thy Followers fly. 
? This Sword but fhewn to Ce/ar with this tidings, 
Shall enter me with him. 
/ Enter Diomedess 
~ Dio, Where's Antony? ; 
Dec. There, Diomed, there. 
Dio. Lives he? wilt thow not anfwer, Man? 
Ant, Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy Sword, and 
give me 
j2'flicing ftrokes for death. 
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Dio. Moft abfolute Lord; 

My Miftrefs Cleopatra fent me.to thee. 
Ant. When did fhe fend thee’ i 
Dio. Now, my Lord. 

Ant. Where fs fhe ? 

Dio. Lockt in her Monument. She had a prophefying Feat 
Of what hath come to pafs 5 for when fhe faw; 

Which never fhall be found, you did fufped 

She had difpos’d with Ce/far, and that your rage 

Would not be pure’d, the fént you word fhe was dead ¢ 

But fearing fince how it might work, hath fent 

Me to proclaim the truth, and I am come, 

I dread, too late. 

Ant, Too late, good Diomed; call my Guard I prethe, 

Dio. What ho! the Emperor’s Guard. 

The Guard, what hoa! Come, your Lord calls, 

Exter the Guard. 

Ant. Bear me, good Friends, where Cleopatra bides, 
*Tis the laft fervice that I fhall command you. 

Guard. Woe ! woe are we, Sir! you may not live to wei 
All your true Followers our. 

All. Moft heavy day! 

Ant. Nay, good my Fellows, do hot pleafe fharp Fate 
To grace it with your Sorrows. Bid that welcome — 
Which comes to punifh us, and we punifh it | 
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up, : 
I have led you oft, carry me now, good Friends, 
And have my thanks for all. [| Excunt bearing Antony, 
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SCENE A magnificent Monument. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, avd Iras, above. 


Cleo. H, Gharmian, I will never go from hence. 
Char. Be comforted, dear Madam. 
Cleo. No, I will got: 
All ftrange and terrible Events are welcome, 
But Gemforts we defpife; our fize of forrow 
ropes 
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Proportion’d to our caufe, muft be as great 
’ As that which makes it. 
Enter Diomedcs. 
How now ? Is he dead ? 
Dio. His Death’s upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o’th’ other fide your Monument, 
His Guard bave brought him hither. 
Enter Antony, born by the Guard. 
Cleo. O Sun, | | | 
,, Burn the great Sphere thou mov’it in, darkling ftand 
" The varying Shore o’th’World, O. Axtony! Antony ! Antony! 
Help Charmian, help Iras, help ; help, Friends, x 
Below, let’s draw him hither. 
Ant. Peace, 
~ Not Cefar’s Valour hath o’er-thrown Auxtony, 
But Antony hath wiumpht on himfelf. 
Cleo. So it fhould be, that none but -duteny 
., Should conquer Avtony, but woe 'tis fo. 
' nt, Tam dying, c£gypt, dying ; only 
, £ here impertune Death awhile, until 
~ Of many thoufand kiffes the poor laft 
I Jay upon thy Lips. 
Cleo. I dare not, Dear, 
’ Dear my Lord, pardon; I dare not, 
‘ Left I be taken ; not th’imperious fhew 
Of the full-fortun’d Ce/ar, ever fhall 
Be brooch’d with me ; if Knife, Drugs, Serpents have, 
\ Edge, Sting, or Operation, I am fafe + 
” Your Wife Offavia, with her modeft Eyes, 
_ And ftill conclufion, fhall-acquire no honour, 
Demuring upon me, But, come, come, Antony, 
Help me, my Women, we muft draw thee up 
Afift, good Friends, | | 
,  <4at. Oh quick, or I am gone. 
Cleo, Here’s {port indeed ; how heavy weighs my Lord ! 
: | Our ftrength is all gone into heavinefs, 
, That makes the weight. Had I great .funo’s Power, 
The {trong wing’d Afercary fhould fetch thee up, 
And fet thee by Fove’s fide. Yet comea little, — 
Withers-were eyer Fools. Oh come, come, come-—— 
They. draw Antony ap te Cleopatra. 
F 2 And 





~ gs. o om 
Se ~ pipe 








2732 Atterfy and Cleopatta. 


And welcome, welcome. Die when thou haft liv’d, 

Quicken with kiffing; had my Lips that power, 

‘Thus would [ wear them out. 

All, Oh heavy fight! 

Ant. | am dying, egypt, dying. 

Give me fome Wine, ana let me fpeak a little. 

Cleo. No, let me {peak, and let me rail fo high, 
That the faife Hufwife, Fortune, break her Wheels 
Provok’d by my offence. 

Ant. One word, fweet Queen. 

OF Cefar f-ek your honour, with your fafety----Oh —— 
Cleo. They do not go together. 4 
Ant. Gentle, hear me, 

None about Ca/ar truft, but Proculeius, 

Cleo. My Refolution, and my Hands, Tl truft, 
None about Cé/ar. 

Ant. The miferable change now at my end, 

Lament nor forrow at: But pleafe your Thoughts 

In feeding them with thofe my former Fortunes, 

Wherein [liv’d. The greateft Prince o’th World, 

The nobleft once; and do now not bafely die, 

Nor Cowardly, put off my Helmet to 

My Countryman. A Roman, by a Roman 

Valiantly vanquifh’d. Now my Spirit is going, 

I can no more | Antony Dith 
Cleo. Nobleft of Men——woo’t die? ‘i 

Haft thou no care of me? fhail I abide 

In this dull world, which in thy abfence is 

No better than a Stye? O fee, my Women! 

The Crown o’th’ Earth doth melt----My Lord!---- 

Oh wither’d is the Garland of the War, 

The Soldiers Pole is fall’n: Young Boys and Girls 





Are level now with Men; the odds is gone, "4 
Atid there is nothing left remarkable, . 
Beneath the vifiting Moon. [ She faint 


Char. Oh quietnefs, Lady? 
Iras, She’s dead too, our Sovereign. 
Char. lady. 
Ir 7Zs. Madam. 
Char. Oh Madam,’ Madam, Madam—— 
Tras. Royal e£pypi! Emprefs! 
ile Che 
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Char. Peace, peace, Jras. 
Cleo. No more but a meer Woman, and commanded 

By fuch poor paflion, as the Maid that milks, 

And does the meaneft chares, It were for me 

To throw my Scepter at the injurious Gods, 

To tell them that this world did equal theirs, 

°Tili they had ftoln our Jewel. All’s but nought: 
Patience is fottifh, and Impatience does 

Become a Dog that’s mad: Then is it. fin, 

To rufh into the fecret Houfe of death, . 
~E’er death dare come to us? How do you, Womené 
What, what good cheer? why how now, Charmian? 
My noble Girls ?-——-Ah, women, women! Look, 
Our Lamp is {pent, it’s out Good Sirs, take Heart, 
We'll bury him: And then what’s brave, what's noble, 
Let’s do’t after the high Roman fafhion, 

And make Death proud to take us. Come, away, 
‘This cafe of that huge Spirit now 1s cold. ) 
‘Ah, Women, Women! Come, wé have no Friends 
But Refolution, and the briefeft End. 

| Exeunt, bearing off Antony’s Body. 


SCENE VII. — Cafar’s Camp. 


Enter Czfar, Agrippa, Dolabella, and Menas. 
N = Caf. Go to him, Delabella, bid him yield, 
Being fo fruftrate, tell him, 
He mocks the pawfes that he makes. 
Dol. Cafar, 1 hall. 
Enter Decretas with the Sword of Antony. 
Ce/. Wherefore is that? and what art thou that dar'ft 
Appear thus to us? 
Dec. 1 am called Decretas, 
Mark Antony I ferv’d, who beft was worthy 
Belt to be ferv’d; whilft he ftood up, and {poke, 
i Fle was my ‘Matter, and I wore my Life 
To fpend upon his Haters, If chou pleafe 
To take me to thee; as 1 was to him, 
['ll be to Cefar: If thou pleafeft nor, 


I yield thee up my Life. 
=o F 3 Caf 
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Caf, What is’t thou fayeft 2 
Dec. I fay, Oh Cafar, Antony is dead. 
Cef. The breaking of fo great a thing, fhould maxe 
A greater Crack; The round World 
Should have fhook Lions into civil Streets; 
And Citizens totheir Dens. The Death of Antony 
Is not a fingle Doom, in the name lay 
A moiety of the World. 
Dec. He is dead, Cefar, 
Not by a publick Minifter of Juftice, 
Nor by a hired Knife: but that felf-hand 
Which writ his honour in the AGs it did, 
Hath with the Courage which the Heart did lend it 
Splitted the Heart. This is his Sword, 
1 robb’d his wound of it: Behold is ftain’d 
With his moft noble Blood. 
Caf. Look you, fad Friends, 
The Gods rebuke me, butit is a Tiding 
To wath the Eyes of Kings. 
Dol. And ftrange it is, | 
The Nature muft compel us to lament 
Our moft perfifted. Deeds. 
Men, His taints and honours weigh’d equal in hin. 
Dol, A rarer Spirit never 
Did fteer humanity; but you Gods will give us 
Some faults to make us Men, Ce/ar is touch’d, 
Men. When fuch a fpacious Mirror's fet before lim, 
He needs muft fee himfelf. 
Caf. O Antony ! 
1 have followed thee to this, but we do launch 
Difeafes in our Bodies. I muft perforce 
Have fhewn to thee fuch a declining Day, 
Or look on thine ; we could not ftall together, 
In the whole World. But yet let me lament 
With tears as Soveraign as the Blood of Hearts, 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor, | 
In top of all defign, my Mate in Empire, 
Friend and Companion in the front of War, 
The Arm of mine own Body, and the Heart 
Where mine his Thoughts did kindle ; that our Stars 
Unreconcileable, thould divide our equalnefs to this. 
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Hear me, good Friends, 


But I will tell you at fome meeter Seafun——— 


The bufinefs of this Man looks out of him, 

We'llhear him what he fays. ‘Whence are yo: ? 
Enter an FAgyptian. 

egypt. A poor egyptian yet, the Queen my Miftrefs 

Confin'd in all.the has, her Monument, 

Of thy intents, defires inftruction, 

That the preparedly may frame her felf 

To th’ way the’s forced to. 

Cee Bid her have good Heart, 

She foon fhall know- of us, by fome of ours, 


How honourable, and how kindly we 


Detemine for her. For Cz/ar cannot leave to be ungentle, 
eézypt. The Gods preferve thee. | Exit. 
Ge, Come hither Proculeins, go and fay 

We purpofe her no fhame; give her what comforts 


The quality of her Paffion fhall require ; 


Left in her greatnefs, by fome mortal ftroke 
She do defeat us : For her life 1n Rome 
Woild be eternal in our triumph. Go, 
And with your fpeedieft bring us what fhe fays, 
And how you find of her. 
Pro. Cafar, I fhall. | Exit Proculeius. 


Ce/. Gallus, go you along ; where’s Dolabella, to fecond 
Prowleins ? 


All, Dolabelia. 

Gf; Let him alone ; for I remember now 
Hov he’s employ’d : He fhall in time be ready. 
Go with me to my Tent, where you fhall fee 
How hardly I was drawn into this War, 

How calm and gentle I proceeded {fill 
In ill my Writings. Go with me, and fee 
What I can thew in this. [ Exeunte 


'§ CEN EVI. The Monument. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardian, and Seleucus. 


_ Ceo. My defolation does begin to make 
A better Life ; ’tis paltry to be Ce/ar: 


be 
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A Minifter of her will; and it is great, 
To do that thing that ends ali other deeds, 
Which fhackles accidents, and bolts up change, 
Which fleeps, and ‘never pallats more the dung, | 
The beggar’s Nurfe, and Ce/ar’s: 

Enter Proculeius, 

Pro. Cefar fends greeting to the Queen of eZ gypr, 
And bids thee ftudy on what fair demands 
(thou mean’ft to have him grant thee. 

Cleo. What's thy name? 

Pro. My same is Procaleius. 

Cleo. Antony 
Did tell me of you, bad me truft you, but 
I do not greatly care to be deceiv'd 
That have no ufe for trufting. If your Mafter 
Would have a Queen his Beggar, you muft tell him, 
That Majefty, to keep decorum, muft ee 
No lefs beg than a Kingdom: If he pleafe 
To give me conquer’d e£¢ypt for my Son; 

He gives me fo much of mine own, as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 

Pro. Be of good cheer: 
You're faln into a princely Hand, fear nothing, 
M:ke your full reference freely to my Lord, 
Who is fo full of Grace, that it flows over 
On all that need. Let me report to him 
Your {weet dependency, and you fhall find 
A Conqueror that will pray in aid for kindnefs, 
Where he for Grace is kneel’'d te, 

Cleo. Pray you tell him, 
Tam his Fortunes Vaffal, and I fend him 
The greatnefs he has got. I hourly learn 
A, Doétrine of Obedience, and would gladly 
Look him 1’th’ Face. 

Pro. This I'll report, dear Lady, 

Have comfort, for I know your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus’d it. 

Chay. You fee how eafily fhe may be furpris’d: 
Guard her ’till Ca/ar come. pict 

Tras. Royal Queen, 

Char. Oh, Cleopatra, thou art taken Queen, 
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Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. 
Pro, Hold, worthy Lady, hold: 
Do not your elf fuch wrong, who are in this 
Reliev’d, but not betray’d. 
Cleo. What of Death too that ridsour Dogs of languith 2 
Pro. Cleopatra, do not abufe my Matlter’s bounty, by 
Th’ undoing of your felf: Let the World fee 
His Noblenefs well ated, which your Death 
Will never let come forth. , 
Cleo. Where art thou, Death? 
Come hither, come: Oh! Come, and take the Queen 
Worth many Babes and Beggars. 
Pro. Oh temperance, Lady. 
Cleo. Sir, I will cat no meat, I'll not drink, Sirs 
If idle talk will once be neceflary, 
I'll not fleep neither. ?This mortal houfe I'll ruin, 
Do Cafar what he can... Know, Sir, that I 
Will not wait pinnion’d at your Mafter’s Court, 
Not once to be chaftis’d with the fober Eye 
Of dull Ofavia. Shall they hoift me up, 
And thew me to the fhouting Varlotry 
Of cenfuring Rome? rather a ditch in eZgypr; 
But gentle, Grave, unto me; rather on Nilas mud 
Lay me Rark-nak’d, and let the water-Flies 
Blow me into abhorring: rather make 
My Country’s high Pyramides my Gibbet, 
And hang me up in Chains. 
Pro. You do extend 
Thefe thoughts. of horror further than you fhall 
Find caufe in Ce/ar. | 
Enter Dolabella. 
Dol. Proculeins, 
What thou haft done, my’ Mafter Ce/ar knows, 
And he hath fent for thee: as for the Queen, 
Pil take her tomy Guard. 
Pro. Se, Dolabeila, 
Tt fhall content me beft; be ecntle to her: 
To Cefar I will fpeak what you fhall plcafe, 
If you’ll employ me to him. | Exit Proculeius. 
Cleo, Say, I would die. 
Pel, Molt Noble Emprefs, you have heard of me, 


Clea, - 
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Clee. I cannot tell. 

Dol, Affuredly you know mee. 

Cleo. No matter, Sir, what I have heard or known: 
You laugh when Boys or Women tell their Dreams, 
Is'c_not your trick ? 

Dol. { underf{tand not, Madam, 

Cleo. 1 Dreame there was an Emperor Axtony, 

Oh fuch another Slecp, that I might fee 
But fuch another Man. 

Dol. \f it might pleafe ye 

Clee. His Face was as the Heav’ns, and therein ftuck 
A Sun and Moon, which kept their courfe, and lighted : 
The little o’th’ Earth, 

Dol. Mott Sovereign Creature 

Cleo. His Legs beftrid the Ocean, his reard Arm 
Crefted the World : his Voice was propertied 
As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends - a 
But when he meant to quail, and fhake the Orb, 
He wasas ratling Thunder; . For his bounty, 

Therere was no Winter in’t. An Astony it was, 
That grew the more by reaping: his delights 
Were Dolphin-like, they fhew’d his back above 
The Element they liv’d in; In his Livery 

Walk’d Crowns and Crownets: Realms and Iflands 
As Plates dropt fiom his Pocket. 

Dol, Cleopatra 

Cleo. Think youthere was, or might be fuchaMan 
As this I dreamt of ? 

Dol. Gentle Madam, no, 

Cleo. You lie up to the hearing of the gods ; 
But if there be, or ever were one fuch, 

It’s palt the fize of dreaming: Nature wants uff 
To vy ftrange forms with Fancy, yet t’imagine 
An Antony were Nature’s piece, “gainft Fancy, 
Condemning Shadows quite. 

Dol. Hear me, good Madam: 

Your lofs is as your felf, great; and you bear it 
As anfwering to the weight: would I might never 
O’cr-take purfu’d Succefs, but I do feel 

By the rebound of yours, a grief that {uits 

My very Heart at Root. iE ae ar! 
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Cleo. I thank you, Sir, 
Know you what Cz/ar means to do with me ? 
Dol. Yam loth to tell you what, I would you knew. 
Cleo. Nay; pray you, Sir. 
Dol. Fhovgh he be honourable. 
Cleo. He'll lead me then in triumph. 
Del. Madam, he will, I know’t. 
Enter Cxlar, Gallus, Mecznas, Proculeis and Attendants. 
All. Make Way CLD EY C oe Ca/ar. 
Caf. Which is the Queen of eyypr ? | 
Dol, \t is the Emperor, Madam. [Cleo. kucels. 
Caf; Acife, ‘you fhall not kneel: 
I pray you rife rife, Bgypr. 
Cleo, Sir, the gods wili have it thus, 
My Mafter and’ my Lord I muft obey. 
Caf? Take to you no hard thoughts, 
The Record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in our Flefh, we fhali remember 
‘As things but done by chance. 
Cleo. Sole Sir o’th? World, 
I cannot proje& mine own caufe fo well 
To make it clear, but do confefs I have 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often fham’d our Sex. 
Caf. Cleopatra, know, 
We will extenuate father than inforce: | 
If you apply your feif to our intents, 
Which towards you are moft gentle, you fhall find 
A benefit in this change, but if you feek 
To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking 
Antony's courfe, you fhall bereave your felf 
Of my good purpofes, and put your Children 
To that deftruction which Pll guard them from, 
Ifthereon you rely. Vil take my leave. 
~ Cleo. And may through ail the World: *tis yours, and we 
Your Sctitcheons, and your figns of Conqueft fhall : 
Hang in what place you pleafe. Here, my good Lord, 
Caf-’You fhall advife me in all for Cleopatra. 
_-* Cleo. This is the brief: of Mony, Plate, and Jewels 
fam poffeft of, “tis exaély valued, 
Not petty things admitted. Where's Seleucus? 
. ‘ Sal, 
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Sel. Here Madam. : 
Cleo. This is my Treafurer, let him fpeak, my Lord, 
Upon his peril, that I have referv’d 
To my feif nothing. Speak the truth, Selencus. 
Sel. Madam, I had rather feal my Lips, 
Than to my peril {peak that which is not. 
Cleo, What have I kept back 2 
Sel. Enough to purchafe what you have made known, 
Caf. Nays blufh not Cleopatra, 1 approve 
Your Wifdom in the deed. 
Gleo. See Cafar ! Oh behold, 
How pomp is followed : mine will now be yours, 
And fhould we thift Eftates, yours would be mine. 
The ingratitude of this Selucus, do’s 
Even make me wild. ~@h Slave, of no more truft 
Than love that’s hird. What goeft thou back, thou. hale 
Go back 1 warrant. thee: but I'll catch thine Eyes 
Though they had Wings. Slave, Soul-lefs, Villain, Dogs 
O rarely bafe ! 
Czf. Good Queen, let us intreat you. 
Cleo. O Cefar, what a wounding fpame is this, 
That thou vouchfafing here to vific me, 
Doing the Honour of thy Lordlinefs 
To one fo meek, that mine own Servant fhould 
Parcel the fum of my difgraces, by 
Addition of his Envy! Say, good Cefar, 
Thit I fome Lady-trifles have referv’d, 
Immoment toys, things of fuch Dignity 
As we greet modern Friends withal, and fay 
Some Nobler Token I have kept apart 
For Livia and Offavia, to induce 
Their mediation, muft I be unfolded 
With one that I have bred ¢ the gods / it. {mites me 
Ben ath the fall I have. Prethee go hence, 
Or f thall thew the Cynders of my Spirits 
Through th’athes of my chance : Wert thou a Man, 
Thou would’ft have mercy on me, 
Caf. Forbear, Seleucus. 
Cleo. Be it known, that we the greateft are mif-chought 
For things that othersdo 3 and when we fall, a 


We anfwer others merits, in our Names 
Are 
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Ace therefore to be pitied. © 
Caf: Cleopatra, 
Not what you have referv’d, nor what acknowlede’d 
Put me ith’ Roll of Conqueft, fill be’e yours; 
Beftow it at your pleafure, and believe 
Cefar’s no Merchant to make prize with you 
Of things that Merchants fold. ‘Therefore be cheer'd, 
Make not your Thoughts your Prifons: No, dear Queen; 
For we intend fo to difpofe you, as 
Your felf fhall give us counfel: Feed, and Sleep, 
Our Care and Pity is fo much upon you, 
That we remain your Friend, and fo adieu, 
Cleo. My Matter, and my Lord. 
Caf, Not fo: Adieu. [Exeunt Celar, and his Train. 
Cleo, He words me, Girls, he words me, 
That 1 fhould not be nobie tomy felf. 
But hark thee, Charmiaz, 
Iras. Finiths good Lady, the bright day is done, 
And weare for the dark. 
Cleo. Elie thee again, 
I have {poke already, and it is provided, 
Go put tt to the hafte. 
Char. Madam, I will. 
| Ezrer Dolabella, 
Dol. Where’s the Queen ¢ 
Char. Behold, Sirs 
Cleo. Dolabella. 
Dol. Madam, as thereto fworn, by your command, 
Which my Love makes Religion to obey, 
I tell you this: Ca/ar through Syria 
Intends his Journey, and within three days, 
You with your Children will he fend before, 
Make your beft ufe of this. I have perform’d 
Your pleafure and my promife. 
Cleo, Dolabella, X thall remain your Debtor: 
Dol. 1 your Servant. | 
Adieu, good Queen, I muft attend on Ce/ar. | Exit. 
Cleo, Farewel, and thanks. Now, Zras, what think’ thou? 
Thou, an e4igyptian Puppet, fhalt be fhewn 
In Rome as well as 1: Mechanick Slaves 
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Uplift us to the view. In their thick breaths, 
Rank of grofs Diet, thall we be enclouded, 
And fore’d to drink their yapour. 

Tras. The gods forbid. 

Cleo. Nay, ‘tis moft certain, Zras; fawcy Lidors 
Will catch at us like Strumpers, and {call’d Rhimers 
Ballad us out.atune. The quick Comedians 
Extemporally will ftage us, and, prefent 
Our Alexandrian Revels: -datony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, andI fhall fee 
Some {peaking Cleopatra Boy my greatnels 
Ith’ pofture of a Whore. 

Iras. O the good gods! 

Clee. Nay, that’s certain. 

Iras. Vii never feet; for I am fure my Nails 
Are ftronger than mine Eyes. 

Gleo, Why that’s the way 
To fool their preparation, and to conquer 
Their moft abfurd intents. Now Charmian, 

| Enter Charmian, 
Shew me my Women like a Queen: Go fetch 
My beft Attires, Iam again for Gdnus 
To meet AZark Antony. Sirrah Jras, go, 
Now, soble Charmian, we'll difpatch indeed, 
And when chou haft done this chare, I'll give thee leave 
To play ’till Doom’s-day: bring our Crown, and all 

| 4 Noife 2ithin, 
Wherefore this noife ? 
Enter a Guard{mane 

Guardf. Here is a rural Fellow, | 
That will not be deny’d your Highnefs prefence, 
He brings you Figs. 

Gleo. Let him come in, How poor an Inftrument 

[Exit Guard{mame 
May do a noble deeed; he brings me Liberty, 
My Refolution’s plac’d, and I have nothing 
Of Woman in me; now from Head to Foor 
I am Masble conftant: now the fleeting Moon 
No Planet is of mine. 

Enter Guard{man and Clown, with a Basket. 
Guaraf. This is the Man. | 
cla’ 
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Cleo. Avoid and leave him. [ Exit Guardian. 
Haft thou the pretty Worm of JNi/as there, | 
That kills and pains not?) 7 

Clown. Truly { have him: but I would not be the party 
that fhould defire you to touch him, for his biting is 
immortal: thofe that do die of it; do feldom or never re- 
cover. 

Cleo. Remember ft thou any that have dy’d on’? 

Clown, Very many Men and Women too. I heard of 
‘one of them no longer than yefterday, a very honeft Wo- 
man, but fomething given to he, asa Woman fhould noe 
do, but in the way of honefty.” How fhedy’d of the biting 
of it, what pain the felt; truly, fhe makes a very goed re- 
port oth’ Worm: but he that will believe all that they fay, 
fhall never be faved by half that they'do: but this is moft 
fallible, the Worm’s an odd Worm, 

Cleo. Get thee hence, farewel. 

Clown. 1 with you all joy of the Worm. 

Cleo. Farewel. , 

Clowx., You muft think this, look you, that the Worm 
will do his kind. 

- Cleo. Ay, ay, farewel. 

Clown. Look you, the Worm is not to be trufted, but 
in the keeeping of wife People: for indeed there 1s no good- 
nefS in rhe Worm. 

Cleo. Take no care, it- fhall be heeded, 

Clown. Very good: give it nothing I pray you, for it is 
not worth the feeding. 

Cleo. Willit eat me? . 

Clown. You muft not think I am fo fimple, but I know 
the Devil himfelf will not eat a Woman: I know, that a 
Woman is a difh for the gods, if the Devil drefs her not. 
But truly, thefe fame whore-fon Devils do the gods great 
hatm in their Women: for in every ten that they make, 
the Devils mar five. 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone, farewel. 

Clown. Yes forfooth, [with you joy o’th’Worm. [Exit 

Cleo: Give me my Robe, put on my Crown, I have 
Immortal longings inme. Now no more 
The juice of e£gypt’s Grape thal] moift his Lip. 
Yare, yare, good /ras, quick—— methinks I hear 
re | Antony 
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Antony calls, I fee him rowfe himfelf 
To praifemy noble AG. I hear him mock 
The luck ef Cz/ar, which the Gods give Men 
To excufe their after wrath. Husband, I come; 
Now to that Name, my Courage prove my [itle. 
Lam Fire, and Air; my other Elements 
I give to bafer life. So———have you done? 
Come then, and take the laft warmth of my Lips. 
Farewel kind Charmian, Iras, long farewel. | Applying the Afp. 
Wave I the Afpick in my Lips? Doft fall? 
If thou and Nature can fo gently part, 
The ftroke of Death 1s as a Lovers Pinch, 
Which hurts, and is defir'd. Dot thou lye ftill2 
If thus thou vanquifhelt, thou tell’ft the World 
It is not worth leave taking. 
Char. Diffolve thick Cloud and Rain, that I may fay, 
‘The gods themfelves do weep. 
Cleo. This proves me bafe 
If the approves the curled Antony, 
He'll make demand of her, and {pend that kifs 
Which is my Heav’n to have. Come thou mortal wretch} 
Wich thy fharp Teeth this knot intrinficate | 
Of life at once. untie: Poor venomous Fool, 
Be angry and difpatch. Oh couldft thou fpeak, 
That I might hear thee call great Czfar Afs, unpolicied. 
Char. Oh Eaftern Star / 
Cleo. Peace, peace ! 
Doft thou not fee my Baby at my Breaft, - 
That fucks the Nurfe aflcep. 
Char, O break! O break ! : 
Cleo. As {weet.as Balm, as foft as Air, as gentle. 
O Antony! Nay I will take thee too. 
What fhould I flay 
Char. In this wild World? fo fare thee well: 
Now boaft thee Death, in thy poffeffion lyes 
A Lafs unparallel'd. Downy Windows clofe, 
And Golden Phebus never be beheld 
Of Eyes again fo Royal: your Crowns away, 
Vii mend ity and then phy 











| Dies. 


MALW’s not well, Cafar’s beguil’d. 
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Antony avd Cleopatra. i745 
Enter the Guard rufbing in. 
1 Guard. Where’s the Queen 2 
Char. Speak foftly, wake her not. 
1 Guard, Cefar hath fent 
[ Charmian and [ras apply the Afp. 
Char. Too flow a Meflenger. 
Oh come apace, difpatch, I partly feel thee. 
1 Guard. Approach ho! 





2 Guard. There’s Dolabella fent from Cefar ; call him. 
1 Guard. What work is here, Charmian? Is this welldone ¢ 
Char. Ist well done, and fitting for a Princefs 
Defcended of fo many Royal Kings. 
Ah Soldiers ! —— [Charmian avd Iras Die. 
Enter Dolabella. 
Dol. How goes it here 2. 
2 Guard. All Dead. 
Dol, Cafar, thy Thoughts 
Touch their Effe@s in this; thy felf art coming 
To fee perform’d the dreaded A which thou 
So fought’ ft to hinder. 
| Enter Cellar and Attendants. 
» All, Make way there, make way for Ce/ar. 
Del, Oh, Sir, you are too fure an Augurer 5 
Bhat you did fear, is done. 
Cef, Bravelt at the laft, 
She levell’d at our purpofes, and being Royal 
Took her own way ; the maoner of their Deaths 2 
I do not fee them Bleed. 
Dol. Who was laft with them x 
1 Guard. A fimple Countryman, that brought her Figs : 
This was his Basket. ; 
Caf: Poifon’d then. 
t Gent. Oh Cefar ! 
This Charmian tnd but now, fhe ftood and fpake: 
I found her trimming up the Disdem, : 
On her dead Miftrefs, tremblingly fhe ftood, | 
And onthe faudden dropt. — 
Cafar. Oh noble weaknefs! | 
If they had fwallow’d Poifon, ‘twould appear 
By external Swelling ; but fhe looks like fleep, i 
_ Vor, VI, ds e* 
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As fhe would catch another dntony 
In her {trong Toil of Grace. 
Dol. Here on her Breaft, 
There isa vent of Blood, and fomething blown, 
‘The like is on her Arm. 
1 Guard. This is an Afpick’s Trail, 
And thefe Fig-leaves have flime upon them, fuch 
As th’ Afpick leaves upon the Caves of Wyle. 
Caf. Moft probable 
That fo the died; for her Phyfician tells me 
She hath purfu’d Conclufions infinite 
Of eafie waysto die. Take up her bed, 
And bear her Women from the Monument, 
She fliall be buried by her Axtony. 
No Grave upon the Earth fhall clip. in te 
A pair fo Famous. High events as thefe 
Strike thofe that make them; and their Story is 
No lefs in Pity, than his Glory which 
Brought them to be lamented.. Our Army fhall, 
In folemn thew, attend this Funeral, 
And then to Rome : Come, Dolabella, {ee 
Migh Order in this great Solemnity. | Exennt emit 
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Dramatis Perfone. 
VYmbeline, King of Britain. 
Cloten, Sox to the Queen by a former Husband. 


Leonatus Pofthumus, 4 Gentleman in Love with the Princely 
ana privately Adarried to her. 


Guiderius, | Difguisd under the Names of Polidore and 
Arviragus, f Cadwal, /uppofed Sons to Bellarius, 


Bellarius, <4 Banifhd Lord, difguisd under, the Name ae 
Morgan. 


Philario, 4x Italian, Friend to Pofthumus. 
Tachimo, Friend to Philario. 

Caius Lucius, Ambaffador from Rome. 
Pifanio, Servant te Pofthumus. 

A French Gentleman, Friend to Philario. 
Cornelius, 4 Doétor, Servant to the Oucen. 
Two Gentlemen. 3 des 


Queen, Wife to Cymbeline. 
Imogen, Daughter to Cymbeline by a former Queen. 
Helen, Woman to Imogen. 


Lords, Ladies,Roman S: mdteb eB ebais $5 Ghoftss F 


Soothfayer. Captains, Soldiers, Mefengersy ana 
other Attendants, 
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sep third Atts, lyes in Rome; for the ref” 
of the Play in Britain | 2 
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S CEN E. &4 Palace: 
Enter two Gentlemez. 


1GENTLE MU AN. 
OU do not meet a Man but frowns: Our 
Bleods 
No more obey the Heav’ns than our Courtiers 5 
But feem, as do’s the Kinp’s. 
2 Gent. But what’s the matter? | 
1 Gent. His Daughter, and the Hetr of's- 
nih ; Kingdom (whom 
He purpos’d to his Wife's fole Son, a Widow 
That late he married) hath referr’d her felf 
Unto a poor, but worthy Gentleman. Shes wedded, 
feo Her Husband banifh’d; fhe imprifon’d, ail 
_ Js outward-forrow, though I think the King 
1“) Be touch’d at very Heart. 
2 Gent. None but the King? 
1 Gent, He that hath loft her too: fo is the Queer, 
That molt defir’'d the Match. But nota Courtier, 
“Tt | Although they wear their Faces to the bent 
Of the King’s looks, hath a Heart, that is not 





* Glad at the thing they {coul at. | ; 
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Cy iibeline. 

2 Gent: And why fo? 

t Geat. He that hath mifs’d the Princefs, isa thing 
Too bad, for bad report: And he that hath her, 
(i mean, that marry’d her, alack good Man, 

And therefore banifh’d) isa Creature, fuch, 

As to feck through the Regions of the Earth _ 
For one, his like; there would be fomething failing 
Jn him, that fhould compare: I do not think, 

So fair an outward, and fuch fluff within 

Endows a Man, but him. 

2 Gent. You {peak him fair. 

t Gent.I do extend him, Sir, within himfelf, 
Crufh him together, rather than unfold 
His Meafure fully. 

2 Gent. What's his Name and Birth ? 

t Gent. I cannot delve him to the Root: his Father 
Was call’d Sicillizs, who did join his Honour 
Againft the Romans, with Caffibelan, 

But had his Titles by Tenautius, whom 

He ferv’d with Glory and admir’d Succefs; 

So gain’d the Sur-addition, Leonatus. 

And had, befides this Gentleman in queftion, 
Twoother Sons, whoin the Wars o'th’ time 
Dy'd with their Swords in Hand. For which their Father, 
Then old, and fond of Iffue, took fuch Sorrow 
That he quit Being; and his gentle Lad 

Big of this Gentleman, our Theam, deceas’d, 

As he was born. The King, he takes the Babe 
Yo his Protection, calls him Pofthumns Leonatus; 
Breeds him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 
Pats to him all the Learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of, which he took 
As we do Air, faft as twas minifired, 

And in’s Spring, became a Harveft: Liv’d in Court 
Which rare it is todo, moft prais’d, moft lov’d, 
A Sample to the youngeft ; to th’ more Mature, 
A Glafs that featur’d them; and to the Graver, 
A Child that guided Dotards: To his Miftrefs, 
For whom he now is banifh’d, her own Price 
Proclaims how fhe efteem'’d him; and his Virtue 


Fined 


. By her E'eGtion may be truly read, : 





What kind of Man hefs, 
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2 Gent, 1 honour him, even out of your report. 
But pray you tell me, is fhe fole Child to th’King 2 
+ Gent. His only Child. 


He had two Sons (if this be worth your hearing, 


Mark it) the eldeft of them, at three Years old, 
Ith’? fwathing Cloaths the other, from their Nurfery 
Were ftoll’n, and to this Hout, no guels in knowledge 


~ Which way they went. 


> Gent. How long is this ag0 ? 

1 Gent, Some twenty Years. 

» Gent. That a King’s Children fhould be fo convey’d ! 
So flackly Guarded, and the Search fo flow 
That could not trace them 

+ Gent. Howfoe’er “ts ftrange, 

Or that the Negligence may well be laugh’d at, 
Yet is it tres Sir. 

+ Gent. 1 do well believe you. 

+ Gent. We muft forbear. Hicre comes the Gentleman, 
The Queen, and Princefs. Rzeunt. 

Enter the Queen, Pofthumus, Imogen, and Attendants. 

Queen. No» be aflur’'d you fitall not ficd me, Daughter, 
After the Slander of moft Step-Mothers, : 
Evil-ey'd unto you : You're my Prifoner, but 
Your Goaler fhall deliver you the Keys 
That lock up your Reflraint. For you, Pofthumus, 
So foon as i an win th’ offended King, 
1 will be known your Advocate? marry yet 
The fire of Rage isin him, and ’twere good 
You lean’d unto his Sentence, with what Patience 
Your Wifdom may inform yous 7 

Poff. Pleafe your Highnels, 
I will from hence to Day. 

Queen. You know the peril 
Ili fetch a tura about the Garden, pitying 
The Pangs at barrd Affections, though the King 
Hath charg’d you fhould not {peak together. [ Emits 

Imo. © diflembling Courtefie ! How fine this Tyrant, 
Can’ tickle where fhe wounds !.My deareft Hasband, 

I fomething fear my Father's Wrath, but nothing, 
Always refery'd my holy Duty, what | 
7 G4 His 
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His Ragé can doon me. You muft be gone, 
And I thall here abide the hourly fhot 
OF angry Eyes : Not comforted to live 
But that there is this Jewel in the World, 
That I may fee again. 
Poff. My Queen! my Miltrefs ! 
© Lady, weep no more, left I give eaufe 
To be fufpected of more Tendernefs  _ 
Than doth become a Man. I will remain 
The loyall’ft Husband, that did e’er plight Troth. 
My Refidence in Rome, at one Philario's, 
Who to my Father was a Friend, to me 
Known but by Letter; thither write, my Queen, 
And with mine Eyes, I'll drink the Words you fend, 
Though Ink be made of Gall. 
Enter Oueen. 
Queen, Be brief, I pray you ; 
If the King come, I fhall incur, I know not 
How much of his Difpleafure----yet I'll move him [fade 
To walk this.way; Inever do him wrong, 
But he does buy my Injuries, to be Friends, 
Pays dear for my Offences. [ Exit, 
Poff. Should we be taking leave, 
As long a tetm as yet we have to live, 
The lothnefs to depart, would grow ; Adieu. 
Imo. Nay, ftay alittle: 
Were you but riding forth to Air your felf, 
Such parting. were too petty. Look here, Love, 
This Diamond was ny Mothér’s; take it, Heart, 
But keep it till you woo another Wife, 
When Jmogen is dead. 
Poff. How, how? Another ! 
You gentle Gods, give me but this I have, 
And {ear up my Embracements from a next, 
With Bonds of Death. Remain, remain thou here 
| | | Putting on the Ring 
‘While Senfe can keep it on: And {weetelt, faireft, | 
As I, my poor felf, did exchange for you 
To your fo infinite lofs: So in our Trifles 
I full win of you. For my fake wear this, 
It isa Minacle of Love, I'll place it | 
Putting a Bracelet on ber Syms 
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Upon this faireft Prifoner. 
Imo, O the Gods! 
When fhall we fee again ¢ 
Enter Cymbeline, aud Lords. 
Poff. Alack, the King! 
Cym. Thou bafeft thing, avoid, hence, from my Sight : 
If efter this command theu fraught the Court 
With thy Unworthinefs, thou dy’ft. Away! 
Thoa’rt Poifon to my Blood. 
h Poft. The Gods protect you, 
And blefs the good Remainders of the Court : 
I am gone. [ Exit. 
Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 
'; More tharp than this is. 
Cym. O difloyal thing, 
That fhould’ft repair my Youth, thou heap’ft 
A Year’s age on me. 
Imo. 1 befeech you, Sirs 
) {4 ~Harm not your felf with your Vexation, 
1 am fenfelefs of your Wrath; a touch more rare 
Subdues all Pangs, all Fears. 
6 Cym. Patt Grace ? Obedience ? 
Imo. Patt Hope, and in Defpair, that way paft Grace. 
Cym. That might’ have had the fole Son of my Queen- 
Imo. O bdleffed that I might not : I chofe an Eagle, 
And did avoid a Puttock. 
Cym. Thou took’ft a Beggar, would'ft have made my Throne 
A Seat for Bafenefs. 
Imo. No, I rather added a Luftre to it. 
Cym. © thou vile one! 
Imo. Sir; 
It is your fault that I have lov'd Pofthunmas = 
You bred him as my Play-fellow, and he is 
A Man, worth any Woman ; ovér-buys me 
Almoft the Sum he pays. 
he Bi Cym. What ? art thou Mad? 
ae Imo. Almoft, Sir; Heav’n Reftore me: would I were. 
A Neat-herd’s Daughter, and my Leonatws | 
_ Our Neighbour-Shepherd’s Son. 
Enter Queen, 
, _ Cym. Thou foolifh thing ; 
oi They were again together, you have do, Not 
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Not after our Command. Away with her, 
And pen her up, 
Queen. Befeech your Patience ; Peace, 
Dear Lady Daughter, peace. Sweet Sovereign, 
Leave us to our ielves, and make your felf fome Comfort 
Out of your belt Advice. 
Cym. Nay let her languith 
A drop of Blood aday, and being aged 
Die of this Folly. [ Exit, 
Enter Pifanio, 
Queen, Fiey you muft give way: 
Here is your Servant. How now, Sir ? What News ? 
Pif: My Lord your Son, drew on my Matter. 
oxncen. Hah! 
No hatm, I truft, is done ? 
Pif. There might have been, 
But that my Matter rather play’d than fought, 
And had 00 help of Anger : they were parted 
By Gentlemen, at hand. 
Qucen, 1 am-very glad on’t. 
Fo, Your Son’s my Father’s Friend, he takes his part 
To draw upon an Exile; O brave Sir, 
I would they were in Africk both together, 
My {lf by with a Needle, that 1 might prick 
The goer back. Why came you from your Matter # 
Pif. On his command ; he would not fuffer me 
To bring him to the Haven: Left thefe Notes 
Of what Commands I thould be fubject to, 
When’t pleafe you to employ me. 
Queen. This hath been 
VWour faithful Servant : | dare lay mine Honour 
He will remain fo, 
Pif. I humbly thank your Highnefs. 
Queen, Pray walk a while. 
Two, About fome half Hour hence, pray you fpcak with 
Mme ; 
You fhall, at leaft, go fee my Lord aboard. 
For this rime leave me, [ Exennt. 
Enter Cloten, and two Lords. | 
1 Lord. Sir, | wouldadvile you to fhift aShirt; the Vio+ 
lence of AGion hath mgde you reck as a Sacrifice : Where 
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Air comes out, Air comes in: There’s none abroad fo whol- 
fome as that you vent. | 

Clot.. If my Shirt were bloody, then to fhift it 
Have I hurt him? 
Hor 2 Lord.’ No faith: Not fo much as his Patience. 
x Lerd. Hurt him? His Body’s a paffable Carkafs if hebe 
not hurt. It is through-fare for Steel if it be not hure, 
2 Lord. His Steel was in debt, it wenc o’th’ Back-fide the 
\§ Town, 
Clo. The Villain would: not: ftand me. 

2 Lord. No, but he fled forward ftil!, toward your Face. 
ws 1 Lord. Stand you? you have Land enough of yourown: 
But he added to your having, gave you fome ground. 

2 Lord, As many Inches, as you have Oceans, Puppies! 
Clot. I would they had not come between us. . 
2 Lord.So would I,’till-you had meafur’d how long a Fool 
you were upon the Ground. 
Clor. And that the fhould love this Fellow, and refufe me! 
> Lord. Uitbe aSiiato makea true EleGtion, fhe is damn’d. 
_1 Lord, Sir,as I told youalways, her Beauty and her Brain 
is gomot together. She’sa good Sign, but I have feen {mall 
refleGion ef her Wit. 
2 Lord. She fhines not upon Fools, left the reflection 
Should hurt her. 
her | Clot. Come, I'll to my Chamber: would there had been 
| fome hurt done. 
2 Lord. 1 with not fo, unlefs it-had been the fall of an. 
Afs, which is no great hurt. 
Clot. You'll go with us? 
1 Lord. Vil attend your Lordfhip. 
Clot. Nay come, let’s go together. 
2 Lord. Well, my Lord. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Traogen, and Pifanic. 
Imo. I would thou grew’ft unto the Shoreso’th’ Haven, 
il And queftioned’ft every Szil: If he thould write, 
And I not have it, *twere a Paper loft 
As offer’d Mercy is: What was the left 
That he {pake to thee 4 
Pif? It was his Queen, his Queen. 
hel Imo. Then wav’d his Handkerchief?-. 
ih Pif, And kifs’d it, Madam. 
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Jno. Senfelefs Linnen, happier therein than I: 
And that was all? 

Pif’ No, Madam; for fo long 
And as he could make me with his Eyes, or Ear, 

@ Dhifttoguith him from others, he did keep bc 
The Deck, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchief, 
Stull waving, as the fit and ftirs of’s mind 
Could beft exprefs how flow his Soul fail’d on, 
How f{wift his Ship. 

Imo, Thou fhould’ft have made him 
As little as a Crow, or lefs, e’er left 7 = 
To after-eye him. 

Pif. Madam, fo I did. 

fue. would have broke mine Eye-{trings; 
Crack'd them, but to look upon him; ‘till the Diminution 
Of {pace, had pointed him fharp as my Needle ; 
Nay, followed him, ’till he had melted from 
The fmallnefs of a Gnat, to air; and then 
Have turn’d mine Eye, and wept. But, good Pifanio, 
When fhall we hear from him? 

Pif! Be affur’d, Madam, 
With his next Vantege. 

fume. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Molt pretty things tofay; E’er I could tell’him 
How [{ would think on him at certain Hours, 
Such thoughts, and fuch; or I could make him fwear, 
The She's of /raly fhould not betray 
Mine Interc{t, and'his Honuor: orhave charg*d him 
At the fixth Hour of Morn, at Noon; at Midnight, 
Pencounter me with Qraifors, for then 
fam in Heav’n for him; or e’er I could; 
Give him that parting Kifs, which I had fet 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my Father, 
And like the tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady. The Queen, Madam, 
Befires your Highnefs Company. 

4s. Thof: things I bid you do, get them difpatch’d, 
J will attend the Queen, . : ns 

Pif, Madam, I fhall. 
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SGENETI. Rome. 


Enter Philatio, Lachimo, avd a French AZaa. 
Jash. Believe it, Sir, I have feen him in Britain; he was 
then of a Crefcent, none expeéted to prove fo worthy, as. 
fince he hath been allowed the name of. But I could then 


have look’d on him, without the help of Admiration, 


though the Catalogue of his endowments had been tabled 
by his fide, and { to perufe him by Jtems, 

Phil. You {peak of him when he was lefs furnifh’d, 
than now he is, with that which makes him both without 
and within. 

French. \ have feen him in France; we had very many 
there, could behold the Sun, with as firm Eyes as he. 

Iach. This matter of marrying his King’s Daughter, 
wherein he muft be weighed rather by her value, than his 
own, words him, I doubt not, a great deal from the matrer, 

French. And then his banifhment. ~ 

Tach. Ay, and the approbation of thofe, that weep this 
lamentable Divorce under her Colours, are wonderfully to 
extend him; be it but to fortifie her Judgment, which 
elfe an eafie, Battery might lay flat, for taking a Beggar 
without more Quality. But how comes it, he is to fojoura 
with you? how creeps acquaintance? 

Phil. His Father and I were Soldiers together, to whom 
I have been often bound for no lefs than my Life. 

Enter Pofthumus. 
Here comes the Britain. Let him be fo entertainnd a- 
moneft you, as fuits with Gentlemen of your knowing, toa 
ftranger of his quality. I befeech you all be better known 
to this Gentleman, whom I commend to you, as a noble 
Friend of mine. How worthy he is, I will leave to appear 
hereafter, rather than ftory him in his own hearing. 

French. Sir, we hive kaown together in Orleance. 

Pot. Since when I have been debter to you for courte- 


fies, which I will be everto pay, and yet pay ftill. 


French. Sit, you o’er-rate my poor kindnefs; I was glad 
I did stone. my Countryman and you; it had been pity 
you fhould have been put together, with fo. mortal 2 pur- 
pale, as then eaca DoE, upon importance of {o flight and 
trival a mature. 

<P Poff. 
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Poft. By your Pardon, Sir, I was then a young Traveller; 
rather, fhun’d to go even with that I heard, than in my 
every Adtion to be guided by other experiences: but upon 
my mended Judgment, if] offend not to fay it 1s mended, 
any Quarré! was not altogether flight. 

French. Faith yes, to be put to the arbitrement of Swords; 
and by fuch two, that would by all likelyhood have con- 
founded one the other, or have faln both. 

Jach. Can we with mianners, ask what was the Diffe 
rence ¢ 

French. Safely, I think, "twas 4 contention in publick, 
which may, without contradiction, fuffer the report. It 
was much like an Argument that fell out laft night, where 
each of us fell in praife of our Country-Mittreffes. This 
Gentleman at that time vouching, and upon Warrant of 
bloody Affirmation, his to be more Fair, Virtuous, Wife, 
Chaft, Conftant, Qualified, and lefs attemptable than any, 
the rareft of our Ladies 1n Fraxce. | 

Tach. That Lady is not now living; or this Gentleman's 
Opinion by this worn out. 

Poff. She holds her Virtue ftill, and I my Mind. 

Jach. You muft. not fo far prefer her, "fore ours of 
Fraly. 
Poft. Being fo far provok’d as I was in France; ‘I would 
abate her nothing, tho’ I profefs my felf her Adorer, not 
her Friend. 

Jach. As fair, and as good; a kind of Hand in Hand 
comparifon, had been fomething too fair, and too good for 
any Lady in Britany: if the went before others, I have feen; 
as that Diamond of yours out-lafters many I have beheld. 
I could not believe fhe excelled many; but I have not feea 
the moft precions Diamond that is, nor you the Lady. 

Poff. 1 prais’d her, as Irated hers fo do I my Stone. 

Jach. What do you efteem it at? 

Poff. More than the World enjoys. 

Jach, Either your paragoh’d Miftrefs is dead, or fhes 
out-priz'd by a Trifle. 

Poff, You are miftaken; the one may be fold or giver, 
if there were Wealth caouvh for the Purchafe, or Merit for the 
Gif. The other is not a thirg for Sale, and only the Gift 
of the Gods. ~ 
Lath. 
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Tach, Which the Gods have given you? 

Poft. Which by their Graces 1 will keep. 

ach. You may wear her in title yours; but, you know, 
ftrange Fowl Jighc upon neighbouring Ponds. Your Ring 
may be ftoln too; fo your Brace of unprizeable Eftimations, 
the one is but frail, and the other caiual. A cugning Thief, 
or a, that way, accomplifh’d Courtier, would hazard the 
winning both of firft and laft. ; 

Poft, Your Jtaly contains none io accomplifh’d a Cour- 
tier to convince the Honour of my Mittrefs; if in the hol- 
ding or lofs of that, you term her frai!, Ido nothing doubr 
you have ftore of Thieves, notwithftanding I fear not my 
Ring. 

Phil. Let us leave here, Gentlemen. 

Poft. Sir, with all my Heart. This worthy Signior, I 
thank him, makes no ftranger of me, we are familiar ar 
firft. 

Tach, With five times fo much Converfation, I thould 
get ground of your fair Miftrefs ; make her go back, even 
to the yielding, had I admittance, and opportunity to 
Friend. 

Poff. No;-no. 

Tach. 1 dare thereupon pawn the Moiety of my Eftate, 
to your Ring, whichin my Opinion o’er-values it fomething : 
but I make my wager rather againft your Confidence, than 
her Reputation. And to bar your Offence herein too, I 
Gurft attempe ic againft any Lady in the World. 

Poff. You are a great deal abus’d in too bold 2 perfwa- 
fion; and I doubt not you'd fuftain what you're worthy of, 
by your Attempt. 

Lach, What's that? 

Poff. A Repulfe; though your Attempt, as you call ir, 
deferves more; a Punifhment too. 

Phil, Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in too fud- 
denly, let it die as it was born, aad I pray you be better 
acquainted. a 

ach. Would I had put my Eftate, and my Neighbours, 
on th’ approbation of what I have fpoke. 

Poff. What Lady would you chufe to affail2 

Tach, Yours; whom in conftancy you think {tands fo 
fafe. I will lay you tea thoufgnd Duckets to your Ries, 

; that 
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e Court where your Lady is, with 
portunity of a fecond con- 
that honour os hers, 


chat commend me to th 
no more Advantage than the op 
ference, and I will bring from thence, 
which you imagine fo referv ds 

Poft. I will wage egaintt your Gold, Gold to it: My 
Ring I hold dear as my Finger, ‘tis part of it. 

Jach. You are a Friend, and therein the wifer; if you 
buy Ladies ficfh at a Million a Dram, you cannet preferve 


it from tainting; but fee you have fome Religion in you, 


that you fer. 
Poff. This is but @ Cuftom in your Toague; you bear 
a graver Purpofe, I hope 
Tach. Lam the Mafter of m 
ergo what's fpoken, I {wear 
Poff. Will you L thall but lend my Diamond ’till your 
returns Jet there be Covenants drawn between’s. My 
Mifrefs exceeds in goodnels, the huginefs of your unwors 
thy things. J dare you to this match; here's my Rurg. 
Phil. T will have it no lay. 
Zach. By the Gods it is one 5 if I bring you not fufficient 
Teftimony that I have enjoy’d the deareft bodily part of 


y Speeches, and would un- 


vour Miftrefs; my ten thoufand Duckets are yours, fo is 


your Diamond too; if I come off, and leave her in fuch 
Flonour as you have truft in, fhe your Jewel, this your 
Jewel, and my Gald are yours; provided I have your com- 
mendation, for My Mere entertainment. 

Poff. L embrace thefe Conditions, let us have Articles 
setwixt us; only thus far you fhall anfwer; if you make 
your Voyage upen her, and give me direly to underftand, 
you have prevail'd, I am no further your Enemy, fhe is 
ot worth our Debate. If fhe remaia unfeduc'd, you not 

ife; for your ill Opinion, and th’ af- 


making it appear otherw 
fault you have made to her Chaftiry, you fhall anfwer me 


with your Sword. 
Jach. Your Hand, a Covenant; we will have thefe things 


fer down by lawful C unfel, and ftraight away for Britain, 
left the Bargain fhould catch cold, and ftarve; I will fetch 
my Gold, and have our two Wagers recorded. 

Poff. Agreed. 

French. Will this hold, think you ? 

Phil, Signior Iachimo wil nct from it. 


Pray let us follow ‘em, l Exeunt. 


SCENE 


- 
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SCENE IIl.. Cymbeline’s Palace. 


Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius with a Viol, 


Queen. While yet the Dew’s on Ground gather thofe 
Flow érs. 
Make hafte. Who has the Note of them ? 
Ladies, 1, Madam. 
» Queen. Dilpateh. [Exexut Ladies. 
Now Matter DoGtor, have you brought thofe Drugs ? 
Cor. Pleafeth your Highnefs, Ay ; here they are, Madam ; 
But I befeech your Grace, without Offence 
~My Confcience bids me ask, wherefore you have 
Commanded of me thefe moft poifonous Compounds, 
Which are the movers of a languifhing Death ; 
But though flow, deadly. 
Queen. | wonder, Dogtor, | 
Thou ask’ft me fuch a Queftion ; have I not been 
Thy Pupil long ? halt thou not learn’d me how 
To make Perfumes ? Diftil ? Preferve ¢ Yea fo, 
That our great King himfelf doth woe me oft 
For my ConfeGtions ? Having thus far procceded, 
Unalefs thou-think’{ me devilifh, is it not meet 
That I did amplifie my Judgment in 
Orher Conclufions 2 I will try. the Forces 
Of thefe thy. Compounds, on fuch Creatures as 
We count not worth the banging, but none human, 
To try the Vigor of them, and apply 
Allayments to their AG, and.by them gather 
Their feveral Virtues, and effects. 
Cor. Your. Highnefs 
Shall from this Pra@ice, but make hard your Heart; 
Befides, the feeing thefe EffeGs will be 
Both noy{fome and infectious. 
Queen. O content thee. 
Enter Pifanio. 3 
Here comes a flattering Rafcal, upon him | Afide. 
Will I firft work ; he’s for his Matter, | 
And Enemy to: my Son.. How now, Pifanio’ 
Do@or, your Service for this time is ended, 
Take your own way. : 
Vou. VI. (3 Gor. 
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Cor. I do fafpe& you, Madam. | Afide. 
But you fhall do no harm, Re 
| Zo Pifanio. 


Oueem, Hark thee a word, 

Cri I do not like her. Sne doth chink fhe has 

Strange ling’ring Poifors ; 1 do know her Spirit, 

And will not truft one of her Malice, with 

A drug of fuch damn’d Nature. Thofe fhe has, 

Will ftupifie and dull the Senfe a while, 

Which firft perchance the’!] prove on Cats and Dogs; 

Then afterward up higher; bt there 1s 

No Dainver in what thew of Death it makes, 

More than the locking up the Spirits 2 time, 

To be more freth, reviving, She is foold 

With a moft falfe effect ; and I the truer, 

So to be falfe with her. 

Queex. No further Service, Dedor, 

Until I fend for thee, | 
Cor. 1 humbly take my leave. [ Exit, 
Queen. Weeps the fill, fayeft thou ? Doft thou think in 

time 

She will not quench, and let Inftru@ions enter 

Where folly now poffeffes? do thou work 5 

When thou fhalt bring me word fhe lovesmy Son, 


Tl tell thee on the inftant, thou art then 


As great as isthy Mafter; greater ; for 

His Fortunes all lye fpeechlefs, and his Name 

Ts at laft Gafp. Return he cannot, nor 

Continue where he is; to fhift his being, 

Is to exchange one Mifery with another, 

And every Day that comes, comes to decay 

A Day’s Work in him. What fhale thou expe& 

To be depender on a thing that leans 2 

Who cannot be new built, nor has no Friends 

So much, as but to prop him? thou takeft up 
[Pifanio looking om the Vit 

Thou know’ft not what; but take it for thy Labour, 

It is a thing I make, which hath the King 

Five times redeem’d from Death ; I do not know 

What is more Cordial. Nay I prethee take it, 

Tc is an earneft of a farther good 


That 
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That I mean to thee. Tell thy Miftrefs how 
The Cafe ftands with her; do’t, as from thy felf: 
Think what a chance thou chanceft on, but think 
_ Thou haft thy Miftrefs {till 5 to boot, my Son, 
Who fhall take Notice of thee. Ill move the King 
To any fthape of thy Preferment, fuch 
As thou’lt defire ; and then my felf, I chiefly 
That fet thee on to this Defert, am bound 
To load thy Merit richly. Callmy Women. [Exit Pifanio. 
Think on my words---+A flye, and coaftant Knaves 
Not.to be fhak’d; the Agent for his Mafter, 
And the Remembrancer of her, to hold 
The Hand faft to her Lord. I have given him that, 
Which if he take, fhall quite unpeople her 
Of Leidgers for her Sweet ; and which fhe after, 
Except fhe bend her humor, fhall be affur’d 
To tafte of too. 
Enter Pifanio, and Ladies. 
So, fo; well done, well done ; 
» The Violets, Cowflips, and the Prim-Rofes, 
Bear to my Clofet; fare thee well, Pi/anie, 
Think on my words. [Exit Qucen and Ladies, 
Pifas And thall do: 
But when to my good Lord, I prove untfue, 
I'll choak my {cif ; there’s all I'll do for you. [Exite 
Enter Imogen alone. 
Imo. A Father cruel, and a Stepdame falfe, 
A foolifh Suitor to a wedded Lady, | 
That hath her Husband banifh’d---O, that Husband ! 
My fupream Crown of Grief, and thofe repeated 
Vexations of it---- had I been Thief-ftoln, 
As my two Brothers, happy ; but moft miferable 
Is the Defire that’s Glorious. Bl¢fled be thofe 
How mean fo e’er, that have rheir honeft, Wills, 
' Which Seafons comfore. Who may this be ? Fie! 
Enter Pifanio, avd Iachimo. 
Pif: Madam, a noble Gentleman of Kome, 
Comes from my Lord with Letters 
Lach, Change you, Madam? 
The worthy Leonatus is in. fafety, 
And greets your Highnefs dearly. 
a 


imo, 
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Imo. Thanks, good Sir, 

You're kindly welcome. . 

Tach, All of her, that is out of door, moft rich! 
If the be furnifh’d with a mind fo rare, 

She is alone th’ Arabian Bird; and | 
Have loft.the Wager. Boldnefs be my Friend ; 
Aim me Audacity from Head to Foot. 
Or like the Parthiaz I fhall flying Fight, 
Rather direGly flye. 
Imogen reads. 

He is one of the Nobleft Note, to whofe kindneffes I am 
moft infinitely tyed, Reflect upon him accordingly, as you value 
your truft. Leonatus, 
So far I read aloud. 

But even the very middle of my Heart 

Is warmed by th’ reft, and take it thankfully -———— 
You are as welcome, worthy Sir, as I 

Have words to bid you, and fhall find it fo 

In all that I can do. 

Tach. Thanks, faireft Lady ; 

What, are Men mad ? hath Nature giventhem Eyes 
To fee this vaulted Arch, and the rich Crop 

Of Sea and Land, which can diftinguifh *twixt 
The fiery Orbs above, and the twinn’d Stones 
Upon the number’d Beach? and can we not 
Partition make with Spectacles fo precious 

’Twixt fair and foul ? 

Imo, What makes your Admiration 2 

Tach: It cannot be i’th’ Eye; for Apes, and Monkeys, 
'Twixt two much She’s, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mowes the other. Nor ith’ judgment ; 
For Ideots in this Cafe of Favour, would 
Be wifely definit. Nor in the Appetite, 

Sluttery tofuch neat excellence oppos’d, 
Should make Defire vomit emptinefs, 
Not fo allur’d to feed. 
Imo, What is the matter trow 2 
Tach. The cloyed Will, 
That fatiate yet unfatisfy’d Defite, that Tub 
Both fili’d and running: Ravening firft the Lamb; 
Longs after for the Garbage , Z 


Im 


» 
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| Cymbeline. er. Aires = 


Imo, What, dear Sir, | 
Thus raps you? are you well? 
Iach. Thanks, Madam, wel!; befeech you, 5ir, 
Defire my Man’s abode, where I did leave him 3 
He’s ftrange and peevifh, | To Pifanio. 
 Pif: \ was going, Sir, 
To give him welcome. 
Imo. Continues well my Lord? 
His Health, befeech you? 
Tach. Well, Madam. 
Imo, Is he difpos'd to Mirth? I hope beis. 
Tach, Exceeding pleafant; none a ftranger there, 
So merry, and fo gamefome;. he is call’a 
The Britain Reveller. 
Imo. When he was here 
He did incline to fadnefs, and oft times 
Not knowing why. 
Tach. 1 never faw him fad. 
There is a Frenchman his Companion, one 
An eminent Monfieur, that it feems much loves 
A Gallian-Girl at home. He Furnaces 
The thick fides from him; whiles the jolly Brstaia, 
Your Lord I mean, laughs from’s free Lungs,cries oh !——~ 
Can my fides hold, to think, that Man who knows 
By Hiftory, Report, or his own proof 
What Woman is, yea, what fhe cannot chufe 
But muft be, will’s free Hours languifh, 
' For affur’d Bondage ? 
Imo. Will my Lord fay fo? 
Tach. Ay, Madam, with his Eyes in flood. with laughter, 
It is a Recreation to be by 
And hear him mock the Frenchman : 
But Heav’ns know fome Men are much to blame. 
Imo. Not he; I hope. \ ost 
ach, Not he. But yet Heav'ns Bounty towards him, 
might 
Be us'd more thankfully. In himfelf “tis much; 
In you, which I account his beyond all Talents, 
Whilft I am bound to wonder, [ am bound 


To bi ; 
to pity too, * S 
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Imo, What do you pity, Sir? 

Lach. Two Creatures heartily. 

lmo. Am I one, Sir? 
You look on me; what wrack difcern you in me 
Deferves your Pity? 

fach. Lamentable! what 
To hide me from the radiant Sun, and folace 
I'th’ Dungeon by a Snuff? 

Imo. 1 pray you, Sir, 
Deliver with more opennefs your Anfwers 
Tomy Demands. Why do you pity meé 

lach. That others do, 
I was about to fay, enjoy your——-———but 
It is an Office of the Gods to venge it, 
Not mine to {peak on’t. 

Lmo. You do feem to know - 
Something of me, or what concerns me; pray ‘you 
Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more, 
Than to be fure they do; For certainties 
Either are paft Remedies; or timely knowing; 
The Remedy then born; Difcover to me 
What both you fpur and top. 

Fash. Had I this Cheek 
To bath my Lips upon; this Hand, whofe touch, 
Whofe very touch would force the feeler’s Soul 
To th’ Oath of Loyalty; this obje@, which 
Takes Prifoner the wild Motion of mine Eye, 
Fixing it only here; fheuld I, damn’d then, 
Slaver with Lips as common as the Stairs 
That mount the Capitol? join Gripes, with Hands 
Made hard with hourly Falfhood as with Labour? 
Then glad my felf by peeping in an Bye 
Bafe and unluftrious as the fmoaky Light 
That’s fed with ftioking Tallow? it were fie 
That all the Plagucs of Hell fhould at one time 
Encounter fuch Revolt: 

Imo. My Lord, I fear, 
Has forgot Britain. 

tach. And himfelf; not I 
Inclin’d to this Intelligence, pronounce 
The Beggary ofhis Changes but ’tis your Graces 


‘= 
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T hat from my muteft Confcience, to my Tongue, 
Charms this report out, | 
Imo, Let me hear no more. 
Tach. O deareft Soul! your Caufe doth ftrike my Heart 
With Pity, that doth make me fick. A Lacy 
So fair, and faftned to an Empery, 
W ould makethe great’ft King double, to be pactner'd 
With Tomboys hir’d, with that felf Exhibition 
Which your own Coffers yield! with difeas’d veatures 
That play with all infirmicies for Gold, 
Which rottennefs can Jend Nature! Such boyd ftuff 
As well might poifon Poifon! Be reveng’d, 
Or fhe that bore you was no Queen, and you 
Recoil from your great Stock. 
Imo. Reveng’d! 
How fhould I be reveng’d if this be tue, 
As I have fuch a Heart, that both mine Ears 
Mufi not in hafte abufe, if it be true, , 
How fhall I be reveng’d? 
Lach. Should he make me 
Live like Diava’s Pricft, betwixt cold Shects; 
Whiles he is Vaulting variable Ramps 
In your Defpight, upon your Purfes revenge it. 
I dedicate my felf to your {weet Pleafure, . 
More Noble than that Runagare to your Bed, 
And will continue faft to your Affection, 
Still clofe, as fure. 
Imo, What-ho, Pifanio! 
Iach. Let me my Service tender on your Lips. 
Imo. Away, I do condemn mine Ears, that have 
So long attended thee. If thon wert honourable 
Thou wouldft have told this Tale for Virtue, not 
For fuch an end thou feek’ft, as bafe, as ftrange - 
Thou wrong’ft a Gentleman, who is as far 
From thy Report, as thou from Honour; and 
Sollicir’°ft here a Lady, that difdairs | 
Thee, and the Devil alike. What, ho, Pifazio!--- 
The King my Father fhall be made acquainted 
Of thy Affault; if he thall think it fir, 
A fawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mait 
Asin a Romifb Stew, and to Expound 
Eee =e oe H 4 Elis 


5 : ch —_— 
= ce a +r 
F ne . . 


~~ 








2768 2 Celine. 


His beaftly Mind to us; he hath a Coure 
He little cares for, and a Daughter, whom 
He not refpects at all, What ho, Pifanio!———~ 

Lach. O happy Leonatus, I may fay, 

The Credit that thy Lady hath of thee : 
Delerves thy truft, and thy moft perfe@ goodnefs 
Her eflur’d Credit; bleffcd live you long, 

A Lady to the worthieft Sir, that ever 

Country call'd his, and you his Miftrefs, only 
Hor the moft worthieft Fit. Give me your pardon. 
{ have {poke this, to know if your Affance 

Were deeply rooted, and fhall make your Lord, 
‘That which he is, new o’er; and he is one 

The trueft manner; fuch a holy Witch, 

That he inchants Societies into him: 

Half all Mens Hearts are his. 

dmo. You make amends. 

Tach. He fits amongft Men, like a defcended God; 
He hath a kind of Honour fets him off, 

More than a mortil feeming. Be not angry, 

Moft mighty Princefs, that I have adventur’d 

Yo try your taking of a falfe Report, which hath 
Honour’d with Confirmation your preat Judgment, 
Inthe Ele€tion ofa Sir, fo rare, 

Which you know cannot err. The Love I bear him, 
Made me to fan you thus, but the Gods made you, 
Unlike all others; chaffle(s. Pray, your Pardon, 

4mo. All's well, Sir; take my Power i’th’ Court for 

yours. 

Lach. My humble Thanks; I had almoft forgot 
Tintreat your Grace, but in a {mall requeft, 

And yet of Moment too, for it concerns 
Your Lord; my {clf; and other Noble Friends 
Are Partners in the Bufinefs. 

dme. Pray what ist? 

Lac. Some dozen Romans of us, and your Lord, 
The beft Feather of out Wing, have mingled Sums 
To buy a Prefent for the Emperor: 

Which I, the Factor for the reft, have done 
In France; tis Plate of rare Device, and Jewels 
OF rich aod exquifice Form, their Values great; 
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‘And Lam fomething curious, being ftrange, 
To have them in fafe ftowage: May it pleafe you 
To take them in Protection. 
Imo. Willingly ; 
And pawn mine Honour for their: Safety, fince 
My Lord hath Intereft inthem, I will keep them 
In my Bed-chamber. 
Tach. They are ina Trunk 
Attended by my Men: 1 will make. bold 
To fend them to you, only for this Night; 
I muit aboard to Morrow. 
Imo. O ne, no. 
Tach. Yety I befeech you:, Or I thall fhort my word 
By length’ning my return, From Gallia, 
I croft the Seas on purpofe, and on promife 
To fee your Grace. 
Imo; thank you for your Pains; 
But not away to Morrow. 
Tach. O, I mult Madam. 
Therefore I thall befeech you, if you pleafe 
To greet your Lord with writing, do’t to Night, 
I have out-ftood my time, which ts material 
To th’ tender of our Prefent. 
Imo. \ will write: - 
Send your Trunk to me, it fhall be fafe kept, 
And truly yielded yeu: You're very welcome: — [| Exesnt, 








A Gel. HI, 9S CEN EST 
SCENE 4 Palace. 


Enter Cloten, and two Lords. 


Cleo. \ 7 AS there ever Man had fuchluck? whenIkifs'd . 
the Fack upon an Up-caft, to be hit away! [- 


had an Hundred-pound on’t; and then a. whorfon. Jack-an- 
Apes muft take me up for Swearing, as if I borrow’d mine 
Oaths of him, and might not fpend them at my Pleafurc. 
1 Lord. What got he by that? you have broke his Pate 
with your Bowl. 
2 Lord. 
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2 Lord. If his Wit had been like him that broke it 5 1¢ would 
have run all out. 

Clot. When a Gentleman is difpofed to {wear; it 1s net 
for any ftanders by to curtail his Oaths. Ha ? 

2 Lord. No, my Lord: nor crop the Ears of them. 

Clot. Whorfon Dog! I give him fatisfaétion? Would 
he had been one of my Rank. 

2 Lord. To have {mele like a Fool, 

Clot. I am not vext more at any thing in the Earthy 
Pox ont. I had rather not be fo Noble as I am ; they dae 
not Fight with me, becaufe of the Queen my Mother; every 
Jack-flave hath his Belly fully of Fighting, and I muft go 
up and down like a Cock, that no body can match, 

2 Lord. You area Cock and a Capon tod, and you crow 
Cock, with your Comb oa, [ Afide 

Clot. Say’ft thou? 

2 Lord. It is not fit your Lordfhip fhould undertake every 
Companion, that you give offence to. 

Clot. No, i know that: But it is fit I fhould commit 
Offence*to my Inferiors. 

2 Lord. Ay, it is ft for your Lordfhip only. 

Clot. Who fo I fay. 

1 Lord. Did you hear of a Stranger that’s come to Courtte 
Night? 

Clot. A Stranger, and 1 not know on’t? 

2 Lord. He’s a ftrange Fellow himfelf, and knows it not, 

1 Lerd. There’s an /taliaz come, and ’tis thought one of 
Leoudtus’s Friends. 

Clot. Leonatas! A banifi’d Rafeal; and he’s another, 
wherefoever he be. Who told you of this Stranger? 

_ x Lord, One of your Lordthip’s Pages. 

Clot. Is it ft 1 went to look upon him? Is there no de 
rogation in’t? 

2 Lord. You cannot derogate, my Lord. 

Clor. Not eafily, I think. 

2 Lord, You are a Fool granted, therifore your Iffues 
being Foolifh, do not derogate. 

Clo-. Come, Til go fee this Ztalian: What 1 have lof to 
day at Bowls, Pl win to Night of him. Cothe; po. 

2 Lord. Vil attend your Lordthip. [Exit Clot. 
That fuch a crafty Devil as is his Mother, | 

Should 
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Should yield the World this Afs; A Woman, that 


‘Bears ali down with her Brain, and this her Son, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his Heart, 
‘And leave Eighteen. Alas poor Princels, 
Thou divine Imagen, what chou endur ft, 
Betwixt a Father by thy Stcp-dame govirmd, 
A Mother hourly cOifing Plots; a Wooer, 
More hateful than the foul Expulfien is 
Of thy dear Husband, than that horrid A& 
Of the divorce-——h:’ll make the Heav’ns hold firm 
Tie Walls of thy dear Honour; keep unfhak'd 
That Temple thy fair Mind, that thou may’ft ftand 
T’ enjoy thy banilh’d Lord: And this great Land, [Exenut. 


SCENE Al. A magnificent Bedchamber, in. 
one part of it a large Trunk. 
Imozen is difcover'd reading in her Bed, a Lady attending. 


Imo. Wha’s there? My Woman Helen? 

Lady. Pleafe you, Madam——_-—— 

Imo. What Hour is it? 

Lady, Almoft Midnight, Madam. 

Imo. I have read three Hours then, mine Eyes are weak, 
Fold down the Leaf where I have left; to. Bed-———— 
Take not away the Taper, leaveit burnings 
And if thou canft awake by four 0’ th? Clock, 

I prethee call me——Sleep hath feiz'd me wholly. | Exit Lady. 
To vour proteaion 1 commend me, Gods, 

From Fairies, and the Tempters of the Night, 
Guard me, befeech ye. 








| Sleeps. 

[Iachimo. rifes from the Trunk, 
Tach. The Crickets fing, and Man's o’er-labour’d Senfe, 

Repairs it felf by reft: Our Zargwin tous 

Did foftly prefs the Ruthes, ¢’ec he waken d 

The Chaftity he wounded. Cytherea, 

How bravely thou becom’ft thy Bed! Freth Lilly, 

Ard whiter than the Sheets! That t might touch, 

But kifs, one kifs———- Rubies unparagon’d, 

How dearly they do’t——'Tis her Breathing that 

Perfumes the Chamber thus: the Flame o th’ Taper 





Bows 
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Bows toward her, and would under- peep her Lids, 
To fee th’ inclofed Lights, now Canopy’d 
Under the Windows, White and Azure, lac’d © 
With clue of Heav’ns own tint but my Defign’s 
To Note the Chamber-——I_ will write all down, | 
Such, and fuch Pi@ures——there the Window, fuch © 
Th’ Adornment of her Bed the Arras, Figures 
Why fuch, and fuch and the Contents o’ th’ Story-—= 7 
Ah, but fome natural Notes about her Body, | 
Above ten thoufand meaner Moveables 
Would teftific, ? enrich mine Inventory. 
O Sleep, thou Ape of Death, lye dull upon her, 
And be hér Senfe but as a Monument, 
Thus in a Chappel lying. Come off, come off. 
[ Taking off her Bracelet, 

As flippery as the Gordian-knot was hard, 
*Tis mine, and this will witnefs outwardly, 
As ftrongly as the Confcience do’s within, 
To th’ maddinp of her Lord.  Omher left Breaft 
A Mole Cinque-fpotted---Like the Crimfon Drops 
1? th’? bottom of a Cowflip.. Here’s a Voucher, 
Stronger than ever Law could make: This Secret 
Will force him think I have pick’d the Loc':, and ta‘en 
The Treafure of her Honour. No more---to what end? 
Why thould I write this down, that’s rivetted, 
Screw’d to my Memory. She hath been reading late; 
The Tale of Tereus, here the Leaf’s turn’d down 
Where Philomele gave up---1 have enough, 
To th’ Trunk agais, and fhut the Spring of it. 
Swift, fwift, you Dragons of the-Night, that, dawning 
May bear the Raven’s Eye: I lodge.in fear, 
Fhough this a heav’nly Angel, Hell ishere. | Clock (trikes 
One, two, three: Time, time. 

| He goes into the Trunk, the Scene clofes 


S CEN E II... The Palace. 
Enter Cloten and Lords. 


1 Eord. Your Lordfhip is the moft patient Man in lols, 
the mbit coldeft that ever turn’d up Ace, | 
Slot. It would make any Man cold to lofe. 


1 Lords 
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x Lord. But not every Man patient, after the noble Tem- 
per of your Lordfhip; you are moft het and furious, when 
you win. 

Clot. Winning will put any Man into Courage ; If 1 could 
ect this foolifh Jmogen, 1 thall have Gold enough: It’s 
almoft Morning, is’t not? | 

t Lord. Day, my Lord. 

Clot. I would this Mufick would come: I am advifed 
to give her Mufick a Mornings, they fay it will penetrate, 
Enter Muficians, 

Comeon, Tune; if you can penetrate here with your Fin- 
gering, fo; we'll try with Tongue too; if none will de, let 
her remain: But I’ll never give o’er. irft, a very excel- 
lent good conceited thing; after a wonderful fweet Air, 
with admirable rich Words to it, and then let her con- 
fider. | 
Song. 
Hark, hark, the Lark at Heav'n’s Gate fings, 
And Phoebus “gins arife, 
His Steeds to Water at thofe Springs 
On chalic'd Flow’rs that lyes: 
And winking Mary-buds begin to ope their Golden Eyes 
With every thing that pretty is, my Lady fweet arife: 
Arifé, arifes 
So, get you gone---if this penetrate, I will confider “your 
Mulick the better: If it do not, it is a vice in her Ears, 
which Horfe-hairs, and Cats-Guts, northe Voice of unpav'd 
Eunuch to boot, can never amend. 
Enter Queen and, Cymbeline. 

2 Lord. Here comes the King. 

Clot. Tam glad I was up'fo late, for that’s the reafon T 
was up fo early: He cannot chufe’but take this Service i 
hhave.done, Fatherly. Good Morrow to your Majefty, and 
-gtacious Mother. 

‘Cym. Attend you here the Door of our ftern Daughter ? 
Will the not forth 2 

Clot. I have affail’d her with Muficks, but fhe vouchiafes 
no Notice, | | 

Cym. The Exile of her Minion 1s too new. 
She hath not yet forgot him, fome more time aun 
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Mauft wear the print of his Remembrance out, 
And then fhe’s yours. : 
Qucen, You are moft bound’to th’ King, 
W ho lets go by no Vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his Daughter: frame your felf 
To orderly Solicits, and be friended 
With aptnefs of the Seafon; make Dents 
Encreafe your Services; fo feem, asif 
You are infpir’d to do thofe Duties which 
You tender to her: That you in all obey her, 
Save when Command to your Difmiffion tends, 
And therein you are feofelel:. 
Clor, Senfelefs2 not fo. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Adef{, So like you, Sir, Ambafladors from Kome; 
The one is Cains Lacins. 
Cym, A worthy Fellow, 
Albeit he comes on angry: purpofe now; 
But that’s no Fault of his: We muft receive him 
According ro the Honour of his Sender, 
And towards himfelf, his Goodnefs fore-fpent on us 
We mult extend our Notice: Our dear Son, 
When you have given good Morning to your Miftrefs, 
Attend the Queen, amd us, we fhall have need 
T? employ you towards this Roman, Come, our Queen 
| Exesats 
Clot. If the be up, I'll fpeak with her, if not, 
Let her lye ftill, and dream: By your leave ho! 
1 know her Women are about her what 
IfI do line one of their Hands tis Gold 
Which buys Admittance, oft it doth, yea, and makes 
Diana’s Rangers falfe themfelves, and yield up 
Their Deer to th’ {tand o’ th’ Stealer: And ’tis Gold 
Which makes the True man kill’d, and faves the Thief; 
Nays fometimes hangs both Thief, and True-man: What 
Can it not do, and undo? I will make 
One of her Women Lawyer to me, for 
I yet not underftand the Cafe my felf. 
By your leave, [ Knockte 


Eniet 


4 
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Enter a Lady. 
Lady, Who's there that knocks? 
Chor. A Gentleman, 
Lady. No mere. 
- Clor. Yes, and a Gentlewoman’s Son, 
~ Lady. That's more 
Than tome whofe Tailors are as dear as *yours, 
Can jultly boaft of: What’s your Lordfhip’s Pleafure? 

Clot. Your Lsdy’s Perfon, is the ready ? 

Lady. Ay, to keep her Chamber. 

Clot, There is Gold for you, 

Sellme your good Report. | 

Lady. How, my good Name? orto report of you 

What [ fhail think is good, The Princefs, 
Enter Imogen. 

Clot. Good marrow Paireft, Sifter your fweet Hand. 
~ Imo. Good Morrow, Sir, you lay out too much Pains 
For purchafing but trouble: the Thanks I give, 

Is telling you that I am poor of Thanks, 
And fcarce ¢an {pare them. 

Clot. Still Liwear I love you, 

Imo. If you'd but faid fo, “twere as deep with me: 
If you {wear ftill, your Recompence is ftill 
That I regard ir not. | 

Clot. This is no aufwer. | 

Imo. But that you fhall not fay, I yield being filent, 
IT would nor {peak. I pray you fpare me, Faith 
I fhall unfold equal Difcourtefie 
To your beft Kindnefs: One of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, Forbearance. 

Clot. To leave you in your MadnefS, ‘twere my Sin, 
1 will nor. | 

Imo. Fools are not mad Folks, 

Clot. Do you call me Fool? 

Imo. As 12m mad I do: 

If you’ll be patient, I'll no more be mad, 
That curesus both. Iam much forry, Sir, 
You put me to forget a Lady’s Manners 
By being fo verbal: And learn now, forall, 
That I which know my Heart, do bere pronounce 
By th’ very truth of it, I care not for you 
And 
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And am fo near the Jack of Charity ; 
To accufe my felf, | hate you: which I had rather 
You felt, than make’t my boalt. 


Clot. You fin againt 
Obedience, which you owe your Father ; for 
The Contraé you pretend with that bafe Wretch, 
One, bred of Alms, and fofter’d with cold Difhes, 
With {craps o’ch’ Court, is is no Contra, none; 
And though it be allow’d in meaner Parties, 
Vee who than he more Mean, to knit their Souls 
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On whom there is no more dependancy 
But Brats and Beggary, 10 felf-fGigur'd knot, 
Yet you are curb’a from that Enlargement, by 
The confequence o'th Crown, and mult not foil 
The precious Note of it; with a-bafe Slave, 
A Hildiog for a Livery, 4 Squire’s Cloth, 
A Pantler; not fo eminent. 

Imo. Prophane Fellow: 
Wrert thou the Son of Fupiter, aud no more, 
But what thou art, befides, thou wert too bafe, 


To be his Groom: thou wert dignify’d enough 


Ev’n to the point of Envy, if “twere made 
Comparative for your Virtues, to be {til’d 

The under Hangman of his Kingdom; and hated 
For being preferr’d fo well. 

Clot. “Fhe South-fog rot him. 

Tmo. le never can meet more Mifchance, than come 
To be but nam’d of thee. His meaneft Garment 
That ever hath but clipt his Body, is dearer 
In my refpe@, than all the Hairs above thee, 

Were they-all made fuch Men. How now, Pifanio? 
Enter Pifanio. 

Clot. His Garment? Now 'the Devil. 

Imo. To Dorothy, my Woman,hyethee prefently. 

Clot, fis Garment? 

imo. 1 am fprighted with a Fool, 

Frighted, and angred worfe Go bid my Woman 
Search for a Jewel, that too cafually 

Hath left mine Arm---it wasthy Mafter’s. Shrew me 
If I would lofe it for a Revenue i 
Of any King’s in Ewrope, 1 do think, 
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I faw’t this morning ; confident 1 am, 
Laft Night twas on my Arm ; I kifs'd 1°; 
T hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 
That [kifs ought but him. 
~ Pift ?E will not be loft. 
Imo. 1 hope fe 3 go. and fearch. Se 
Clot. You have abus’d me----His theaneft Garment ?«<-4 
Imo. Ay, 1 faid fo, Sir, 
If you will make’t an AGion, call Witnefs tot. 
Clot, T will inform your Fathers 
Imo. Your Mather too; 
She’s my good Lady; and will conceive, I hope; 
But the worft of me. So | leave you, . Sir, 3 ‘ 
To th’ worft of Difcontent. [ Bxit. 
Clot. I'll be reveng’d ; 
His meaneft Garment? Well. | Exits 


SCEN E IV. Rome: 


Enter Pofthumus, and Philario. 


Poff. Fear it not, Sir; I would I were fo {ure 
To win the King, as 1am bold, her Honour 
Will remain hers. 

Phi. What means do you make to him? 

Poff. Not any, but abide the change of Time; 
Quake in the prefenc Winters Gate, and with 
That warmer Days would come ; in thife fear’d hopes 
I barely gratifie your love ; they failing 
I muft die much your Debtor 

Phi. Your very Goodnefs, and your C mpany, 
O'erpays all I can do. By this your King 
Hath heard of great Aaguftus; Cains Lucias 
Will do’s Commiffion thioughly. And 1 think 
He'll grant the Tribure ; fend th’ Arrearag’s, 

Or look upon our Romans, whofe remembrance 
Ts yet freth in their Grief 

Poff. \ do believe, | 
Statiit though I am none; nor like to be; 

That this will prove a War; and you fhall hear 
The Legion now in Gallia; fooner landed 
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In our pot-fearing Britain, than have tidings 
Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 
Are Men more order’c than when Fulias Cafar 
Smil’d at their lack of Skill, but found their Courage 
Worthy his frowningat. Their Difcipline, 
Now mingled with their Courages, will make known 
To their Approvers, :hey-are People, fuch 
‘Fhat mend ‘upon the World. 

Exuter lachimo. 

Phil. See Lachimo. 

Poff. The {wifteft Harts have pofted you by Land 
And Winds of all the Corners kifv'd your Sails, 

To make your Veflel nimble. 

Phil. Welcome,. Sa, 

Poff. I hope the brefnefs of your anfwer, made 
The fpeedinefs of yoar return 

Tach. Your Lady, 

Is one of the faireft that ever 1 look’d upon. 

Poft. And therewitaal the beft, or let her Beauty 
Look thorough a Cafiment to allure falfe Hearts, 
And be falfe with then. 

Jach, Here are Letters for you. 

Poft. Their Tenure good, I truft. 

Lach. *Tis very like, 

Poff. Was Cains Lecius inthe Britain Court, 
When you were theie ? 

Tach. He was expected ther, 

But not approach’d. 

Poff. All is well yet, 

Sparkles this Stone asic was went, or is’t not 
Too dull for your good wearing 2. 
lach. \f I have lot it, 
I fhould have loft the worth of it.in ‘Gold ; 
I'll make a Journey twice as fary tv enjoy 
A fecond Night of fuch fwect thortnefs, which 
Was mine in-Britainz, for the Rung: is won, 
Poff. The Stone’s wo hard to come by. 
Lach. Not a whit, 
Your Lady being fo “afie, 
Poff. Make not, Si, 
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Mult not continue Friends. 

lash. Good Sir, we mutt, 
If you keep Covenant ; had [I not broaght 
The Knowledge of your Miftrefs hone, 1 grant 
We were to Queftion farther ; but I 10w 
Profefs my felf the winner of -her Fisnour, 
Together with your Ring; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your Wiils. 

Poff. If you can make’t apparent 
That you have tafled her in Bed; mr Hand, 
And Ring is yours. If not, the fou) Opinion 
You had of her poor Honour, gains, or lefes 
Your Sword or mine, or mafterlefs laves both 
To who fhall find them. 

Iach. Sir, my Circumftances 
Being fo near the Truth, as 1 will mike them, 
Muft firft induce ‘you to believe; whofe Strength 
I will confirm with Oath, which I coubt nor, 
You'll give me leave to fpare, when you fhall fiad 
You néed it not. 

Poff, Proceed. 

Tach. Firft, her Bed-chamber 
Where I confefs I flept not, but prorefs 
Had that was well worth Watching, it was hang’d 
With Tapeftry of Silk, and Silver, the Story 
Proud Cleopatra, when fhe met her loman, 
And Ciduus {well’d above the Banks, or for 
The Prefg of Boats, or Pride: A pice of Work 
So bravely done, fo rich, that i¢ did [trive 
In Workmanfhip, and Value, which { wonder'd 
Could be fo rarely, and exa&tly wrowht, 
Since the true Life on’t was . 

Poff. This its true 4 
And this you might ‘have heard of lure, by me, 
Or by fome other. 

Tach. More particulars 
Mutt juftifie my Knowledge. 

Poff. So they mutt, 
Or do your Honour Injury. 

jo your fAonour 2P} ; Lach 
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Lach. The Chimney 
Is Sour the Chamber, and the Chimney-picce 
Chaft Dian, bathing ; never faw I Figures 
So likely to report themiclves 5 the Cutrer 
Was as another Nature dumb, out-went her, 
Motion and Breath left our. 

Poff. This isa thing : 
Which you might from Relation likewife read, 
Being, as it is, much fooke of. : 

lach. The Roof o'th»Chamber, 

With golden Clierubins is fretted. Her Andirong, 
I had forgot them, were two winking Cwpids ) 
Of Silver, each on one Foot flanding, .nicely 
Depending on their Brands, 

Poff. This is her Honour; 

Let it be granted you have {een all this,, and. pratfe 
Be given t> your Remembrance, the Defcription 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faves 

The Wager you have ‘laid, 

Tach. Then if you can [ Pulling out the. Bracelet. 
Be Pale, I beg but leave to air this Jewel « See !+--- : 
And now “tis up again; it muft be Married 
To that your Diamond. I'll keep them. 

Poff. Fove! ——— 

Once more Iet me behold it: [s it thar 
Which I left with her ¢ 

Tach. Sir, I thank her, that: 

She ftrip’d it from her Arm, I fee her. yet, 
Her pretty Aion did out-fell her Gift, 
And yet enrich’dit too; fhe gave it me, 
And faid the priz’d it once. 

Poft. May be, the pluck’d it off 
To fend it me. 

Lach. She writes fo to you ? doth fhe? 

Poff. O.no, no, no, ’tis true. ..Here take this too, 

It is a Bafilisk unto mine Eye, 
Kills me to look on’t : Let there be. no Honour, 
Where there is Beauty, Truth, where Semblance, Love 
Where there’s another Man. The Vows of Women, - 
Of no more Bondage be, to where they are made, 
Ahan they are to their Virtues, which is nothing ; 

OO; 


‘O, abovesMeafure falfe | 
"Phi. Have Patience, Sir, 

And take your Ring again; ’cis not yet won; 

It may be probable “fhe loft it 5 or 

Who knows if one of her Women, being corrupted, 

Hath ftola it from her. 

Poff. Very trues 

od fo I hopeyhe came by’t; back my Ring, 

Render to me fame corporal fign about her 

More evident than this; for this’ wasi Boole, 
dach. By Fupiter, 1 had it from her Arm, 

Poff. Hark you, he fwears; by Jupiter he {wears 
Tis true~ --nay keep the Ring---~'tis true; I am fure 

She could not lofe it; her A:tendants are 

All fworn, and honourable ; they induc’d to fteal it! 

And by a Stranger !=-=no, he hath enjoy’d her, 

The cognizance of her Incontinency 

Is this ; fhe hath bought the Name of Whore, thus desrhye 

There, take thy hire, and all the Fiends of Hell 

Divide themfelves between you. 

Phi. Sir, be patient; 

This is not ftrong enough to be believ’d, 

Of one perfuaded well-ob 
Poff Never talk on’t 

She hath been colted him, 

Tach. Tf you feek 

For further fatisfying ; under her Breaft, 

Worthy the prefling, lyes a Mole, right proud 

Of that moft delicate Lodging. By my Life 

I kift it, and it gave me prefent hunger 

To feed agaia, though full. You do remember 

This ftain upon her 2 
Poff. Ay, and it doth confi:m 

Another flain, as big as Hell can hold, 

Were there no more but it. 

Lach. Will you kear more 2 
Poff. Spare your Arithmetick. 

Never count the Turns: Once, and a Million, 
Tach, V\l be {worn 
Poff. No {wearing: 

If you will {wear you have not done’t, you lie, | 

13 » And 
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And I will kill thee if thou doft deny 
Thouw’it made me Cuckold. 
tach, Vil deny nothing. 
Poft, © that I had her here, to tear her Limb-meal; 
I will go there and do’t i’th’ Court, before 
Fier Father= [jl do fomething | | Exit, 
Phil, Quite befides 
The Government of Patience. You have won; 
Let’s follow him, and pervert the prefent Wrath 
He hath againit himfelf, 
Lach, With all my Heart. [ Exenn, 
Exter Pofthumus. 
Poft. Is there no way for Men to be, but Women 
Mutt be half-workers 2? We are all Baftards, 
And that moft venerable Man, which I 
Did call my Father, was, I know not-where, 
When I was ftampt. Some Coyner with his Tools 
Made me a Counterfeit; yet my Mother feem’d 
The Dian of that time; fo doth my Wife 
The Non-pareil of this---OhVengeance, Vengeance! 
Me of my lawful pleafure the reftrain’d, 
And pray’d me oft Forbearance; did it with 
A pudency fo Rofie, the fweet-view on’t 
Mieht well have warm’d old Saturn 
That I thought her 
As Chafte, as unfun’d Snow. Oh, all the Devils! 
This yellow Jachimo in an Hour wast not? 
Or lefs; at fi ft? Perchance {poke not, but 
Like a full Acorn’d Boar, a German one, 
Cry’d oh, and mounted; found no oppofition 
But what he looek’d for, thould oppofe, and fhe 
Should from Encounter guard. Could I find out 
The Woman’s part in me, for there’s no Motion 
That tends to Vice in Man, but I affirm 
It ts the Woman’s part; be it lyingy note it, 
The Woman’s; Flattering, hers; deceiyii eo, hers; 
Luft, and rank Thoughts, hers, hers ; Re venges, hers 
Ambitions, Covetings, change of Prides, Difdain, 
Nic’-longing, Slanders, Mutability : 
All Faults that may be named, nay, that Hell knows, 
Why hers, in-part, or ally butrather all. For even to Vice 
F bey 
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They are not conftant, but are changing fill; 

One Vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not half fo old as that.. I’ll write againft them, 

Deteft them, curfe them ———yet “tis greater Skil 

Ina true Hate, to pray they have their Will; 

The very Devils cannot plague them better. [ Exit. 





A CT HL «S26 & Neeeet 
SCENE 4 Palace. 


Enter in State, Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, axd Lords at 
one Door; and at another, Caius Lucius azd Actendants. 


Oo" NI OW fay, what would dugaftusCe/ar with us? 
Lac. When Fulius Cefar, whole remembrance yet 
Lives in Mens Eyes, and will to Ears and Tongues | 
Be Theam, and hearing ever, was in this Britain, 
And conquer’d it, Cufibelan thine Uncle, 
Famous in Cefar’s Praifes, no whit lefs 
Than in his Feats deferving it for him 
And his Succeffion, granted Rome.a Tribute, 
Yearly three thoufand Pounds ;. which by thee lately 
Is left untender’d, 
Oucen. And:to kill the marvail, 
Shall be fo ever, 
Clot. There be many Cefars, 
E’er fuch another Julies: Britain’s a World 
By it felf, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own Nofes. 
Queen, That opportunity 
Which then they had to take from’s, to refame 
We have again; rcmomber, Sis, my Liege, 
The Kings your Aneeftors, together with 
The natural Bravery of your Ile, which fands 
As Neptune's Park 1i5b’d, and pal’d in 
With Oaks unskaleable, and roaring. W aters, 
With Sand that will. norbear your Enemies Boats, 
But fuck them.up to’th’ Topemaft. A kind of Conqueft 
Gefar made here, but madg nor here bis brag SS 
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Of, came, and faw, and overcame; with fhame, 

The firft that ever touch’d him, he was carried 

From off our Coalt, ’twice beaten; and his Shipping, 
t Baubles, on our'terribile Seas, 

Like Ege-thells, moy’d upon their Surges, crack’d 

£4.39 : J 

The fam’d Caffibelan, WHO Was Once al point, 

Oh gigler F rtune! to matter Cajar's Sword, 

Made Lua’s-Town with rejoicing Fires bright, 

And Britains itrut witha Courage. 

Clot. Come, there’s no more -Tribute to be paid. Our 
Kingdom is ftronger than it Was at that time; and, as | 
{2i’, there is no more fach Cafars, other of them may haye 
crook’d Noles, but to owe fuch ftrait Arms, none. 

Cym. Son, let your Mother end. 

Clot. We have yet many among us, can gripe a3 hard 4s 
Caffibelan, } do not fay I am one; but I have a hand, Why 
Tribute? Why fhould we pay Tribute? If Ge/ar can hide 
the Sun from us with a Blanket, or put the Moon in his 
Pocket, we will pay him Tribute for Light; elfe, Sir, no 
more Tribute, pray you now, 

Cym, You muft know, 
°Till the injurious Romans did extort 
This Tribute from us, we were free. Cafar’s Ambition, 
Which fwell’d fo much, that it did almoft Rretch 
The fides o’th’ World, againft all Colour here, 

Did put the Yoak upon’s; which to hake off 

Becomes a warlike People, whom we reckon 

Oar felves to be; we do. Say then to Ce/ar, 

Our Anceftor was that A¢ulmutius, which 

Ordain’d our Laws, whofe ufe the Sword of Cafar 

Fath too much mangled; whofe repair and franchife, 

Shall by the Power we hold be our good deed, 

Though Rome betherefore angry. Adulmutinus made our Laws, 

Wh» was the firft of Britain, which did put 

Fis Brows within a golden Crown, and call’d 

Himiclf a King, 
Luc. Lam forry, Cymbeline, 

That I am to pronounce Auguftus Cefar, 

Cefar that hath more Kings his Servants, than 

Thy felf Domeftick Officers, thine Enemy. 
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Receive 


Cymbeline, rr aes 


Receive it from me then. War, and Confufion 
Is Cefar’s Name pronounce { ’gainft thee: Look 
For Fury; not to be refafted. . Phus defy’d, 

{ thank thee for my felf. 

Cym, Thou art welcome, Cains, 

Thy Ce/ar Knighted me, my Youth f {pene 

wich ucder bim: Of Aim, 1 gatherd) Honour, 
Which he, to feek of me again, perforce, 

Behooves me keep at uiteraace. | am perfect, 
That the Paynonians and Dalmatians, for... 

Their Liberties, are now in Arms: A Precedent 
Which not to read, would thew the Britains cold: 
So Cefar fhall not find them. 

Luc, Let Proot {peak. 

Clot. His Majelty bids vou Welcome. Make Paflime with 
usa Day, or twa, or jonger: If you feek. us afcerwards in 
other terms, you {hail Gad us in ourSalt-water Girdle: If 
you beat us out of it, itis yourst Tf you fall in the Adven= 
ture, our Crows (hall fare the better for yous -And there's 
an end. 

Luc. So, Sir: 

Cym. L know your Matter’s Pltafu:e, and he mine? 

All the Remain, is welcome. | Exeant. 
Enter Pilanio reading a Letter. 

Pif. How ? of Adulrery ? Wherefore write you not 

What Monfters her accufe? Leoxatus! 

Oh Mafter, what a ftrange lofection 

Is fall’n into thy Ear 2? What fal{: Italian, 

As poifonous tongu’d, as handed, hath prevail’d 

On thy too ready hearing @ Difloyal? Nos 

She’s punith’d for her Truth; and undergoes 

More Goddefs-like, than Wife-like, fuch Affaults 

As would take in fome Virtue. Oh my Matter, 

Thy. Mind to her, is now as low, as were 

Thy Fortunes. How? That I fhould Murther her, 

Upon the Love, and Truth, and Vows, which I 

Have made to thy Command!-.-I her !--Her Blood! 

If it be fo, to do good Service, never 

Let me be counted ferviceable. How look I, 

That I thould feem to lack Humanity, 

So much as this FaQ comes to? Do't.zathe Letter | Reading. 
That 
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That I have fent her, by her own Command, 
Shall give the Opportunity. Oh damn’d Paper! 
Black as the Ink that’s on thee: Senfelefs Bauble! 
Art thou a Foedarie for this a&; thou look’ ft 
80 Virgin-like without? Lo here the comes. 
Enter Imogen. 

{ am ignorant in what I am comman ded. 

Imo. How now, Pifanio? ) 

Pif. Madam, here is a Letter from my Lord. 

Imo. Who! thy Lord? that is my Lord Leonatuys? 
Oh, learn’d indeed were that Aftronomer 
That knew the Stars, as I his Chara@ers, 
He'd lay the Future open. You good Gods, 
Let what is here contain’d, relith of Love, 
Of my Lord’s Health, of his Content, yet not 
That we two are afunder, let that grieve him: 
Some Griefs are medicinable, that is one of them, 
For it doth phyfick Love, of his Content, 
All but in that. Good Wax, thy leave: bleft be 
You Bees that make thefe Locks of Counfel. Lovers, 
And Men in dangerous Bonds pray not alike. 
Though Forfeitures you caft in Prifon, yet 
You clafp young Cupid's Tables: good News, Gods, 

| Reading. 

Uftice, and your Fatker’s Wrath, fhould he take mein his 

Dominion, could not be fo cruel ro me, as yous oh the dears 

eft of Creatures, would even renew me with your Eyes. Take 
notice that I am in Cambria at Milford-Haven: Whar your 
own Love will out of this advife you, follow. So he wifbes 
you all Happine[i, that remains Loyal to his Vow, and your in- 
creafing in Love, Leonatus Pofthumus, 
Oh for a Horfe with Wings! Heart thou, Pifanio? 
ie is at Adilford-Haven: Read, and tellme 
How far *cis thither. If one of mean Affairs 
May plod it in a Week, why may not | 
Glide thither in a day? then, true Pifanio, 
W ho loag’ft like me, to fee thy Lord, who lone’ ff, 
Oh let me bate, but not like me, yet lonp’ft ‘ 
But in a fainter kind-=-.Oh not like me 3 
For mine’s beyond, beyond----fay, and {peak thick 
Love's Counfellor fhould Gl! the Bores of Hearing 
+9 
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To th’ {mothering of the Senfe, how far it is 

To this fame bleffed AZilford. And by th’ way 
Tell me how Wales was made fo happy, as 

T’ inherit fuch a Haver. But farft of all, 

How may we fteal from hence: And for the Gap 
That we {hall make in time, from our hence-going, 
And our return, to excufe---. but firft, how get hence. 
Why fhould Excufe be born or e’er begot ? 

We'll talk of that hereafrer. Prithee fpeak, 

Fiow many Score of Miles ma_ we well ride 
*Twixt Hour and Hour? 

Pif One Score *twixt Sun, and Sun, 

Madam’s enough for you: And too much toc. 

Imo. Why, one that rode to's Execution, Man, 
Could never go fo flow: I have heard of riding Warers, 
Where Horfes have been nimbler than the Sands 
That run ith’ Clocks behalf. But this is Foolery, 
30, bid my Woman feign a Sicknefs, fay 
She'll home to her Father, and provide me prefently 
A riding Suit: No coftlier than would fir 
A Franklin's Houfewife. 

Pifs Madam, -you're beft confider. 

Imo. I fee befcre me, Man, nor here, nor here, 
Nor what enfues, but have a Fog in them, 

That I cannot look thorough. Away, I prithee, 
Do asI bid thee; there’s no more to fay; 
Acceffible is none but Adilford way. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IL. 4 Pref with a Cave. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, ard Arviragus. 
Bel. A goodly Day, not to keep Houfe with fuch, 
Whofe Roof’s as low as ours: See, Boys! this Gate 
Inftrus you how t’adore the H:av’ns; and bows you 
Toa Morning’s holy Office. The Gates of Monarchs 
Are Arch’d fo high, that Giants may jet through 
And keep their impious Turbands on, without 
Good Morrow to the Sun. Hail, thou fair Heav’n, 
We houfe i’th’ Rock, yet yfe thee not fo hardly, 
As prouder Livers do. / 
Guid. Hail, Heav'n! | 
“re 
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Arv. Hail, Heav’n! 

Bel, Now for our Mountain fport, up to yond Hill, 
Your Legs are young: I'll tread thefe Flats. Confider, 
When you above perceive me like a Crow, 

That it is Place, which leffens and fets off, 

And you may then revolve what Tales I have told you, 
Of Courts of Princes, of the tricks in War, 
This Service, is not Service, fo being done, 

Burt being fo allow’d. To apprehend thus, 
Draws usa profit from ali things we fee: 

And often to our Comfort, thal! we fiad 

The fharded Beetle, ina. fafer hold 

T han is the full-wiog’d Eagle,. Oh this Life, 

Is nobler than attending for a Check; 

Richer, than doing nothing for a Bauble; 
Prouder, than ruftling in unpaid-for Silk: 

Such gain the Cap of him, that makes them fine, 
Yet keeps his Book uncro/s'd;. no Life to ours. 

Guid. Out of your Proof you {peak; we poor unfledg’d 
Have never wing’d from view o’ th’ Neft; nor knaw not 
What Air’s from Home. Hap’ly this Life is beft, 

If quiet Life is beft, fweeter to you 

That have a fharper known: well correfpondiag 
With your ftiff Age; but unto us, it is 

A Cell of Ignorance; travelling a Bed, 

A Prifon, or a Debtor, that not dares 

To ftride a limit. 

Ary. What fhould we {peak of 
When we are old as you? when we fhallh ar 
The Rain and Wind beat dark December? How, 

In this our pinching Cave, fhall we difcourfe 
The freezing Hours away? we have feen nothing, 
Weare bealtly; fubtle as the Fox for Prey, 
Like warlike as the Wolf, for what we eat: 
Our Valour is to chafe what flies, our Cage 
We make a Quire, as doth the prifon’d Bird, 
And fing our Bondage freely. 
Bel. How you {peak? 
Did you but know the City’s Ufuries, 
And felt them knowingly ; the Art o’th’ Court, 
As hard to leave, as keep, whofe top to climb 
Ts certain falling, or fo flipp’ry, thac The 
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The Feat’s as bad as Falling, The Toil 0° th’ War, 
A Pain, that only feems to feek out Dangem 
I’ th’ name of Fame, and Honours which dies 1’ th’ fearch, 
And hath as oft a fland’rous Epitaph, 
As Record of fair a; nay, many time 
Doth ill deferve, by doing well: what's worfe 
Muft curt’fie at the Cenfure. Oh Boys, this Story 
The World may read in me: My Body’s mark’d 
With Roman Swords; and my report was once 
Firft with the beft of Note. Cymbeline lov’d me; 
And when a So'dier was the Theam, my Name 
Was not far off: Then was Las a Tree 
Whofe Boughs did bend with Fruit. Butin-one Night, 
A Storm, or Robbery, call it what you will, 
Shook down my. mellow Hangings, nay my Leaves, 
And left me bare to Weather. 

Guid, Uncertain Favour ! 

Bel. My Fault being nothing, as T have told you oft, 
But that two Villains, whofe falfé Oaths prevail’d 
Before my perfe@ Honour, {wore to Cymbeline, 
I was Confederate with the Romans: So 
Follow’d my Banifhment, and this Twenty years, - 
This Rock, and thefe Demefnes, have been my World, 
Where I have liv’d at honeft freedom, pay’d 
More pious Debts to Heav’n, than in all 
The fore-end of my time. But, up to th’ Mountains, 
This is not Hunters Language; he that ftrikes 
The Venifon firft, fhall be the Lord o” th’ Feaft, 
To him the othertwo fhall minifter, 
And we will fear no Poifon, which attends 
In place of greater State: 
Pil meet you in the Valleys. | Exeunt. 
How hard it is to-hide the {parks of Nature? 
Thefe Boys know I'ttle they are Sons to th’ King, 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 
They think they are mine, and though train’d up thus meanly 
I’th’Cave, where, on the Bow, their Thoughts do hit 
The Roofs of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 
In fimple and low things, to Prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydor, a 
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The King his Farther cal’d Gaiderins, Fove! 
When on my Threc-foot Stool I fit, and tell 
The warlike Feats I have done, his Spirits fly out 
Into my Story: Say, thus mine Enemy fell, 
And thus I fet my Foot on’s Neck, even then 
The Princely Blood flows in his Cheek, he {weats, 
Strains his young Nerves, and puts himfelf in pofture 
That acts my Words. The younger Brother Cadweall, 
Once Arviragus, 10 as like a Figure 
Strikes Life into my Speech, and fhews much more 
His own conceiving. Hark, the Game is rouzd 
Oh Cyzbeline! Heav’n andmy Confcience knows 
Thou didft unjufthy banith me: whereon 
At three, and two Years old, I ftole thefe Babes, 
Thinking to bar thee of Succeflion, as 
thou reft’ft me of my Lands. Exriphiley 
Thou waft their Nurfe, they took thee for their Mother, 
And every day do Honour to her Grave; 
My felf Belarigs that am Morgan call'd, 
Vbey take for natural Father. The Game isup.  Ewit, 
Exter Pifanio avd Imogen. 

/mo. Thou told’{t me when we came from Horfe, the Place 
Was near at hand: Ne’er long’d my Mother fo 
To fee me firft, as I have now=--Pifaino! Man! 
Where is Poffhumus? W hat is inthy Mind 
That makes thee ftare thus ?. Wherefore breaks that Sigh 
From th’ inward of thee? One, One, but painted thus 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex’d 
Beyond Self-explication. Put thy felf 
Into a’haviour of lefs Fear, e’er Wildnefs 
Vanquith my fteadier Senfes.~ What’s the Matter 2 
Why tender’{t thou that Paper to me, with 
A Look untender? iftt be Summer News, 
Smile to’t before, if Winterly, thou need’ft 
But keep that Count’nance ftull, My Husband’s Hand? 
That Drug-damn’d /taly, hath out-craftied him. 
And he’s at fome bard point. - Speak, Man, thy Tongue 





May take off fome Lxtremity, which to read 
Would be even Mortal to me, 


Pif 


Cymbeline. 2791 


Pif: Pleafe you read, . 
And you fhall find me, wretched Man, a thing 
The moft difdain’d of Fortune. 


Imogen reads, 

HY Miftrefs, Pifanio, hath playd the Strumpet in my 
Bed: The Teftimonies whereof lye bleeding in me. I 

[peak not out of weak Surmifes, but from Proof as ftrong as my 
Grief, and as certain as I expett my Revenge. That part, thou 
Pifanio, muft act for me, if thy Faith be not tainted with the 
breach of hers; let thine own Hands take away her Life: I {hall 
give thee opportunity at Milford-Haven. She hath my Letter 
for the purpofe; where, if thow fear to ftrike, andtomake me 
certain it is done, thin art the Pander to her Difbonowr, and 


equally to me Difloyal. 


Pif? What fhall E need to draw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her Throat already... No, ’tis Slander, 
Whofe Edge is fharper than the Sword, whofe Tongue 
Out-venoms all the Worms of Wile, whofe Breath 
Rides on the pofting Winds, and doth belye 
All Corners of the World. Kings, Queens, aad States, 
Maids, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave 
This viperous Slander enters. What chear, Madam? 
Tmo, Falfe to his Bed! What is it to be. falfe ? 
To lye in watch there, and to think oa him? 
To weep *twixt Clock and Clock? If fleep charge Nature, 
To break it with a fearful Dream of him, 
And cry my felf awake? that’s falfe to’s Beds. is it? 
Pif. Alas, good Lady! 
Imo. L-falle! thy Confcience witnels, Zachimo, 
Thou didft accufe him of Incontinency, 
Thou then look’dft dike a Villains. Now, methinks, 
Thy Favour’s ood enough. Scme Jay of ral, 
Whofe Mother was her painting, hath. betray’d him: 
Poor I amoftale, a-Garment our of Fafhion, 
And for Tam richer thanto hang by th’ Walls, 
I muft be ript; to pieces with me: Oh ; 
Mens Vows are Womens Traitors. All good feeming 
By thy Revolt, oh Husbands fhall be thought 
Put on for Villany: not bern where't grows, 
But worn a Bait for Ladies. 


Pif. 
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Pif. Good Madam, hear me 
Ione. True honeft Men being heara, like falfe -#ineas, 
Were in his time thought falfe: a d Synon’s weeping 
Pid f{candal many a holy Lear; to K pity 
From moi{t true Wi etchedne{s, So thou Pofthumus, 
Wilt lay the leven to all proper Mi 
Goodly, and Gallant, fhail be Falfe and Perjurd, 
From thy great fiil: Come, Fellow, be thou honeft, 
Do thou thy Malfter’s bidding. © When thou feeft him, 
A little witnels my Obedience. Look, 
I draw the Sword my felf, take it, and bit 
The innocent Manfion of my Love, my Heart, 
Fear not, *tis empty of all things, but Giief; 
Thy Matter is not there, who was indecd 
The Riches of ir. Do his bidding, trike, 
Thou may’ft be valianc in a better Caufe: 
But now thou feem’ft a Coward. 

Pif. Hence, vile Inftrument, 
Thou fhail not damn my Hand. 

Imo. Why; 1 mutt die, 
And if I do not by thy Hand, tiou art 
No Servant of thy Matters. Acgaioft Self-flaughters 
There is a Prohibition fo divine 
That cravens my weak Hand: Come, here’s my Heart——< 
Something's afore’t---Soft, fofr, we'll no defence 

| Opening her Breaft. 
Obedient asthe Scabbard. What 1s here, 
The Scriptures of the Loyal Leonatus, 
All turn’d to Herefie? Away, away, 
| Pulling his Letter ont of her Bofome 

Corrupters of my Faith, you fhall no more 
Be Stomachers to my Heart: Thus may poor Fools 
Believe falfe Teachers: Though thofe that are betray’d 
Do feel the Treafon fharply, yet the Traitor 
Stands in worfe cafe of Woe. And thou Pofthumus, 
That didft {ee up my Difobedience *gainft the King 
My Father, and mad’ft me pur into contempt the Suits 
Of Princely Fellows; fhalt hereafter find 
It is no a& of common paflage, bur 
A ftrain of Rarenefs: And I grieve my felf, 
To think, when thou fhale be difedg’d by her, 
That-now thoutireft on, how thy Memory Will 
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Will then be pane’d by me. Prethee difpatch, 
The Lamb entreats the Butcher. Where’s the Knife ¢ 
Thou art too flow to do thy Mafter’s bidding, 
When I defire it too. 
Pif. O gracious Lady ! 
Since I receiv’d Command to do this Bufinels 
I have not flept one wink. 
Imo. Do’t, and to bed then. 
Pif: Vil break. mine Eye-balls firft. 
Imo. Wherefore then 
Didft undertake it ? why haft thou abus’d 
So many Miles, with a pretence ’ this place ? 
Mine aGion ? and thine own ? our Horfes Labour? 
The time inviting thee 2 the perturb’d Court 
For my being abfent ; whereunto I never 
Purpofe return? why haft thou gone fo far 
To be unbent ? when thou haft ta’en thy ftand, 
Threle&ed Deer before thee ¢ 
Pif, But to win time 
To lofe fo bad employment, in the which 
I have confider’d of a Courfe; good Lady, 
Hear me with Patience. 
Imo. Talk thy Tongue weary, {peak ; 
I have heard I am a Strumpet, apd mine ear 
Therein falfe {trook, can take no greater Wound, 
Nor tent, to bottom that. But {peak. 
Pif. Then, Madam, 
I thought you would not back again. 
Imo. Moft hke, 
Bringing me here to kill me. 
Pif. Not fo neither; 
But if I were as wife, as honeft, then 
My purpofe would prove well; it cannot be, 
But that my Mafter is abus’d, fome Villain, 
Ay, and fingular in his Art, hath done you both 
This curfed Injury. | 
Imo. Some Roman Curtezan 2 
_ Pif. No, on my Life; 
I'll give him Notice you are dead, and fend him 
Some bloody Sign of it. For ‘tis commanded 
I fhould do fo; you fhall be mils’d at Court, 
Vou. Vi K And 
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And that will well confirm tt. 
Ime. Why, good 9 ellow ; 
while 2 Where bide 2 How live 2 


What thall lb de thre 
when I am 


Or in my Life, what comfort, 
Dead to my Husbana¢ 

y Pil. ae: oul} bick to th’ Cour 

Iwo, No Court, no Father ; nor no more ado 
WV ith rnat hai is n yble, timpie nothing, 
Thit Clotexn; whofe Love-{uit hath beeh to me 
As fearful as a Siege. 

Pif. Lf not at Couit, 

. . co 1 gs 

>t in Britain mutt you bide. 


Where then ¢ 


Korth Britain all the Sun that fhines ¢ Day ¢ Nighe 2 
Are they not but in Britain ? Vth’ World’s Volume 
Our Britain fecms as of ir, but not n't; 


In a great Pool a Swan’s Neit, prethee think 


Pif, i am i 
You think of other 
Lucius the Roman, comes to eerseg rd 
To morrow. Now, if you could wear a Mind 
Dark as your Fortune 1s, and but difguife 
That which appear it felf, muft not yet be, 
Buc by felf-danger, you th rould tread a Courfe 
Pretty, and full of view ; yea, PPP ays near 
The Refidence of Po Ab uimus;{o nigh, at leaft, 
oh kis Agtion were not sitae: yet 
uld render him hourly to your Ear, 
; he moves. 

” r fuch means 
Though Peril to My ; Modelly, not Death on’t, 
I 


> 
would advenfui "y 


d 
or LB | v die be} . 
Pif, Well then, there's, the Point: 

You muft forget to be a Woman, change 
Dy oi a ~ Sa { +? 
Command into Obedience. Fear and Nicenefs, 

eis i een 
The Handmaids of all Women, or more truly 
i es . tC 
Woman its pretty { My mto 4 wagerth uth: rage, 
Ready in Gyo sie q' nick-anfwer'd, we , and 
L$ quarrelous as e Wea azel: Nay Y> you muft 
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Forget that rareit 3 reafure of your Cheek, 

’ m™ < > - | > ¢ . : Pa ¢ 3 

Expofing it (out oh the harder Heart, 
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Alack, no remedy) to the greedy Touch of 
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Of common-kifling Titan; and forget 
Your labourfome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great Fuvzo angry. 

Imo, Nays be brief : 
I {ee into thy end, and am almoft 
A Man already. 

Pif. Firft, make your felf bur like one, 
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit, 
(Tis in my Cloak-bag) Doubler, Hat, Hofe, all 
That anfwer to them. Would you in their ferving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From Youth of fuch a Seafon, ’fore Noble Lucius 
Prefent your felf, defire his Service; tell him 
Wherein you’re happy, which wilji make him know, 
If that his Head have ear in Mufick, doubtlefs 
With Joy he will embrace you ; for he’s honorrable, 
And doubling that, moft holy. Your means abroad; 
You have me rich, and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor fupplyment. 

Imo. Vhou art all the Comfort 
The Gods will diet me with, Prethee away. 
There’s more to be confider’'d ; but we'll even 
All that good time will give us. This attempt 
Tam Soldier to, and will abide it with 
A Prince’s Courage. Away, I prethee. 

Pif. Well, Madam, we muft rake a fhort farewel, 
Left being mifs’d, I be fufpected of 
Your Carriage from the Court.. My noble Miftrefs, 
Here is 2 Box, I had it from the Queen, 
What’s in’t is precious : If you are fick at Sea, 
Or Stomach qualm’d at Land, a dram of this 
Will drive away Diftemper. To fome fhade, 
And fit you to your Manhood; may the Gods 
Direct you to the beft. : 

Imo. Amen: 1 thank thee. [Exeunte 


SCENE III. the Palace. 


Enter Cymbeline, Oxeen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lerds. 
Cym. Thus far, and fo farewel. 
Luc. Thanks, Royal Sir ; 


My Emperor hath wrote, I muft from hence, 
K 3 . And 
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And am right forry, that. I muft report y 
Rye Mafter s En my. 

Cy, Our Subjects, DIY, 

Will nor endure his Yoak; and for our felf 

To thew les Soveraignty than they, muft needs 
Appear un King | kes 

Luc. So, Sir: I defire of you 

( Land, to A4slfor ‘d- Haven. 

befal your Gi face, and yo! S 


[ i ind over 
Madam, ali foy 
j ou are ap pointed for at Office: 5 


y Fe 
ords, y' 
snour in no point ¢ omit : 

So f ewes noble Lucius. 

Luc. Your Hand, my Lora. 

Clot. Receive it friendly ; : but from thistime forth 

wear it as your Enemy. 

Luc. Sir, the Event 

ret to name the Winner. Fare you well. 

Leave not the worthy Tuts ius, good my Lords, 
Tili the have croft Severn. Happinefs. { Exit Lucius, @6 
Queen, He goes bence frowning 5 but it honours us, 

That we ihe giv: n him Caufe. 
Clot. ’Tis all the better, 
Your valiast oe tains have their wifhes in if. 
Cym. Lucius shath wrote already to the Emperor, 

How it goes here. Itt fits us therefore ripely, 

Our Chariots, and our Horfemen be in readinefs; 

The Powers that he already hath in Gallia 

Will foon be drawn to Head, from whence he moves 
His War fo oy Britaiz. 
Queen. ’Tis not fleepy Bufineds, 
Bur mutt be look’d to fpeedily, and ftrongly. 
Cy. Ouré xpectation that it fhou . be thus 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle Queen, 

Where is our Daughter ¢ She he th not appear’d 

Before the Roman, nor to us-hath tender d 
The Duty of the Day. She look 
A thing more made ef Malice, than of Di ity, 
We haye noted it. Ca ll her before uS, for 
Vive ha we be en-too light in fufferance. 
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Hath her Life been; the Cure whereof, my Lord, 
Tis time muft do. Befeech your Majelty, 
Forbear fharp Speeches to her. She’s a Lady 
So tender of Rebukes, that Words are Strokes, 
And Strokes Death to her. | 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Cym. Where is fhe, Sir ? How 
Can her Contempt be anfwer’d ? 
Mef: Pleafe you Sir, 
Her Chambers are all lock’d, and there’s no anfwer 
That will be given to th’loudeft Noife we make. 
Queen. My Lord, when laft I went to vilit hers 
She pray’d me to excufe her keeping clofe; 
Whereto conftrain’d by her infirmiry, 
She fhould that Duty leave unpaid to you 
Which daily fhe was bound to proffer; this 
She wifh’d me to make known,; but our great Court 
Made me to blame in Memory. 
Cym. Her Doors lock’d ? 
Not feen of late ? Grant Heav’ns, that which I fear 
Prove falfe. [ Exit. 
Queen. Son, I fay ; follow the King. 
Clot. That Men of hers, Pifanio, her old Servant, 
I have not feen thefe two Days. | Exits 
Queen. Go, look after 
Pifanio, thou that ftand’{t fo for Pofthumus ! 
fe hath a Drug of mine 5 I pray, his abfence 
Proceed by fwallowirg that ; for he believes 
It isa thing moft precious. But for her, 
Where is the gone ? Hiply Defpair hath feiz’d her; 
Or wing’d with Fervour of her Love, fhe’s fowa 
To her defired Po/fhumus 5 gone fhe is, 
To death, cr to difhonour, and my end 
Can make good ‘ufevof either. She being down, 
I have the placing of the Britifb Crown. 
Enter Cloten. 
How now, my Son ? 
Clot, "Tis certain fhe is fled. 
Go in and cheer the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 
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Oueen, All the better; m ay 
This Night fore-ftall him of the coming Day. [Exit Qu, 
Clot. I love and hate her; for the’s fair and Royal, 
Aod that fhe hath all courtly Parts more exquifite 
Than Lady, Ladies, Woman, from every one 
The beft fhe hath, and fhe of all Compounded 
Out-fells them all; I love ber therefore; but 
Dildaining me, and throwing Favours on 
Thelow Poft humus, | ioe te her Judgment, 
That what’s elfe rare, is choak’d; and in that point 
I will conclude to hate her, nay indeed, 
To be reveng’d upon her. For, when Fools 
Exter Pifanio. 
Who is here? What, are you packing, Sirrah? 
Come hither; Ah you precious Pander, Villain, 
Where Is thy Lady ? Ina word, or elfe 
Thou art ftraig chtway with the Fiends. 
Pif. Ob, good my Lord. 
Clot. Where is thy Lady? Or, by ‘Fapiter, 
I will not ask again. Clofe Villain, 
Pll have this fecret from thy Heart, or rip 
Thy Heart to find it. Is the with Pofthumus 2 
From whofe fo many weights of bafenefs, cannot 
A dram of Worth be drawn. 
Pif. Alas, my Lerd, 
How can fhe be with him? When was the mifs’d2 
He is in Rome. 
Clot. Wiere ts fhe, Sir? Come nearer; 
No farther halting; fatisfie me home, 
What is become of her. 
Pif. Oh, my all-worthy Lord! 
Clot. All-worthy Villain! 
Difcover where thy M:ftrefs is, at onee, 
At the next word; no more of wo thy Lord, 
Speak, or thy S lence on the inftanr, is 
Thy Cordemnation, and thy Death. 
Pif: Then, Sir, 
Ths eg isthe bi ftory of my knowled2 ze 
Touching her Oehe. 
Clot. Pe t” ee ES I will purfue her 
Even <o Axguftus Throne, 





Pif 


Cymbeline. 2799 


Pif. Or this, or perifh. : | fide. 
She’s far enough, and what he learns by this, 

May prove his travel, not her danger. 

Clot. Humh. ayy! 

Pif. Vil write to my Lord fhe 1s dead. Ob, Laogens 
Safe may ft thou wander, fafe return agarn. 

Clot. Sirrah, is this Letter true? 

Pif. Sir, as [ think. . 

= le id Pofihumus’s Hand, I know’. Sirrah, if thou 
would’ft not bea Villain, but todo me true Service 3 undergo 
thofe employments wherein | fhould have Caufe to ple thee 
with a ferious induftry, thatis, what Villany foe’er | bi 
thee do to perform it, dire@ly and truly, I would thiok 
thee an honeft Man; thou fhouldit neither want my Means 
for thy Relief, nor my Voice for thy Preferment. 

Pif. Well, my good Lord. 

Clor, Wilt thou ferve me? For fince patiently and con- 
flantly thou haft ftuck to the bare Fortune of that Beggar 
Pofthumus, thou can’{t not in the Courfe of Gratitude, but 
be a diligent follower of mine. Wile thou ferve me ? 

Pif? Sir, I will. : 

“a Give me thy Hand, here’s my Purfe. H:ft any of 
thy late Mafter’s Garments in thy Rofielhians, eh 

Pif: \have, my Lord, at the Lodging, the. fame Suit he 
wore, when he took leave of my Lady and Mikes. a 

Clot. The firft Service thou doft me, ferch that Suit ht- 
ther; let ic be thy os ‘audi 20, “pi 

if, I thall, my Lord. | Exit. 
oe a gi at Milferd-Haven? 1 forgot to ask ae 
one thing, I'll remember't anon, even there, eho V illatry 
Pofthumus, will Lkill thee. I would thete oe “os 
come. She faid upon a time, the bitternefs ast Rica 
Belch from my Heart, thet fhe held the we ieee 
Pofthumus, 10 more re(pe@, than my Nob Ge asaate 
Perfon; together with the adornment S a8 a he 
With that Suir upon my back will f ravi. 4 ; Pcie ss 
him, and in her Eyes--+-there fall fhe fee ee ° Pusey 
wil] then be a torment to her Contempt. Fae Sy re 
my fpeech of infultment ended on his dead : at gill an 
my Luft hath dined, which as [fay, to.vex ntl, 
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: . q 7 _ 
Pl] knock her back, foot her home again. She hath defpis’d 
me rejoycingly, and Vl wig merry in my Revenges 
Exter P fanio b a {uit of Cloaths. 
Be thofe the Garments? 

Pif: Ay; my N oble Lord, 

Clot. How long 1st fince fhe went to MWilford- Havens 

Pif. She can fcarce be there yet. 

| a 

Ciot. Bring this. Aj apie to my Chamber, that is the 
{econd thi if Tiatl j hay e command: ae! thee. T ire third IS, 
that thou wilt be a volunt: ry Mute to my Delign. Be but 

n ue’ Preferment fhall tender it felf to thee, 

My Revenge is now at Adilford, would I had Wings to 


4 
ta 
-~ 


3 

Ite Come and be true, | Exit, 
>: vf LeAnn’ A Sp tT a Pe Cae a “ 1 
Pif; Thou biad tt me to my lols: for true to tnee, 


’ 


VV Cre to prove raile, which S will ney er De, 
oO him that 1s molt tr Lo Milfora PO, 
¢ : v/ 
And find not her, whom thou purfueit. _Fl W, LOW, 
“ig nr ° : r-e~t 
You Heav'sly Bleflings on her: ‘This Foo}’s {peed 


BeE-CIOIU With LoOWNEIS, Laocour be nis meed, | Exit, 
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Exter Imozen in Boys Cloaths. 
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e: . 9 se af , 3 | ? 
aa 7 tke ° Ae Peers T 4 ~ ee 
{ have tired my f.1f; and for two Nights tozcthet 
7 . ‘iJ 
Liven mnan he foseamna Oe | yf Avast Sik me 
riaye made the Greund my Bea. 1 fhould be fick, 


i. pe ee ee > ee oe belne mee Liltay A 
ut tmat mm y MA CIGIHTION he}} fe. Milford, 


Pa 


Wien fromthe Mountain top 7 Pifanio fhew’d th ‘es 
Thou waft within a Ken.. Ob, Fove, I think 
Foundations fly the wretched, fuch i mean, 

Where they fhould a3 relieved. BAe Be ggars told me, 
I could not mils: ay way. W oP cor Folks lie 
That have Affiictions on them, knowing ’tis 

A, PanriMment or Trial? eg no wonder, 

When rich arcé til true. To lapfe in Fulm f 
Is forers tha ai sve for Need; and Falfhood 

Is worfe in eibae than i eee My dear Lord, 

Thou art one o’th’ falfe ones; now J think on thie: 

My hunger’s § One 5 but even t i ae I was 

nhs pe ie 23 Food. But what isthis? [Seeing she Cave. 
Here is a Path tot ———’ris fome favage hold; 


S 


I 





Cymbeline. 


I were beft not call; I dare not.call; yet Famine 

EB’er it clean o er-shrow. Nature, makes it valianr. 

Plenty and Peace breeds Cowards, Hardnefs: ever 

Of HardinefS is Mother. Ho!- who’s here? 

If any thing that’s civil, fpeak, if favage, 

Take, or lend---Ho! no anfwer?.then Vil enter. 

Beft draw my Sword; and if mine Enem 

But fear the Sword like me, he'll {carcély look on’t. 

Such a Foe, good Heav’ns. | She oes into the Cave, 

Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Bel. You Polidore have prov’d beft Woodman, and 

Are Matter of the Feaft; Cadwwall and*T 

Will play the Cook, aad Servant, ’tis our match: 

The fweat of Induftry would dry, and die 

But for the end it works tos Come, our Stomachs 

Will make what’s homely, favoury; Wearine({s 

Can fnore upon the Flint, when refty Sloth 

Finds the Down-pillow hard. _ Now peace be here, 

Poor Houfe, that keep'ft thy felf. 
Guid. I am throughly weary. 
Ary. Tam weak with Toil, yet ftrong in Appetite. 
Guid. Thre is cold Meat ith’ Cave, we'll brouze on that 

W hilft what we have kill’d be Cook’d. 
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Bel. Stay, come not in [ Looking in 
But that it eats our Victuals, I fhould think 
He were a Fairy, 


Guid. What’s the matter, Sir? 

Bel. By Fupiter an Angel! or if not, 

An Earthly Paragon. Behold Divinenefs 
No elder than a Boy. 
Enter Imogen. 

Imo. Good Mafter, harm me not; _. 
Before 1 enter’d here, I call’d, and thought 
To have bege’d, or bought, what I have toxk: eood Troth 
I have ftoln nought, nor would nor, though | had found 
Gold ftrew’d i’th’ Floor. Here’s Monv for my Meat 
I wou'd have left it on the Board fo foon ' 

As I had made my Meal: and parted 
With Prayers for the Provider, 
Guid. Mony, Youth? 
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ih ‘fvv. All Gold and Silve rather turn to Dirt, 


na As ’tis no better reckon’d, 2ut of thofe 
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a 5 Who worfhip dirty Gods. 
Ad 1 Imo. 1 {ee you're angry 
al Know, if es kill me for ny Fault, I fhould 
a Have dy’d, had I not made it. 
ee Bel. Whither baendl 
Me | Im. To Milford-Haven. 
| Bel, What’s your Name? 
| Imo. Fidele, Sir; I havea Kinfman, who 
Is bound for /taly: He emlark’d at A4ilfora, 
To whom being gong, aloft {pent with Hunger, 
I am faln in this offence: 
Bel. Prithee, fair Youth, 
Think us no Ghurls; nor neafure our good Minds 
i pt this rude Place we live in. Well-encounter’d, 
i is almoft Night, you fhill have better Cheer 
E’er you depart, and thank: to ftay and eat it: 
heal a Boys, bid him welcome. 
et Guid, Were you a Wonar, Youth, 
ea iy I fhould woe hard, but be your Groom in honefty; 
ae a $e ee as I do buy. 
| Arv. ll make’t my Confort 
a He is a Man, I'll love himas my Brother: 
a And fuch a welcome as I'd giveto him, 
Me ag After long abfence, fuch isyours. Moft welcome: 
iad Be fprightly, for you fall mongft Friends, 
UR Imo. ’Mongtt Friends, [ Afide. 
ecg Hii If Brothers: would it had been fo, that th 


Had been my Father’s Sonik then had my Prize 
Been lefs, and fo more equal ballafting 
si bi To thee, Pofthumus. 
iat ied Bel. He wrings at fore Diltrefs, 
fal Guid, Would I could fiee’t. 
Arv, Or I, what:e’er itbe, 
W hat Paia it. coft, what Danger; Gods! 
Me Bel, Hark, Boys. | Whifpering, 
Hae TAA sia Imo. Great Men 
SAH That had a Court no biger then this Cave, 
a That did attend themfe ives, and hed the Virtue 
i | Which their Own Confe crerce feal’d them; laying by 
PA OE That Nothing-gift of diffeing Maltitudes 
i nia | A | Could 
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Could not out-piece thefe twain, Pardon me Gods, 
I'd change my Sex to be Companion with them, 
Since Leonatus’s falle. | 

Bel, It fhall be fo: 
Boys, we'll go drefs our Hunt, Fair, you come in; 
Difcourfe is heavy, fafting; when we have fupp’d 
We'll mannerly demand thee of :hy Story- 
So far as thou wilt {peak it. 

Guid. Pray draw nears 

Aru. The Night to th’ Owl, 
And Morn to th’ Lark lefs welcome. 

Imo. Thanks, Sir. 

Arv. I pray draw near. [ Exeunt. 


S C.E.N E  V...Rome. 


Exter two Roman Senaors, and Tribunes. 

1 Sen. This isthe Tenor of the Emperor’s Writ; 
That fince the common Men are now in Action 
*Gainft the Paxnonians, and Dalnatians, 

And that the Legions now in Gzllia, are 
Full weak to undertake our Wais againft 

The faln-off Britains, that we d> incite 

The Gentry to this Bufinefs, de creates 
Lucius Pro-Conful: and to you the Tribunes 
For this immediate Levy, he commands 

His abfolute Commiffion. Lore live Ce/ar. 

Tri. Is Lucius General of the Forces? 

2 Sen, Ay. 

Tri. Remaining now in Gallit ¢ 

1 Sen. With thofe Legiors 
Which I have fpoke of, whereinto your Levy 
Mutt be fuppliant: the words ¢ your Commiffion 
Wiil tie you to the Numbers and the Time 
Of their difpatch. 

Tri. We will difcharge our Duty. | Excnnt. 
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“—APratye “7 ry hd 
SCENE The Foref 
Exter Cloten alone. 
Clot. ¥ Am near to th’ Place where they fhould meet, af 


Pijanio have map’d it truly... How fit-his Garments 
ferve me! W OE fhould his s lViiftrefs, who was mad by him, 
that madethe Tailor, not be fit too? The rather, faving 
reverence of the Word, for ‘tis faid, a Woman’s fitnefs comes 
by fits : Therein I muft play the Workman, 1 dare {peak 
it to my lelf, for it is Vain-glory for a Man and his 
Glafs, to confer in his own Cham! ber; Imean, the L ines of 
my Body are as well drawn as his; no lefs young, 
trong, not beneath him in Fortunes, beyor nd hi 
vantage ofthe time, above him in Birth, sh e converfant 
in general Services, and more femarkable in fin nele € Oppo iti 
on va sit this imperfev erant [hing loves him in my def ipight t, 
W hat Motalicy is! Pofthumus, thy Head, which now is grow- 
i-g upon thy Shoulders, thall withinthis Hour be off thy 

iiftrefs e:tore’d, thy Garments oe, to pieces | . 


‘a 

na. fi 

i¥ Ate 2g 9 ef Te thy 
Face; sudall Chis cone, {pu irnher home to her Fathe 


: rmore 
m in the ad- 


ns who 
may, happily, be a little angry for my fo rough ufage; but 
a ? : oh 
py Mother ha wing power of his Teftin fs, aoe all turn all j in- 
to my Commendations, My Horfe is ty’d up fafe, out 
Sword, and to a fore purp fe; Fortune put them into'm Ly 
Hand : ths is the ve Ty cefcri tion of ai meeting Place, 
and the Fellow dares not deceive m: ‘Exit. 
Enter Belartus, Guiderius, Avid s ana im cen from 
the Cave. 


Bel, Yeu ate not well: Remaia here ia the Ca 
We'll cone to you after Huntin 

Ary, Erother, flay hee: 
Are we act Brothers? 

Imo. $2 Man and Min fhould be, 
But Clavand Clay differs in Dignity 


OL 6. 1h: _ cae HUY, 
Whofe Dit ts both alike. I am ve; v fick. 


g. 


Gide 
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Guid. Go you to Hunting, Pll abide with hin. 
Imo. So fick I'am not, yet 1 am not well, 
Bat not fo Citizen a wanton, 2s 
To feem to die, eer fick: So pleafe you, Jeave mi, 
Stick to your Joutmal courfes the breach of Cuftan, 
Is breach ofall. Iam ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society is no Comfort 
To one not fociable: I am not very fick, 
Since I can reafon of it. Pray you truft me here, 
['ll rob none but my felf, and let me die 
Stealing fo poorly, 
Guid. I love thee: I have {poke ie, 
How much the quantity, the weight as much, 
As Ido love my Father. 
Bel, What? how? how? 
Arv. If it be Sia to fay fo, Sir, T yoak me 
In my Brother’s Favit: I know not why 
T love this Youth, and [have heard you fay; 
Love’s reafon’s without reafon. The Bier at Doc, 
Anda demand who is’t fhall die, I'd fay 
My Father, not this Youth. | 
Bel, Oh noble Strain! 
© worthinefs of Nature, breed of Greataefs! 
«© Cowards, Father Cowards, and bafe things, Sir bafe: 
«© Nature hath Meal and Bran ; Contempt and Grace. 
’'m not their Father, yet who this thonid be, 
Doth Miracle it felf; lov’d before me! 
*Tis the ninth hour o’ th’ Morn. 
Ary. Brother, farewel. 
Imo. \ with ye {port. 
4rv. You health So pleafe you, Sir. 
Imo. Thefearekind Creatures.Gods, whatliesI tave heard ! 
Our Courtiers fay, all's favage, but at Court: 
Experience, oh how thou difprov’'ft Report. 
Th’ imperious Seas breed Monfters; for the Difl, 
Poor Tributary Rivers, as {weet Pith ; 
I am fick ftill, heart-fick Pifanie, 
I'll now tafte of thy Drug. [ Drinks out if the Viol. 
Guid. 1 could not ftir him ; 
He faid he was gentle, but unfortunate; 
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Dithoneftly affi@ed, but yet honeft. 
Arv, Thus did he anfwer me; yet faid, hereafter 
I might know more. 
Bel, To th’ Field, to th’ Field : 
We'll leave you for this time, go in, and reft, 
Ary. We'll not be long away. 
Bel. Pray be not fick, 
For you muft be our Houfewife. 
Imo, Well or All, 
Tam bound to you. | Exit. 
Bel. And fhale be ever. 
This Youth, how e’er difftrefs'd, sppears he hath had 
Good Ancettors. 
Arv. How Angel-like he fings ? 
Guid, But his neat Cookery 2 
Arv. He cut out Roots in CharaGers, 
And fauc’d our Broth, as F#ne had been fick, 
And he her Dieter. 
Aru. Nobly he yokes 
A f{miling with a figh: as if the figh 
Was that it was, for not being fiuch a fmile: 
The fmile mocking the figh, that it would fly 
From fo divine a Temple, to commix 
With Winds that Sailors rail at. 
Guid, I do note, 
That Grief and Patience rooted in them both, 
Mingle their Spurs together. 
Arv. Grow Patience, 
And let the ftinking Elder, Grief, untwine 
His perifhing Root, with the encreafing Vine. 
Bel. It is great Morning. Come away: who’s there? 
Enter Cloten. 
Clot. 1 cannot findthofe Runagates, that Villain 
Hith mock’d me. I am faint, 
Bel. Thofe Runagates ! 
Means he not us? I partly know him, ’tis 
Cotez, the Son o’th’ Queen; I fear fome Ambufh—— 
I faw him not thefe many Years, and yet 
I know ‘us he: we are held as Out-laws ; hence. 
Guid. He ts but one; you, and my Brother fearch 
What Companics are near: pray you away, 
Let 
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Let me alone with him. | [ Exeune Belarius and Arvirapus. 
Clot. Soft, what are you 
That fly me thus? Some Villain-Mountainers———. 
[ have heard of fuch. What Slave art thou ¢ 
Guid. A thing 
More flavith did f ne’er, than anfwering 
A Slave without a knock. 
Clot. Thou art a Robber, 
A Law-Breaker, 2 Villain; yield thee, Thief: 
Guid. To whom? to thée? what art thou? Have nor I 
An Arm as big as thine? a Heart as big? 
Thy Words I grant are bigger: for I wear not 
My Dagger in my Motith. Say what thou art, 
Why I fhould yield to thee? 
Cloe. Thou Villain bafe, 
Know’ft me not by my Cloaths? 
Guid. No nor thy Tailor,. Rafeal, 
Who is thy Grandfather, he made thofe Cloaths, 
Which, as it feems, make thee. 
Blor. Thou precious Varlet! 
My Tailor made them not. 
Guid. Henee then, and thank 
The Man that gave them thee. Thou art fome Fool, 
I am loth to beat thee. 
Clot. Thou injurious Thief, 
Hear but my Name, and tremble. 
Guid. What's thy Name? 
Clot. Cloten, thou Villain. 
Guid, Cloten, thou double Villain be thy Name, 
I cannot tremble at it; were it Toad, or Adder, Spider, 
*>Twould move fooner. 
Clot. To thy further fear, 
Nay, to thy meer Confufion, thou fhalt know 
I am Son to th’ Queen. 
Guid. 1am forry for’t; not feeming 
So worthy as thy Birth. 
Clot. Art not afraid 2 
Guid. Thofe that I reverence, thofe I fear, the Wife: 
At Pools I laugh, not fear them. 
Clot. Die the Death: 
When I have flain thee with my proper Hand, mn 
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Pil follow thofe that ev'n now fled hence, 

And on the Gates of Lud’s Town fet your Heads: 

Yield Ruftick Mountaincer. | Fight and Excunt, 
Exeunt Bellarius and Arviragus. 

Bel. No Company's s abroad. 

Ary. None in the World; you did miftake him fure. 

Bel. 1 cannot tell; long is it finced faw him, 
But Time hath nothing blur d thofe Lines of Favour 
Which then he wore; the {natches in his Votce, 
And burft of {peaking were as His: I am abfolute 
"Twas very Cloten. 

Arv. \o this place we left them; 
{ wifh my Brother make good time’ with him, 
You fay he is fo fell, 

Bel. Being {carce made up, 
I mean to Man; he had not apprehenfion 
Of roaring Terrors; For defec& of Judgment 
Is oft the caufe of feare But fee thy Brother. 

Enter Guiderius. 

Guid. This Cloren was a Foo], an empty Purfe, 
There was no Mony in’t3; Not Hercules 
Could have knock’d out his Brains, for he had none: 
Yet [not doing this, the Fool had born 
My Head, as I do his, 

Bel. What haft tho wu done? 

Guid. Tam perfe@ what; cut off one Cloten’s Head, 
Son to the hae after his own report, 
Who call’d me Traitor, Mountaineer, and {wore 
With his own Hand he’d take us in, 

Difplace our Heads » where, thanks to th’. Gods, they grow, 
And fet | th m on Lua’s Town. 

Bel. Weare all undone. 

Guid. Wh hy, ra Father, what have we to lofe, 
But that he {wore tots ‘es our Lives? the Law 
Protects not us, then why fhiould we be tender, P 
To let an arrogant piece of Fleth threat us 
Play Judge, and Executioner, all himfelf? 

For we do fear no Law. What Compary 
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Can we fet Eye on ; but in all fate reafon 
He muft have fome Attendants. Though his Honour 
Was nothing but mutation, ‘ay and that 
From one bad thing to worfe ; Not Frenzy, 
Not abfolute Madnefs could fo far have rav'd 
To bring. him here alone, although perhaps 
It may be heard at Court, that fuch as we 
Cave here, haunt here, are Out-laws, and in time 
May make fome ftronger head, the which he hearing, 
As it is like him, might break cut, and {wear 
He’d fetch us in; yet is'¢ not probable 
To come alone, either fo undertaking, 
Or they fo fuffering ; then on good ground we fear, 
If we do fear this Body hath a Tail 
More perilous than the Head. 
Ary. Let Ord’nance % F 
Come, as the Gods forefay it, howfoc’er 
My Brother hath done well. 
Bel, 1 had no mind 
To hum this day : The Boy Fidele’s ficknefs 
Did make my way long forth. 
Gkid. With his own Sword, 
Which he did wave againft my Throat, I have ta’en 
His Head from him : I'll throw’t into. the Creek 
Behind our Rock, and let it to theSea, 
And tell the Fifhes, he’s the Queen’s Son, Cloten, 
That’s all I reak. [ Exit. 
Bel. 1 fear twill be reveng’d : 
Would, Polidore, thou hadft not dop’t: though Valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 
4Arv. Would I had done’t, 
So the Revenge alone purfu’d me: Polidore, 
I love thee Brotherly, but envy much 
Thou haft rebb’d me of this Deed ; I would Revenges 
That poffible Strength might meet, would feck us through, 
And p it us to our anfwer. 
Bel. Well, *tis done : 


’ 


We Il hunt: no more to day, nor fcek for danger 

. ¥9.*8 re! 
Where there’s ho profit. 1 prithee to our Rock, 
You and Fidele play the Cooks: | Ul flay 
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Till halty Polidore return; and bring him 
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Whet Cloten’s being here to us portends, 
Or what his death w ll bring.us, 


I have fent Cloten’s Clor-pole down the ftream, 

In Embaflie to. his Mother ; his Body’s ho 

. Hy i a 
Kor fis meturn. | Solenan LMnjfir: 
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age 
Bel. My ingesious inftrument, ? 
Hark Polidore, it founds: But what occafion 
Hath Czdwall now to_give it motion? Hark. 
Guid. is he at Home 2 
Bel. He went hence even now. 
Guid. What does he mean 2 
Since death of my dear’ft Mother 
It aid not {peak before. ‘All folemn things 
Should anfwer folemn Aceidents. The matter 2 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting Toys, 
Is Jollity. for Apes, and Grief for Boys. 


Ts Cadwall wad 2 
Enter Aryiragus, with Imogen dead, bearing her in his 
AY, 
Bel. Look, here he comes, 
b og —r Pe o L; 
4ind brings the dire occafion in his Arms, 
of 
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Of what we blame him for: 

Arv. The Bird ‘is dead 
That we have made fo much on. I had rather 
Have skipt from fixreen Years'of Age; to fixty : 
To have turn’d my leaping time into-a Crutch, 
Than have feen this. 

Guid, Oh {weereft, faireft Lilly / 
My. Brother wears thee not the one half fo well, 
As when thou grew’ft thy felf. 

Bel, Oli Melancholly, 
Who ever yet could fottnd thy bottom 2 Find 
The Ooze, to thew what Coatt thy ilugeifh care 
Might eafilieft harbour in? Thou bleffed thing. 
Jove knows what Man thou might’ft have made : but I, 
Thou dy’dft, a more rare Boy, of Melancholly. 
How found you him ? 

Ary, Stark, as you fee : 
This fmiling as fome Fly had tickled Slumber, 
Not as Death’s Dart being laugh’d at + his right Check, 
Repofing on a Cufhion. 

‘Guid. Where 2 

Arv. O'th’ Floor : 
His Arms thus leagu’d, I thought he flept, and put 
My clouted Brogues from off my Feet, whofe rudenefs 
Anfwer'd my Steps too loud, 

Guid. Why, he but fleeps ; 
If he be gone he'll make his Grave a Bed; 
With Female Fairies will his Tomb be haunted, 
And Worms will not come to thee: 

Ary, With faireft*Flow’rs 
Whilft Summer Iafts, and I live here, Fidele, 
I'ik fweeten thy fd Grave: thou fhalt not hck 
The Flow’r that’s like thy Face, pale Primrofé ; nor 
The azur’d Aare- Bell, like thy Veins ; no nor 
The Leaf of Eglamine, whom aot to flander, 
Out-fwéeren’d not thy Breath: the Raddock would 
With charitable Bill (Oh Bill fore thaming 
Thofe rich-left Heirs, that let. cheir Fathers lye 
Withour a Monument) bring thee all this, 
Yea, and furr’d Mets befides, When Flow’rs are- none 
To Winter-ground thy coarile——_ 
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Golden Lads and Girls all muft, 


AAS Chimney: Sweepers come to Duft. 
Arv. Fear no more the Frown o th Gi 
Thou art paft the Tyrant ‘5 firoke ey 
Care no more to Cloath ana Eat, 
To thee the Reed is as the Oak: 
The Scepter, Learning, Phyjick , muft, 
Ail follow this, and come ‘a Di ft. 
Guid. Fear no more the Lightning fiafh. 
Arv. Ner th all-dreaded Thunder- [Eve 
Guid. Fear no Slander, Cenfure, r rafD. 
Arv. rou haft finifb’d Foy and Adoan 


> 


Both. .4// Lovers young, all Livers muff, 
Coils #2 10 thee, and CoOHZE LO Duff. 

Guid, No Exorcifer harm thee. 

Ary. Nor no Wichcraft charm thee, 

Guid. Ghoft unlaid forbear thee. 

Arv. Nothing ill come near thee. 

Both. Quiet confummation have, 

“And renowned be thy Grave. 
Exter Bellarius with the Body of Ciotens 

Guides We have done our Obfequices: 
Come lay him down. ; 

Bel.. Here’s a few Flow’rs, but about Midnight mores 
The Herbs that have on them cold Dew o'th’ Night 
Are ftrewings fite’ft for Graves: upon their Faces=-——= 
You were as Flow’rs, now wither’d: even fo 
Thefe Herbelets fhall, which we upon you ftrew. 
Come on, away, apart upon our Knees-——~——— 
The oe that gave them firft, has them again: 
Their Pleafures here are paft, fo are their Pain le | Bxeant. 

[Imogen awakes. 

Yes, Sir, to Adilford- Haven, which isthe way ?——— 
I thank yourssby yor = Bui ih---pray how far thither ¢—— 
'Ods _— $--can it b fix While pei 
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Srrock the main top! Oh Pehl US, alas; 

Whereis thy Head é where’s that ? AY Mes ay, where’s that ? 
Pifamio might bave kill’d tnee at the Heart, 

And icft hts Head on. How fhould this be, Pi/ario!—— 
"Tis he and Clotex. Malhice and Lucre in th m 

Have laid this woe here. Oh’tis pregnant, pregrant | 
a Dig De gave me; cwnigh he faid | was precious 
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Murd’s. rous to. th’ Seah? ? that confirms it home: 
This is Pifanio’s deed, and Cloten: Oh! 
Give colour to my pale Cheek with thy Blo 
That we the horrider may feem to thofe 
Which chance to find us. Oh, my Lord! my Lord! 
Enter Liicius, Captains, and a Sooth Ayers 
Cap. To them, the Legions garrifon’d in Gallia 
After your will, have crofs’d the Sea, atten ding 
You here at Milford-~Ha ven, With your Ship; - 
They are in readinefs. 
Luc. But what from Rome? 
The Senate hath ftirr’d u up the Confiners, 
And Gentlemen of /raly, moft willing Spirits, 
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That promife Noble Ser vice: and they come 
Under - Conduct of bo'd Yachimo 
; Syenna’s } srother, 
Luce. When expect you them 2 
Cap. With the next benefit o’ch’? Wind. 
Luc. This forwardnefs : 
Makes our hopes fair. Command o ESS, 
Be muttered, bid the Captat is look to’t: Now, &:r, 
What have you dream’d of late of this War's purpofe ? 
Sooth, Lift Nizht the very gods fhew’d me a Vifion 
(1 fa, and prs yet for their Intelligence) thus? : 
I faw Fove’s by ird, the Roman Ea; lev ine’d 
| 3 From the Si yu np y So ut} on to tl 1S Dart ¢€ f the Weft, 
There vanith’d 's the Sine’ beams, which portends, 
U nlefs my Sins abufe my Divination, — 
Succefs ta th’ Roman Hof 
Luc. Dream often fo, 
And never falfe, Sof ies what Trunk is here? 
Without his at the ruin fpeaks, that fometime 
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It was a worthy bui! in ‘How! a Page !—______. 
Or deidzna r fleepir ing On _— but dead rather: 
For Nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defun@, or Teepe upon the dead, 
' Let’s fee the Boy's F Pace. 
Cap He’s alive, ate E 


Lac, Ae’li then in fend: us of his Body. Young one, 
Inform us of the Fortunes, for it feems 
They crave to be deman ded: who is this 
Thou mak’f{t thy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he 
* That, otherwife than noble Nature did, 
Hath alter’d that good Picture ?: What’s thy Intereft 
In this fad wrack? How came’t? Who is’t ? 
W hat art thou? 
Imo, Yam nothing; or if nor, 
Nothing to be, were better: This was my Matter, 
A very vailant Britain, anda good, 
That here by Mountainers lyes Cain? Alas ! 
There are no more {uch Mafterss I may wander 
From Eaft:to Occident, cry out for Service, 
_ Try many, ail good, ferve truly, never 
Find fuch another Matter. 
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Cymbeline. a8iz 


Upon a defoerate Bed, and ina time 
When fearful Wars point’at me! Her Son gone, 
So needful for this prefeng! Ic {trikes me, paft 
The hope of Comfort... But for thee, Fellow 
Who needs muft know of her Departure, and. 
Dof feem fo ignorant, we'll inforce ip from thee 
By a fharp torture. 

Pif. Sir, my Life is yours, 
LT humbly fet irate your Will: Boe for my Miftrefs, 
I nothing know where fhe remains; why gone, 
Nor when fhe purpofes return. Be fcech your Highnef, 
Hold me your Loyal Servant. 

Lord. Good my Liege, 
The Day that fhe was} milling, he was here; 
I dare be bound he’s true, and fhall perform 
All parts of his Subje€tion loyally. Ror Geten, 
There wants no diligence in (eeking: him, 
And will no doube b r€ found. 

Cym. The time is trouble { meet 
Weil flip you for a Seafon, Bae wit h Jealou fie 
Do's yet es nd. 

Lord. So pleafe your Maj}: fty 
The Reman Legions all Scan Cli drawns 
Ave landed on your Coaft, with large fupply 
Of Roman Gentlemen, by the Senate fent 

Cym. Now for. the Counfel of my Son and Queen. 
I am amaz’d with matter. 

Lord. Good my Liege, 
Your Preparation can effront no Iefs 
Than what you hear of. 
Come more, for more you're ready; 
The want is, but to put thefe Powers in Motion, 
That long to move, 

Cy. I thank yous. let’s withdraw 
And meet the time, as it fecks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy nnoy hc but 
We prieve at Chances here.. Aways [Exeunt. 

Pif. I heard no Letter from my Matter, fince 
I wrote him Jwogen was flain.. 7 )is fheange 
Nor hear I from my Miftrefs, who did suits 
To yield me often tidings, Neither know I 

What 
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W hat is betide to Cloten, but remain 

Perplext in all. The Heav’ns {till mutt work; 
Wherein I am falfe, I am honeft; not true, to be true, 
Thefe prefent Wars fhall find I love wy Country, 
Even to the Note o’th’ King, or I'll fall in therm; 

All other Doubts, by time let them be ¢ lear’d. 


ey 
t t+ 


Fortune brings in fome Boats, that are not & eer’d. | Exit. 
S GE LN. E iL. 1h, stern 
Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, aad Arviragus. 
Guid. The Noife is round about us. 
Bel. Let us from it. 
Arv, What Pleafure, Sir, fiad we in Life, to lock it 
From AGion, and Adventure ? 
Guid. Nay, what hope 
Have we in hiding us? this way the Romans 
Muft, or for Britains flay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural Revolts 
During their ufe, and flay us after. 
Bel. Sons, 
We'll higher to the Mountains, there fecure us. 
To the King’s Paity there’s no going 5 newnels 
Of Cloten’s Death, we being not known, nor mufter’d 
Among the Bands, may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv’d: and fo extort from’s that 
Which we have done, whofe anfwer would be Death 
Drawn on with Torture. 
Guid. This is, Sir, a doubt 
In fuch atime, nothing becoming you, 
Nor fatisfying us. 
Ary, Itis not likely, 
That when they hear the Roman Horfes neigh, 
Behold their quarter’d Fires, have both their Eyes 
And Ears fo cloy’d importantly as now, 
That they will wafte their time upon our Note, 
To know from whence we are. 
Bel. Oh, I am known 
Of many in the Army; many Years, 
Though Cloten then but young, you fee, not wore him 
From my remembrance. _ And befides, thé King 
Hath not deferv’d my Service, nor your Loves, 





Wh 





Ve 


Who find in my Exile the want of Breeding; 
The certainty of this hard Life, ay b We 
To have the Courtefie your Cradle promis d, 
But to be fail hor Summ er’s tanlings, ang 
The fhrinking Slaves of Winter, 

Guid, Than be to, | 


>. A areeey y wa eres ee | Rega Ce Re . 
Betrer to ceafe to be; pray, Sir, roth Armys; 
] nd Se Y. paar = ra es ~ 1 = ome ™ ioe q* 35 
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Cannot be que itivon’d. 

Arv, By this Sun that fhines 
Til thither; what thing ts it;thar [never 
Did fe Man die, fearce ever look’d on Blood, 
But that of coward Hares, hot Goats and Venilon? 
Never beftride a Horfe fave one; that had 
A Rider like my feif, who ne’er wore Rowel, 
Nor Iron on his heel? Lam afhem’d 
To look upon the holy Sun, to have 
The Benefit of his bleft Beams, remaining 
So long a poor ul kiown. ; 

Guid. By He 
If you will blefs me, Sir, and pive me leave, 

T’ll take the better care; but if you will nor, 
The hazard therefore cue fall on me, by 
The Hands of Romans. * | 

Ary. So fay 1, Amen. 

Bel. No reafon I, fince of your Lives yeu fet 
So flight a valuation, fhould referve 
My crack’d onztomore care. Have with you, Boy:. 

Ifin your Country Wars you chance 'o die, 

That is my Bed too, Lads, and there I’ll lye. 

Lead, lead; the time feems long, their Blood thinks Scorn 
*Till it flie out, and fhew them Princes born. [ Exeune. 





A Cit Ve SG Be NOE: FE 
SCENE JZ Field between the Britihh «xd Ro- 


man Camps. 


Enter Pofthumus »with a bloody Handkerchief. 


~yts bloody Cloth, I'll keep thee; for I am witht 
Thou fhould’ft becolour'd thus, Youmarricd ones, 
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A very drudge of Nature's, have fubdu’d me 

In my protetiony Kiehthoods, and Honours born, 

As { wear mine, are Titles but of Scorn; 

If that thy Gentry, Britain, go before 

This Lowt, a8 he exceeds our Lords, the odds 

Is, that we fearce are Men, and you are Gods. | Exit. 
The Battel continues, the Britains fly; Cymbeline is taken; 


"hen enter to bis re(cae, Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arvi- 


racine 
2S. Vide 


B). Stand, ftand, we have the Advantage of the Ground, 
The Lane is Guarded: Nothing routs us, but 
The Villany of our Fears. 
Guid. Arve Stand, ftand and fight. 
Enter Pofthumus, and Seconds the Britains. They Refcue 
Cymbeline, and Exeunt. 
Then enter Lucius, Ilachimo, ana Imogen. 
Luc. Away, Boy, from the Troops, and fave thy felf; 
For Friends kill Friends, and the Diforder’s fuch 
As War were hood-wink’d. 
Zach, ? Tis their freth Supplies. 
Tuc, It isa Day turn’d ftrangelys or betimes 
Let’s re-inforce, or fly. | Exeunt. 
Enter Pofthumus, aad a Britain Lord, 
Lord. Cam’ft thou from where they made the ftand ¢ 
Poff. 1 dide 
Thouch you it feems came from the Fliers. 
Lora, I did. 
Poff, No blame to you, Sir, for all was loft, 
But that the Heav’ns fought: the King bimfelf 
Of his Wings deftitute, the Army broken, 
And but the backs of Britains {een 3 all flying 
Through a ftraight Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the Tongue with flaught'rine, having work 
More plentiful, than Tools to dot, ftrook down 
Some mortally, fome flightly touch’d, fome falling 
Meely through fear, that the ftraight pafs was'dimm'd 
With dead Men, hurt behind, and Gowards living 
To die with feogthen’d fhame. | 
Lord. Wivere was this Lane? 
Poff. Clofe by rhe battel, ditch’d, and wall’d with Turf, 
W itch gave Advantage to an ancient Soldiers 
An 
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The Lifes th’ need; wee o ited ‘ait back door open 
Of the oe d Hearts, I Heavn’s, how they wound, 
) ore, fome dying; fome their Friends 

Ortt-bor mi ‘th: former wave, ten chac’d by-o 
Are now each one the Slaughter-man of twenty ; 
Thofe that would die, or e’er refilt, are grown 
The mortal Bugs o’th’ Field. 

Lord. This was a ftrange chance; 
A narrow Lane, an old Man, and two Boys. 

Poff: Nay, do not wonder at its you are made 
Rather to wonder at the things your hea 
Than to work any. Wil you Rhime a 


And 
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And vent it for Mock’ry? Here is one: 
“© Two Boys, an old Man iwice a Boy, a Lane, 
“© Preferu d the Brittains, was the Romans bane, 
Lord. Nay, be not angry, Sir. 
Poft. Lack, to what end ? 
Who dares not ftand his Foe, I'll be his Friend; 
For if he'll do, as he 1s made to do, 
I know he'll quickly fly my Friendthip too, 
You have put me into Rhyme. 
Lord, Farewel, you reangry. [ Exit. 
Poff. Seiil g ving ¢ thisis a Lord; oh noble Mifery 
To be i’th’ Field, and ask what News of me; 
Today, how many would have given their Honours 
Tohave fav’d th bie Catkaffes? took heel to do’t, 
And yet diedto. I, in mine own woe charm’d, 
Could not find Death, where 1 did hear him groan, 
Nor feel him where he ftrook. Bciag an ugly Monfter, | 
’Tis ftrange he hides him in frefh Cups, foft Beds, . 
Sweet Words; or hath moré Minifters than we maa | 
That draw his Knives i th War. Well I will find him; | Be) 
For being now a Favourer to the Britaia, Hise) 
No more a Britaing 1 have refum’d again 
The part [ came in. Fight I will no more, 
But yield me to. the veried Hind, that fhall 
Once touch my Shou'der. Great the Slaughter is 
Here made by th’ Reman; great the an{wer be, 
Britains muft take. For me, my Ranfom’s Death, 
On either fide I come to {pend my Breath; 
W hich neither here I'll keep, nor bear agen, 
But end it by fome means for Lmogen. 
Enter two Captains, and Soldiers. 
1 Cap. Great Jupiter be prais’d, Lucius is taken, 
Tis he the old Man, and his Sons, were Angels, 
2 Cap. There wasa fourth Man, ina filly Habit, 
That gave th’ Affront with them. 
r Cap. So *tis reported; 
But none of ’em can be found. Stand, who’s there 2 
Poff. A Roman, 
Who had not now been drooping here, if Seconds 
Had anfwer'd him. 
a Cap. L2y Hands on him; a Dog, 
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A Leg of t Rome fha return to tell ies 
. rT. 4 . c ; me i 3 = » & a . ~ : 
What Crows have peck a them here; Me OFrags Nis. OCcevice 
er re 
e 7 : >» Mir i Kine. 
As it he were of NOté; oFring bim to th AIDS. 
Exter Cyr beline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Pifa- 
: " : ae iB! oO > fy}. 
niO, ana a n Captives. the Captains prefexi Poithu- 


~y 
. . } Peay . A " y bAt ov spy : 7 G aler 
mus to Cvyrmbeline, whe delivers him over to a Goaler. 


ae : j } oe Pee 
E urtéer & haete us. dnd two Uae?’ s. 


~+ : 1 : =e mR, , a : Pere 
1 Geal. You fhall not now be {toln, you navel ICKS UPON you; 


2 Goal. Av. of a Stomach. f Exeunt Goalers. 


P fi. M c I me na ~ for tho: ul art a W ays 
I think, to ] vy: vet am [ better 
T 1n one tha iit K 0 fir & 2 ine J he had rather 
Groan fo in perpetuity, than be cur’d 
By th’ fure Phyficien, Death; who is the Key ‘ 
LT? unbar tne fe Locks, MY Con{cience, thou art Fetter d 

J 
More than my Shanks, and Wriits; you eood Gods give mc 
The penitent Li frument to nick rnat Bolt, 
. rs 
"I hen ree fo ever. Is’t nourn | am iofri Vy ¢ 
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So Children temporal Fathers do appeafe; 
G more full of Mercy. Muilt | repent, 
k cannct cout better than in Gvve 
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A fixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement ; 
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| Pe ? i - 7: | = Ps oe 5 Bes : 
£MOULA } Ct, Caxe ri s:or the Fi CS 1ake, 


o Her wy oe } te ~ ie {- yA tee 
rou rather, Mine Oring yours; ana 19 Lréat rOowen#rs, 
If vou will take Lis FAtiagit, ax THIS I ire 

A. J ms D> Ee = cy i. 3 
And cancel thofe old Bonds. Oh Jie: 
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Vl real to thee in Silence. He fleeps. 
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Solemn Mufick. Enter, asin an Apparition, Sicilius Leonattis, 
Father to Pofthumus, az old Afan, attired like a Warrior, 
leading in bis Hand ax ancient Matron, bis Wife, and Mo- 
ther to Pofthumus, with. Atafick before them. Then after 

other Mujick, follow the two youug Leonati, Brothers to 

-Pofthumus, with wounds as they died in the Wars. They 
circle Pofthumus round as he lyes fleeping. 
Sici. No more thou Thunder-Matter 
hew thy fpite, on mortal Flies: 
With AZars fall cut, with Fano chide, that thy Adulteries 
Rates, and Revenges. 
Hath my poor Boy done ought but well, 
Whofe Face I never faw 2 
I dy’'d whilft in the Womb he flay’d, 
Attending Nature's Law. 
Whofe Father then, (as Men report, 
Thou Orphans Father art) 
Thou fhoud’ft have been, and thielded him 
From his Earth-vexing Smart. 
Moth: Lucina lent not me her aid, 
But took me in my throes, 
That from me.was Pofthumus ript, 
Came crying ’mongift his Foes. 
A thing of pity. 
Sici. Great Nature like his Anceftry, 
Moulded the ftuff fo fair ; 
That he deferv’d the praife o’th’ World, 
As great Sicilias Heir. 
1 Bro. When once he was mature for Man, 
In Britain where was he 
That could ftand up his Parallel, 
Or Rival obje& be, 
In Eye of Jmogen, that beft 
Could deem hi§ Dignity 2 
Moth. With Marriage therefore was he mocke 
To be exil’d, and thrown 
From Leonati Seat, and caft, 
From her his deareft one : 
Sweet Imogen ! 
Sici. Why did you fuffer Zachimo, — 
Slight thing of /taly, 
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aia) 44 And to become the geek and feort 
id | H Oth’ other’s villany ¢ 
Ee + Bro. For this, from ftiller feats we came, 
Our Parents, and j 
triking in our Country's caule, 
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Fell bravely. and were flain, 
Our Fealty, and Texantizs rig! 
With Honour to maintain. 
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ard 
ge 


toc “Vi Mm oeline perfc rma; 
Then upter, thou King of gods, 
Why haft thou thus adjourn’d, 
The Graccs for his Merits due, 
Being all to dolours turn “d ? 
Siti. Thy Cry rftal Window Ope 3 look out; 
No ones ‘exercife 
Li} Upon a valiant Race, thy harfh 
hi Ai 4 otent in juries, 
| a Moth. Since, Fupiter, our Son 1s eood, 
ey Take off bis miferies, 
| Sici, Peep through thy Marble Manfion, help, 
| Or we ek Ghofts will cry 
| To th’ {} @ Sy od of the relt, 
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A he throws a Thunder-bolt. The Ghofts f i all. on their knets, 
Fiupit. No more you pétiy Spirits of Region low 
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Offend our hearing 5 huth ! How dare ee Gholts 
‘ Moe aes ee ig Ay E ae by 

Accute t! MuNncerer, whofe I solf, yi CU | v9 
@ boxy laneca hatrere all reheliine C 7 
2Ky~ p anted, Datters ain repeiill By C02 ft: s 
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Poor fhadows of Elizium, hence, and reft 
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U LO] your severe witne! IDS Danks of Floy Wers. 
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Be not with mortal accidents oppreff, 
j lr wate ia ears ren ‘ . 9 
YO care of y Wk? ts IS, y ru KNOW tis OUTS, 
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Whom bett 1k yey L crols; to make my gift, 
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The more delay’d, delighted. Be content, 
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His Comforts thrive, his Trials well are {pat ; 
Our Fevial Star reign’d at his Birth, and in 
Our Temple was he married’: Rife, and fd 
He fhalibe Lord of Lady Tmpogein, 

And happier much by his Affliction made. 
Bhis Tablet lay upon his Breaft, wherein | Jupit. drops a Tablet. 
Our pleafure, his full Fortune, doth confing 

And fo away : no farther with your din 

Expref{s Impatience, left you ftir up mine ; | 
Mount Eagle, to my Palace Cryfealline. (Afeends. 
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Sici. He came in thunder, his Ceeleftial breath i 
Was fulphurous to {mell ; the holy Eagle ball 
Stoop’d, as to foot us: his Afcenfion is ty 
More {weet than our bleft Ficlds ; his Roya Bird ae 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his Beik, hae 
As when his God is pleas’d. Ri 
All, Thanks, Fupiter. Hh | 
Sici. The Marble Pavement clofes, he is eter'd Bayt! 
Fiis radiant Roof: Away, and to be bleft Bia: 
Let us with care perform his ereat beheft, [ ? ani fb. Vie 
Poff. Sleep, thou haft been a Grandfire, and begot haa 
A Father to me: and thou haft created Wee 
A Mother, and two Brothers, But, oh {con | Hie 
Gone they went from hence fo foon as tiey were born; sae eg 
And fol am awake. Poor wretches that depend Bits) 
On Greatnefs Favour, Dream as I have dor, Weiler 
Wake, and find nothing. But, alas, I fweive : ae: 
Many Dream not to find, neither deferve, Wane 
j And yet are fteep’d in Favours; fo am I TERE 
That have this Golden chance, and know net why : al 
Whit Fairies haune this ground ? a Book! Oh rare one ! ea 
Be not, as is our fangled World; a Garmen| He | 
Nobler than that it covers: Let thy effects ae 
So follow, to be moft unlike our Couttiers, ae 
As good, as promife. tea 
Reads. i i bai 
Hen as the Lion's Whelp fhall, to himfelfunkuown, with ay 
out feeking find, and be embrac'd by a piece of tender (ie 
Air 5: And when from a ftately Cedar fhall b: lope branches, i 
which being dead many years, fhall after revive, be jointed ae 
to the ald Stock, and frefoly grow, then fall Pohumus Hele 
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exd his miferies, Britain be fortunate, and flourifh 10 Peace 


we eet ana Plenty. | ly we ee 
ah aed Tis ftill'a Dream ; or elfe fuch fiuff as Miad-men 
aN Toneue, and Brain not: ’Tis either both, or nothing ; 
¥ O {; nfelefs 9 pf, OF a {peak ng fuch 

He =} Senfe cannot untie. But what it ts, 

Wis he Action of f my Life is like it, which I'll keep 

i tf but for Sympathy. 


Euter Gaoler. 


it Gaol, Come, Sir, are you reacly for Death ¢ 
| Poft. Cder-coclted ratne . reaay long avOs 


Gao. Hanging ts the vail, Sir, if you be ready for thit, 
you are well Cookt. 
Poft. Soif I prove a good repaft to the Spectators, the 
aan dith pays the fhot. 
; Gao. A heavy reckoning for you, Sir : but the comfortis, 
| you fhall be called to no mere payments, fear no more Ta- 
‘ vern Bilk, which are often the fadnefs of parting, as the pro- 
| curing of mirth ; you came in faint for want of meat, depart 
a reeling with too much drink ; forry that you have paid toe 
Abe much, and forry that you are paid too much: Purle and 
CH by f igee i 
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at brain, BOTH npry 5 the prain. the heav!i Fs for being t00 
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my Pe > a hey pf 4 . > ] i> t ‘ : cy - m ttre ~ me 
: lioht ; the Purfe too light, being drawn of heavinefs, Oh, 
| Pads ele ig 3 Bite naaie apg «Nery, | em Fae Set 
of tats contragiction you ihsil now be Quit.s Oh the cha rity 


“ge Or <Y ” oer } « { ‘ory sm Frrasr tiles a . ~ " ‘ 
LTE i OF a penhy Lord, it tums Up toouanGs IN 4a trice J you have 
Rae no true Debtor, and Creditor, but 1t; of what's paft, i 


i a ’ 
Wide es a and ta come, the difcherge ; your Neck, Sur, 1s Pen, Book, | 
"t t ~ c : ’ : 


1 Counters ;fo the Acquittance follows, | 
a Poff. Tam meruer to die, than-thow art to live. 

Wve a a Gao. Indeed, Str, he that flecns, feels northe Tooth-Ache} 

| Hi but a Man that were to fleep your Sleep, and a Hangmante 

: | jcip him to Bed, : k he would ci inge Places with his 
ED Ofncer : for look you, Sir, yeu know net which way you 
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f hy Gao, Your Death his Eyes in’s Head then ; I have not 
| ‘ | {- rr} ; rr ¢ Tr ; @ xT sa d+ 7 mP : : , c » a 
tit ae ' ea preeus Ge YOU IMU Citi ‘rected by jomeé 
aa jay 7 « : 


AM \ Lie take pon them kA IW, OF to take 3 BE f your {elf that 
1" Lie ! tt which 1 em fure you .do-not know =: or lump the ofrer-en- 

| on. your own perils and how you thall fpeéd-in yout 
A thick yYOwH return mever tovtel)’6 
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Poff. I tell thee, Fellow, there are none want Eyes, to 
“direct them the way lam going, but.fuchas wink, and will 
'- not ufe them. | 


x = 7 ® , ; y oe 
_ “Gao. What an infinite: mock is this, that a Man fhould 
» have the beft ufeof Eyes, to feck the way of oliddnefs: [am 


final eee Sk eRe” Sinan 
fure fuch hanpine’s the way of winking, 
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Mef. Knock off his Manacles, bring your Prifoner to th: 


Kine. 

Poff. Thou brisg’ft good News, Lam call’d to be made free, 
uf Gao, Pil be Sang’ then. 

Poff, Thou thalt bethen freer than a Goaler : no boles for 
m the Dead. | Exeunt. 

Gao. Uniefs a Man would. marry a Gallows, and beget 
n young Gibbetsy I never faw.one fo prone. Yct_on my Con- 
« fCience, there are vérier Kaaves defire to live, for all he be 
\ a Roman : and-there be fome of them too that die againft 
(their wills 3 fo fhou'd I, if L.were one. I would.we were 
yw all of one mind, and one mind good;.O there were defola- 
(| tion of Gaolers and Gallowfes; 1 {peak againft my prefent 


Profit, but my with hath. a preferment in’t. | Exit. 
so | | | 
8 S CEN E IIL. Cymbeline’s Tent. 


ha 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guidertus, Arviragusy .Pifanie, 
fe and Lords, 


Cym. Stand by my fide, ‘you, whom the Gods have made . 
Prefervers of my Throne : Wo is my Heart, 7 ; 
" That the poor Soldier that fo rickily fought, 
® Whofe rags tham’d gilded Arms, whofe naked breaft 
F’Stept before Targets of proof, cannot be found ; 

" He fhall be happy that can find him, if | oe 

Our Grace can make him fo. 4 
Bel, T never faw 
" Such Noble Fury in fo poor a Thing: 
| Such precious deeds, in one that promis’d nought 
: But beggary and poor looks. 

i Cym. No tidings of him ? se 4 
i if. He hath been fearch’d among the dead,-and living, ed 
' But no trace of him. . | 4 
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€yns. To my grief, 1 am 
The heir of his reward, which I will add 
To you, the Liver, Heart, and Brain of Britain, 

| To Bell. Guid. and Arvirag, 

By whom, I grant, fhe lives. ’Tis now the time 
To ask of whence you are. Keport If, 

Bell. Sir, 
In Cambria are we born, and Gentlemen: 
Further to boaft, were neither true, nor modeft, 
Unlefs I add, we are honeft. 

Cym. Bow your knees, 
Arife my Kaightsoth’ Battel, I create you 
C wmipanions to our Perfon, and will fit you 
With Dignities becoming your Eftates. 

Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 

There’s bufinefs in thefe Faces: why fo fadly 
Greet you our Victory ? you look like the Romans, 
And not o’th’ Court of Britaiz. 

Cor. Fail, grear King, 
To four your happinefs, L muft report 
The Queen is dead. 

Cym, Whom worfe than a Phy fician 
Wou.d this report become; but I confider, 
My Med’cine Life may be prolong’d, yet Death 
Willfeize the Do@or too. How ended fhe ? 

€or. With horror, madly dying,. like her {elf, 
Which, being cruel to the World, concluded 
Mott cruel to her felf. What the confeft, 
I will report fo pleafe you.. Thefe her Women 
Can tip me, if [ err; who with wet Checks 
Were prefent when the finiffi'd, 

Cym. Prithee fay. 

Cor, Firtt, the confefs’d the never lov’d you ; only 
Affc&ted Greatnefs got by you, not you: 
Married your Royalty, was Wife to your place, 
Abh yr’ your Pe; on. : 

Cym. She alone krew this: 
And but the {poke it dying, I would not 
Believe her Tips to Opening it... Proceed, 


» 
< 
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But that her flight prevented it, fhe had 
Taen off by Porfon, 

Cym O moft delicate Fiend! 

Who is’t can read a Woman? is there more? 

Cym. More, Sir, and worfe. She did confefs the had 
For you a mortal Mineral, which being took, 
Should by the minute feed on life, and lingring, 
By inches wafte you. In which time, fhe purpos’d 
By watching, weeping, tendance, killing, to 
O’ercome you with her fhéw: yes, and in time, 
When fhe had fitted you with her craft, to work 
Her Son into th’ adoption of the Crown: 

But failing of her end by his ftrange abfence, 
Grew fhamelefs defperate, open’d, in defpight 
Of Heav’n, and Men, her purpofes: repented 


The evils fhe hatch’d, were not effected : f 


Defpairing, died. 
Cym. Heard you all this, her Women? 
Lady. We did, fo pleafe your Highneds. 
Cym. Mine Eyes 
Were not in fault, for fhe was beautiful: 
Mine Ears that heard her flattery, nor my: Heart, 
That thought her like her feeming. It had been vicious 
To have miftrufted her: yer, O my. Daughter! 
That it was folly in me, thou may’it fay, 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heav’n mend all. 
Kuter Lucius, Lachimo, and other Roman Prifoners, Leonae 
tus behind, and Imogen. 
Thou com’ft not, Caius, now foc Tribute, that 
The Britains have rac’d our, though with the lofs 
Of many a bok one; whofe Kinfmen have made fuit 
That their good Souls may be appeas’d, with flaughter 
Of you their Captives, which our felf- have granted, 
So think.of your Eftate. 
Luc. Confider, Sir, the chaace of War; the day 
Was yours by accident: had it gone with us, 
We fhould not when the Blood was cool, have threatned 
Our Prifoners wich the Sword. But fince the gods 
W ill have it thus, that nothing but our Itves 
May be call’d ranfome, let it come: fufficeth, 
A Roman, with a Roman's Heart cpaeluffer: 
| M 4 . Aaguftus 
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Augujius irvesto think on’t; and fo much 

For, sy petulicr care. This one thing only 

I will eatr.at, my Boy, a Britain born, 

Let hin be ran om’d: never Mafter had 

A Page fo kind, fo dugeous, diligent, 

So te). der over his Occafiohs, true, 

So fe; Jurfe-like; let his Virtue youn 
Vith my requeft, which [ll make bold, your Highnefs 

annot deny: he hath done no Britain harm, 

| h ferv’d'a Roman. Save him, Su, 
} 


His favour is familiar to me: Boy, 

Thou halt look’d thy felf into my Brace, 

And aremineown, Tknow not why, nor wherefore, | 
To f. y, live Boy: ne’er thank thy ‘Matter. live; 
And ask of 5 yinbeline what Boon thou ‘wilt, 
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fo. | humbly thank your Highnef:. 
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That place them on the truth of Girls, and Boys. | 
W hry iiands he fo perplext @ 

Cyn, What would{t thou, Boy ? 
E love thee moréand more: think more and more, 
W hat’s beft to ask. Know’ft him thou Jook’ft on ¢ {peak, 
Wilt have him n live? Is he thy Kiné thy Friend? 

Imo. He is a Romaz, no more Kin to me, 
Than I to your Highnefs, who being born your Vaffal 
Am fomething nearer. 

“Cym. Wher efore ey’ft thou him fo 2 
Ime. VY iat Sir, in private, if you plcafe 
To give me hearin 
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| Cym. Ay, with all my Heart. 
And lend my beft attention. What’s thy Name? 
ms Imo. Fidele, Sir. 


. Cym. Thouwit my good Youth, my Page, 
Ti be thy Mafter:. walk with me, {peak frecly. 
) Bel. Is not this Boy reviv’d from Death¢ 
Arv. One Sand another 


i ° Not more refembles that fweet Rofie Lad, 
Who dy’d, and was Fidele: what think you? 
Gai. The fame dead thing alive. 
Bel. Peace; peace, fee further; he Eyes us not, forbear, 
Creatures may be alike: were’t he, [ am fure 
He would have fpoke to us. , 
Gui. But we fee him dead. 
Bel. Be filent : lct’s fee further. 
Pif. It is my Miftrefs < | Afide. 
Since fhe 1s living, let the time rua on, 
To good, or bad. 
Cym. Come, ftand thou by our fide. 
+ Make thy demand aloud. Sir, ftep you forth, [ To Iachimo. 
Give anfwer to this Boy, and do it freely, 
Or by our Greatnefs, and the grace of it 
® Which is our Horour, bitter Torture thall 
W innow the truth from falfhood. On, fpeak to him. 
fmo. My Boon is, that this Gentleman may tender 
Of whom he had this Ring. 
Poff. What's that to him 2 
‘ .  Cym. That Diamond upon your Finger, fay 
How came it yours? 
fach. Thou’lt torture me to leave unfpoken, that 
Which to be fpoke would torture thee. 
® Cym. How 2? me? 
? Zach. 1 am glad-co be conftrain’d to utter that 
mT Which torments me to conceal. By Villany 
I got this Ring; “twas Leonatus Jewel, 
Whom thou didft banifh: and, which more may grieve thee, 
As it doth me, a Nobler Sir ne’er liv’d 
| Iwixt Sky and Ground. Wilt thou hear more; my Lord? 
Cym, All that belongs to this. o* 
Tach. That Paragon, thy Daughter, | 
For whom my Heart dreps Blood, and my falfe Spirits 


Quail 


= 
ae 


4 *& we, 


a ae ™ 


ee 


ee 


——— 


ES FO a I A RTL A TCL A ee 


3 





} 
Chis 


vouUnds. 
5 


made, 


o 
on 
i | . 
Se ~ ae | 
C rae sa 
= i j & on 
eS a « - 
wns i ca a bs h 6) 
a ~ bo ee when 
— FOR Rs» Bem ~ “ at a 
Need : ~ » ~d a 
— gy ton” = PR mo > is we ca 
e ——4t > Ww a Cra mneae ~ ® ~~ el “ Se 
& dso oe Ss a © . ~ - . 
~~ > rs ~~ a -™“ —4 tw = eH mn ~ Nd we 
< “ re) . < O : s ’ ~ t : 
: awd “TS - — ia > a “ q a ‘os e Pere — — 
= yperkR ars VY _ fe = : i oe ~< e ma “ae ‘4 cc 
~ on ra < se ‘) = ™ c)> wea s = = @) aloe he > eo QS ball cd 
: CC on { . : 8 = ran : 4 ri = 5 
Nepes fy ©V ER ae: 2 a , © ane a on tas: ay oo 28] an ba hao BR ‘~~ OO qa) 
i w P cd | ey cS >. mole waded pm te | a" Tj fe a ca) Cha ws — op Fo ; 
aay S, oi —- © : natin | gots b rs - hb. 4nd Le ry rr “ -~ 
2 eS ‘Ban on. ay mm “rs —_ ar Dd a5 Ms L~ £2 ony - 
C3 oS fae eae ms a w 4 xt a ag RL mt a) . rf Me: > és +.) 
‘ aa = ao ®4@ nae : Pe es hat ped ~ Ne ded etw ct , 
ro ¢ mys wot domes ” c~ por pet LJ ws < , ical dns : on t : ed Ss dn a Por" a) ag © ped (2 ? r " 
we — (aed ~> ’ SS wed ae , _e «of Ne ~<pmnl “2 a) on ms” Sd Al ~< om = ed by 
° ~~ beg ee Uo SS <a “e ‘ Mi ¢ 7 uf, 2 5 cs w— ‘ ~ Ua a} ” 7 er O23 £ : ie) 
- ~ > Sew ~~ ‘ J ~< . ~ _ _ _~ oj a ti. 
ars cs ~ —_ , — oe | ; q ) 4 ~~ y BS ss — — “> oe ae c Peak. £3 “4 bu ast oe a>: ~ -n 
7 Sm Mir “Sic ‘e~ Wied oe = — be Osteen S 4 2 i 4.5 
Va . 23 ae _/* s) 2) \ oe >. Ses CU we } ~~? q eras r ho ame . i n> ~ si < \A 
r _— 1 . | a [ i ond ( band ro. < be 3 « 4 
2 ret ~ vee oe 4 S = » | = ’ ; ~ = ms ee) meray Pons i ~~ beg | 
we. @ e 1 . yy ~~ m ~ Ww ee Pat an } pas — 4 4 vee 1) S 
. on w = oo cn” eg cu ° _ : oan - bmn ag ' . + : “i wet - . QD coud om oe ie 
{ ' . ™ 4 : a a 4 + —« on . ; = ~ 
i = o whens p > yey se fe, a) ‘ | a call “4 J J -, i . ; i ae oo ne o - pe ~ 24 * 
o* boy i. <a — -_ w fet — orn ad ~, . = — so 3 4 ~ . on #X® one . r-4 
Ye 4 J - e 6 (3 $d an ®) — Tt - e J o> Pty “4 — 1 E- te ¢ nes te ae 
a = - bel cu hy a Tw) Or 1 oe voy corn &* og — ~ ial ~ (g 
~~, a) ‘ co 4 ) a cu rt - on a pt ee eu ence ee Moka > 4 S.J 3 but a 
ws a a ‘ ba eu bo 'v. ~ Q) " Fs ty 7 . o-tund ce » od a : é nm” e « 4 a os " -o 
; — & on fF aie 3 > + Us ~ RENN oe — | ed CS oe 3 OU om re. 
\ + ¢ C H 7 ~ ‘2 a o 7 ers _e - " - . 7 * 
\ / rr 3 ay ~ — - 4m -s * ome _— © _ rs} —/ — - 7 a PR oo | “i a re + 
e * } ™~ ry J. vay away < . , . ke “A a2 Pe cf a on et an » —_ pa aap = c a] = eo =~ _™ > a 
Neus a ‘ red _ oe ~ “ c sted we) i —_ * . ' a > . J c ort . ed " 
- al ‘4 J ‘ ) ~e ot *, ray .] . ‘os - rl .) a — r eatery J | ~~ a s 
: “3 he a por Saab ae 7 —- Nbc , 2. @ = ete 6 tr ge ed 4 bes ee ae. ee es oem ep | 
; <x. - > ome 3 , . pay v ; = »' J - ae =" » # ~~ a OO = »* : ‘ 
2 ao = he. w on ca has . ‘6 ot Be a4 es 2 oo = tJ —_— os oe & ent - - no 
3 XY <P nee ouhead » OF eo @ P 4 sone  e s an - ~ : ‘ > cu A . Sew 
e 2 uM : a = 3 7) ac paul r bern ‘ ad an | A rm “hed 
: pore , “+ nae ' ¢ pe C . o q ong on , ’ ’ co 
= ~— = ~<a ca & ey Y l aed no = e ' wong . ‘al , , onkes pos dhs es ~ *¢ : nm Lt " ” 5 1 = m— 
- oy . " ™~ ted . . ’ » 
& BO Gp ‘=~ Se : C wr Ww, { - one i > QD ym ewe] = A . — : 3 ~~ © om, , & ™” ) 
EA 2 pn, Pr ; jw >» a o ey _—, ite. Be 4 <= © oe A he o Rn : a fe 
> —_  * ae ag _ ome ; ms we R Lf) et i ( " , cS) :? A tte o_o ~ ’ 
ve: , es » _ v phot ~ a g “6 Oe r= - “ “ pre « 2 pews 2 : o = | 
Pare] % ce ~ | ae 4 ~ om te ow ¥ ' , 1 pra 2 Per ~ > oy ao s har oa 
r — new.) > am a ‘ean t . - o'! t » a end , * ® ' 4 a ~ 
et )- ; uv Ss — Ss ; Nes a tt ‘a OS Prt: RG T= oa an\ “toms 
a - ~— ro aul , oF . es } %. hed } a ~ " j ~~ 4 # ar = 7 ~ — -~ 
« os : ) CO bee “ b> sf < on , *F Bae . ; Fy) ad = a saya 
: -~ pe maf «7 ~ . f 2. ' oot cum i ¢ ; a | 
., * pa oN On - SE me po es ? J tye : -~" pon ~ oa . 
4. a tL. QS / man | . u aie} i . ‘ ao i bane - Tm ~~ a + Ue pt ‘ _ 
. ) wy « n ~ ra - ™ u ‘ vier a =) e) *) } . ; : Cf 
. a “> owed pp oe XD = ae, yhas fhe, ioe REY ee °° - 3 © 3a” G Ke 
; eo % ‘ — va os eee “ ~ / y ht : 4 Sow 5 ¢ 
Pat wlics ) W 4 = ~~ all sos = rw = =~ 4 - A ‘ r gin } » os s my re 4 
4 oe . . ‘ ~ < ’ _ ~ “4 
' & a 6 vena) . - = ¢ aa “ e ; , 8 i eh a ‘on cS aS eed J, 
3 C* \ am) a et = ¢ nN ) CS . ad , ; tow ave); = o~ = | 
a ae es ii aan = on) > ae poe - woah =n oe i > am 
ee : =- wa f : 6 _ y “hew ma { ere P- " Ne ~}? . 
SS ~— + = es = - * a 2th ~ : a a 2 - 7 xi . * a 
: “sd . . — . i — 7" 
eA ome Sg SS Some ata "aR ~ ro s ¢ , ; ) oa * wy = a | = 2 “ G3 
© ewe ; ~ = : o> — ~ ™“~ b - . Yr —J - - , ae a 
faa . atl . rc S Fam = q) 7 no ~ ' A ” >} iP Us. ree, ~~ ome BH oe 
BS <0) — < » <a ce : ~ oT as te. 2 . J CN col @ : ~~ *% a et 8 . on } = Ly rs . ° 
~ = et teeey % a ~ Oo a) GC) . a \nang > o ry ) 2 ae > ca ~~ C) as Cc f a Jpostend ane = Kang 
a ——_ a ea ct t ~ | ome ated ~ : a> i eae | Vv - - Yee | Be: 
tf / —— Ce: =e m : ° ; < io ; mm on > 6 
: pang f om Pp ~~ ; > = —_ . ‘ , ee Ge ve a) 
Q ie | | re ~ _~» . 7 WF " ' — J e ce we a - ox sao ‘ 
a] . " ; lei | > < apt fro 4 ». . aw" "2 Pao oad reyes = he ] A Se \ . “ » a" 
® - = Lai ) al mag oana fete “ - r a ca .s c 3 apne ‘ aa gaad P)~» o> 
J " / a o . 
: ' ' . : oat Pe is | : me = ce > 4.) ret 
Hi - mi any —— ae] : 4 a ee - -_— = hea ay 4 oo aan 
a. | é > aah : =e “ Pay jue ee c a ad 
Spee Be ce - — : as < ’ ‘ ~ 
a wwf or “a . i. at Le > “ ; na 4 | a e~ . eang 
: ca £ ~ ho 
teed pd — * os oe . oo : -- : r 
\ pate pet Wie peu ce BSS 
= ' oy “hy eT. m~ -— . 
\ = —— ve fay — a nm 
= juny - I t 
oo Pras 
= = 
” —— 
s 
= 
* “4 


Eber oe 





To come 


Cymbeline. J 28 3 


Than I did truly find her, ftakes this Ring, 

And would fo, had it been a Carbuncle 

Of Phebus Wheel; and might fo fafely, had it 

Been all the worth of’s Car. Away to Britain 

Poft I in this defign: well may you, Sir, 

Remember me at Court, where I was tavgat 

Of your chafte Daughter, the widedifference 

*Twixt Amorous, and Villainous. . Being thus quench’d 

Of hope, not longing; mine Jtalian Brain, 

*"Ganin your duller Britain operate 

Molt vilely: for my Vantage excellent, 

And to be brief, my practice fo prevail’d 

That I return’d with fimular proof enough, 

To make the Noble Leonatus mad, 

By wounding his belief in her Renown, 

With Tokens thus, and thus; averring notes 

Of Chamber-Hanging, Pitures, this her Bracelet 

(Oh cunning how I got it) nay fome marks 

Of fecret on her Perfon, that he could noe 

But think her bond of Chaftity quite crack’d, 

I having ta’en the forfeit; whereupon, 

Methinks I fee him now 
Pof. Ay, fo thou do'ft, [Coming forward, 

Italian Fiend! Ay me, moft credulous Fool, 

Egregious. Murtherer, Thief, any thing 

That’s due to all the Villains paft, in being, 

Oh give me Cord, Knife or Poifon, 

Some upright Jufticcr. Thou King, fend out 

For Torturers ingenious; it is I 

That all th’ abhorred things o’ th’ Earth amend, 

By being worfe than they. I am Poffhumus, 

That kill’d thy Daughter: Villain-like, I lie, 

That caus’d a leffer Villain than my felf, 

A facrilegious Thief to do’t. The Temple 

Of Virtue was fhe; yea, and. fhe her felf. 

Spit, and throw Stones, caft myre upon me, fet 

The Dogs o' ch’ Street to bait me: every Villain 

Be call’d Poffhumus Leonaius, aud 

Be Villainy lefs than twas. Oh Jmogen! 

My Queen, my Life, my Wife: oh Zmogen, 

Limogen, Imogen 


Nay 
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imo. Peace, my Lord, hear, hear-—— 
Poff. rt h. ive a Fi V of this ? 
Tipu {co Ti ful Pages th re thy pai Ce LY tR af her, fie ta ls 


Pil. Oh CG tit men, oa ee Js 

. ag 4 “7 rar . R eee {. “ . “+L vs ty f 4 Fs FD if tag’ é¢ 
Mue na your iviltreiss——Un, MY Lu rd LOL DAIAES . 
Pr yo biip 2 pas Pp “Fk 4 ros 
+e neer Kiil G Lwoven tll HOW wo 11¢ ils neip 


e Hon Ou ; "d 8 a ay —— aioe 


pe 





cen: Does the World go round ? 

doft. How come thefe Staggers on me ? 

fif. Wake my ie {trefs, 

Cym. If this b “the G Gods do mean to ftrike me 


Todeath with mo real jOy- 
lif? How feres.m y Mi itrefs. 
Ino. Oh get thee from my f oht, 


/} 
i ad oe cf nr 31} rw « “ef 4 a - rn an Py 1} r 1. “ 77 
£ hou gav it me Ponion ; dangerous Fellow Hence, 
“~. : ha s . awn v  -— .-+. - 
Brei n not where Princes aré. 
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Fif; Lady, the gods throw Stonés of Sulph 1ur on me, if 
wy F 


Fhit Boxe! gave vi as: Was A ot thought by me 
precious ching, I had it from the Queen. 
Gm. New matter Citt 
Ino. Xt poifon’d me. 

n. Oh gods! 

I let out one thing which the Queen confefs’d, 

Which mutt approve thee honeft. If Pifanio 
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Guid. this is fure Fidele. 
Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady from you? 
Think that you are upon a Rock, and now 
Throw me agin, 
Poff. Hang there like Fruit, my Soul, 
Till the Tree die. 
Cym. How now, my Fleth ? my Child?! 
What, mek it thou me a dullard in this Act? 
Wilt thou nor fpcak to me? | 
Imo. Your Biefling, Sir. | Kneeing. 
Bel. Though you did love this Youth, I blame you :ot, 
You had a Motive for’t. 
Cym. My tears that fall 
Prove Hely-water on thee; Imogen, 
Thy Mother's dead. 
Imo. 1 am forry for t, my Lord. 
Cyn. Oh, fhe was naught; aod long of her it was 
That we meet here fo ftrangely ; but her Son 


"Ts BOs we know not how, nor where, 


Pils My Lo d, 
Now fear is oth me, I'll fpeak truth. Lord Cloten, 
Upor my Lady’s miffing, cana to me 
With his Sworc td drawn, foam’d at the Mouth, and fwor 
If 1 Seaver not which. way fhe was gone, 
It was my inftant death. By accident 
I had a feigned Letter of my Mafter’s 
Then in my Pocket, which direéted her 
To feck him on the Mountains near to AZilford, 
Where ina frenzy, in my Mafter’s Garments, 
Which he infore’d from me, away he pofts 
With unchaft purpofe, and with. Oath to violate 
My Lady's honour; what became of him, 
I further chai not. 

Gui, Let me end the Story; I flew him there. 

Cym, Marry, the Gods forefend. 
! wor ild not thy good deeds fhould from my Lips 

ick a hard Senceaces : Prithee valiant Youth 
a t apain. 

Gui. I have {poke it, and I did it. 

Cy, Fle was a Princes 
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Gai. A moft incivilone. The wrongs he did me 
Were nothing Prince-like ; for he did provoke me 
With Language that would make me fpurn the Sea, 
If it could fo roar to me. I cut of’s Head, 
And am right glad he is not ftanding here 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cy, 1 am forry for thee; 

By chine own Tongue thou art condemn’d, and muft 
Endure cur Law; thou’rt dead 

Imo, That headlefs Man I tl 

Cym. Bind the Offender, 
And take him from our prefence. 

Bel. Stay, Sir King, 

This Man ts better than the Man he flew, 
As well defcended as thy felf, and hath 
More of thee merited, than a Band of Clotens 
Had ever fear for. Let his Arms alone, 
They were not born for bondage. 

Cym,. Why old Soldier, 

Wut thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for 
By talting of our wrath? how of defcent 
As g>0d as we? 

Airy. In that he fpake too far. 

Cy. And thow thalt die for’r. 

Bel, We will die all three, 

But I will prove that two on’s are as pood 

As I have given out of him. My Sons, I muft 
For mine own part, unfold a dangerous Speech, 
Though haply well for you. 

4ry, Your danger’s ours. 

Gui. And our good his. 

Bel, Fave at it then, by leave 
Thou hadft, great King, a Subje@, who 
Was call’d Bellarius. 

Cym. What of him? he is a banith’d Traitor; 

Bel. He it is that hath 
Affum’d this Age; indeed a banifh’d Man, 

I know nor how a Traitor. 

Cym. Vake him hence, 

The whole World thal! not faye him. 


10ughe had been my Lord. 


Bel; 


bi 


Bel. Not too hot ; 
Firft pay me for the nurfing of thy Sons, 
And let it be confifcate all, fo fooa 
As I have receiv d it. 

Cym. Nurfing of my 5ons¢ : 

Bel. 1 am too blunt, and fawey; here’s my Kknce: 
E’er I arife, I will prefer my 5ons, ! 

hen fpare not the old Father. Mighty Sir, 
Thele two young Gentlemen that call me Father, 
And think they are my Sons, are none of mine, 
They are the Iffue of your Loias, my Liege, 
And Blood of your begetting. 

Cym. How? my Iflue ? 

Bel. So fure as you, your Father’s: I, old Adorgan, 
Am that Bellarius, whom you fometime banith’d 5 


Your pleafure was my near Offence, my Punifhment 


It felf, and all my Treafon that £ iuffer’d, 
Was all the harm I did. Thefe gentle Princes, 
For fuch, and fo they are, thefe twenty Years 
Have I train’d up; thofe Arts they have, as I 
Could put into them. My breeding was, Sir, 
As your Highnefs knows, their Nurfe Evxriphile, 
Whom for the Theft I wedded, ftole thefe Children 
Upon my Banifhments I movd her tot, 
Having receiv’d the Punifhment before 
For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyalty, 
Excited me to Treafon, Their dear lofs, 
The more of you *twas felt, the more it fhap’d 
Unto my end of ftealing them. But gracious Sir, 
Here are your Sons again; and I muft lofe 
Two of the fweet’ft Companions in the World. 
The benediction of thefe covering’ Heav’ns 
Fall on their Heads like dew, for they are worthy 
To in-lay Heav’ns with Stars, 

Cym. Thou weep’ft, and fpeak’ i: 
The Service that you three have done, 1s more 
Unlike, than this thou tell’{t. I loft my Children-- 
If thefe be they, I know not how to with 
A pair of worthier Sons, | 

Bel. Be pleas’d a while 
This Gentleman, whom I call Polidore, 


: Moft 


td 





Cymibeline. “2339 ae ' 
Bae fi t 





| 








2840 i ymbeline. 


Moft worthy Prince, as yours, is true Gaiderins : 
This Gentleman, my Cadwall, Arviragus, 

Your younger Princely Son ; he, Sir, was lapt 
In a moft curiow Mantle, wro ight by th’Hand 
her, which 


Of his Queen Mot for more probation 
i can with eafe produce, 


. ais 
Cyw. Guiderin: had 
t tS a Sa po mae : 
Upon his Neck a Mole, a fanguine Star, 
fe was a mark of wonder. 
Bel. This ts he ; 
Who hath upon him fill that natura] fflamp : 
Fe was wife Nature’s end, in the donation, 
Fo be his Evidence now. 
C) wm. Oh, whit am [ 
A Mother to the birth of three 2 Ne’er Mother 
Rejoic’d deliverasce more $ bleft may you DE, 
2 Comin oh cet D.xc . vee 
relay artes C115 fvange ftarting from your Orbs, 
rou may reign 19 them now: Oh Jmogen, 
of ‘tie 3 >> é 
hou halt | ) 
time. No, my Lord : 
have got two Worlds by’t. Oh my gentle Brothers, 
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Will ferve our long Interrogatories. See, 
Pofthumus Anchors upon Imogen; 
And fhe, like harmlefs Lightning, throws her Eye 
On him, her Brothers, Me, her Mafter, hitting 
Each object with a Joy: the Counter-change 
Is ieveraily in all. Let’s quit this ground, 
And {moak the Temple with our Sacrifices. 
Thou art my Brother, fo we'll hold thee ever. [70 Bellarius. 
4mo. You are my Mother too, and did relieve me: 
To fee this gracious feafon! 
Cym. All o’er-joy’d 
Save thefe in Bonds, let them be joyful too, 
For they fhall tafte our Comfort. 
Imo. My gocd Matter, [ will yet do you fervice. 
Luc, Happy be you. 
Cym. The forlorn Soldier that fo nobly fought 
He would have well becom’d this place, and gra¢’d 
The thankings of a King. 
Poff. 1 am, Str, 
The Soldier that did Company thefe three 
In poor befeeming : ’twas a fitment for 
The purpofe I then follow’d. That I was he, 
Speak, Jachimo, I had you down, and might 
Have made your finifh. 
Lach, I am down again: 
But now my heavy Confcience finks my Knee, 
As then your Force did. Take that Life, befeech you, 
Which I fo often owe: but your Ring firf., 
And here your Bracelet of the trueft Princefs 
That ever fwore her Faith. 
Poff. Kneel not to me: 
The power that I have on you, is to {pare you: 
The malice towards you, to forgive you. Live, 
And deal with others better. 
€ym. Nobly doom’d: 
We'll learn our freenefs of a Son-in-Law ; 
Pardon’s the word to all. 
rv. You holp us, Sir, 
As you did mean indeed to be our Brother, 
Joy’d are we, that you are. 
Poff. Your Servant, Princes. Good my Lord of Rome 
Vot.;: Vi. sy Call 
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Call forth your Soorh/ayers As I flept, methought 
Great Fupiter upon his Eagle back’d 

Appear’d to mey with other fprightly fhews 

OF mine own Kindred. When I wak’d, j found 
This Label on my bofom; whofe containing 

Is fofrom Senfe in hardnefs, that I can 

Make no Colle&ion of it. Let him the 

His skiil in the conftruétion. 

Luc. Philarmonus. 

Sooth. Here, my good Lord. 

Luc. Read, and declare the meaning. 

Reads. 

\ 7 Hex as a Lion’s Whelp fhall, to himfelf uaknown, with 
\ ' out feeking find, and be embracd by. a piece of tender 
Air ; And when from a ftately Cedar fhail be lopt branches, 
which being dead many years, fhall after revive; be jointed 
to the old Steck, and frefbly grow, then {ball Pofthumys 
end his Adiferies, Britain be Fortuyate, and flourifp in Peaoe 
ana Plenty. 

Thou, ZLeoxatus, art the Lion’s Whelp, 

The fit and apt Conftru@tion of thy Name 

Being Leonatas, doth import fo, much: 

The piece of tender Air, thy Virtuous Daughter, 

Which we call Mollis Aer, and Mollis Aer 

We term it A¢ulier: Which Adulier I divine 

Is this moft conftant Wife, who even now 

Anfwering the Letter of the Oracle, 
Unknown to you, unfought, were clipt about 
With this molt tender Air. 

Cym. This hath fome feeming. 

Soorh. The lofty Cedar, Royal Cymbeline, 
Perfonates thee; And thy lopt Branches, point 
Thy two Sons forth: who by Bellarius ftoll’n 
For many Years thought dead, are now reviv'd, 
To the Majeftick Cedar join'd’; whofe Iffue 
Promifes Britain, Peace aad Plenty. 

Cym Well, 
My Peace we will begin: And Caius Lucins, 
Although the Vitor, we fubmit to Cafars 
And'to the Roman Empire; promiling 


To 
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To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which 
We were difluaded by our wicked Queen, 
Whom Heav’ns in juftice both on her, and hers, 
Have laid moft heavy hand. 
Sooth. The Fingers of the Powers above, do tune 
The Harmony of this Peace : the Vifion 
Which I made known to Lucius eer the {troke 
Of this yet fearce-cold Battel, at this inftant 
Is full accomplith’d. For the Roman Eagle 
From South to Weft, on Wing foaring aloft 
Leffen’d her felf, and in the Beams o’th’ Sun 
So vanifh’d; which fore-fhew’d our Princely Eagle 
Th’ Imperial Cz/ar, fhould again unite 
His Favour, with the Radiant Cymbeline, 
Which fhines here in the Weft. 
Cym: Laud we the gods: 
And let our crooked Smoaks climb to their Noftrils 


~ From our bleft Altars. Publifh we this Peace 


To all our Subjeéts. Set we forward : let 
A Roman, and a Britifh Enfign wave 
Friendly together ; fo through Lwd’s Town march, 
And in the Temple of great Fupiter 
Our Peace we'll ratifie. Seal it with Feafts. 
Set on there: Never was a War did ceafe 
E’er bloody hands were wath’d, with fuch a Peace, 
| Exennt omnes. 
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Dramatis Perfonz. 


Ntiochus, 2 Tyrant of Greece. 
Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
Egat, | Piwe Lords of Tyre. 
Efcanes, 
Symonides, Ki ing of Pentapolis. 
Cleon, Governor of Tharfus. 
Lyfimachus, Governor of Metaline. 
Cerimon, @ Lord of Ephefus. 
Thaliard, Servant to Antiochus. 
FE eonine, 2 Murtherer, Servant to Diony fia. 
Gower. 
Lords, &c. 
Knighis tiliing in Honour of Thaifa. 





Hefperides, Daughter of Antiochus. 
Dionyfia, Wife to Cleon. 

haifa, Daughter to Symonides. 
Marina, Daughter te Pericles and Thaifa. : 
Eychorida, Nurfe to Marina. 
Philoten, Daughter, to Cleon. 

Diana, 4 Godde/s appearing to Pericles, 


Sailors, Pirates, Fiifoermen, and Melfengers. : 
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Enter Gower. 


10 fing a Song that old was [ungs 
S| From Afhes ancient Gower ts come. 
Affuming Man's I 
To glad your Ear, 
It bath been fung at Feftivals, 
On Ember Eves, and Holy- Days. 
And Lords and’ Ladies in their lives, 
Have read it for re[toratives. 
The purchase is to. make Men glorious. 
Et bonum quo Antiquius, €o melius. 
If you, born in thefe latter times, 
When Wit’s more ripe, accept my Rhimes; 

And that to bear an old Adan fing, 
wifbes pleafure brings 
and that L might 


and pleafe your Eyess 


A4ay to your 
I Lifé would wifb, 
Walte it for you like. Taper- 
This Antioch, then, Ants 
Buile up this City for bis-¢ 
The faire[t in. ail’ Sytiae 
I tell you what mine Mts 
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2848 — Peticksf Prince of Tyre. 
This King unto him tok a Peer, 

Wo died, and left a Female Heir, 

So .buck fome, blithe, and full of face, 

“45 Fleav'n had lent ber all his grace: 
With whom the Fathr liking took 

Hind her to Inceft did provoke, 

Baa Child, worfe Faber, to entice his own 
Toevil, fhould be dom by none : 

But cuftom, what they did begin, 

Was. with long ufe,-cusnted no Sin. 

The Beauty of this firkul Dame, 

“itade many Princes ihither frame, 

To feek her as a Bed-fellow, 

In Marriage pleafure, Play-fellow: 

Which to prevent, hemade a Law, 

To keep her ftill, and Aten in awe, 

That who fo askt ber for his Wife, 

fis. Riddle told nor, loft his Life: 

So for her many a Wiuht did- die, 

“4s yon grim looks do teftifie. 

What enfues to the juigment of your Eye, 

1 give my caufe, wh beft can teftifie. [ Exit. 


Enter Antiochis, Prixce Pericles, and Followers, 

Ant. Young Prince of Tyre, you have at large receiv’d 
The danger of the ask you undertake, ; 

Per. 1 have, dntichus, and with a Soul emboldned 
With the glory of her praife, think death no hazard, 
In this enterprize, 

Ant, Mutfick, briig in our Daughter, cloth’d like a Bride 
For embracements, een of Fove himfelf; 
At whofe conceptior, *till Lecing reign’d, 
Nature this dowry fave, to glad her prefence, 
The Senate Houfe of Planets all did fir, 
To knit in her their bef Perfections, 

Enter Hefperides. 

Per. See where the comes, apparell’d like the Spring, 
Graces her Subje@s, and her Thoughts the King, 
Of every Virtue givs Renown to Men: 
Her Face the Book of Praifes, where is read 
Nothing but curioys Pleafures, as from thence 


Sorrow 


i, 
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Sorrow were ever rackt, and tefty wrath 
on never be her mild Companion. 

You gods that made me Man, and {way in love, 
That have inflam’d defire within my real, i 
To tafte the Fruit of yon ccieftial Tree, 

Or die inthe adventure, be my helps, 
As I am Son and Servant te your wall, 
To compafs fuch a boundicfs happinels 

Ant, Prince Pericles. 

Per. That would be Son to great dstiochus. 

Ant. Before thee ftands this fair Ai/perides, — 
With golden Fruit, but dangerous tobe touch’d : 
For Death like Dragons here affcight thre hard: 

Her Face, like Heav’n, enticeth ae t) view 

Her countlefs Glo-y, which defcrt mult gain: 

And which without defert, becaufe thine Eye 

Piefumes to reach, all the whole heap muft die. 

Yon fometimes famous Princes like thy felf 

Drawn by report, adventrous by dete 

Tell thee with {peechlefs Tongues, and Semblance pales 
That without covering fave YOO field of Stars, 

Here they fland Martyrs flain in Cupid's W ars: 

And with dead Cheeks-advife thee ro defift, 

For going on Death’s Net, whom none refitt. 

Per. Antiochus I thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail mortality to know it {elf, 

And by thofe feaiful obj<&s to prepare 

This Body, Ake to them, to what I nuft: 

For Death remémbred, fhould be like a Mirrour, 

W ho tells. us,Life’s but breath, to truft in error: 

Vil make my Will then, and as fick Men do, 

Who know. the World, ‘fee Heav’ n, but feeling woe, 
Gripe not at earthly Joys, as erft they did. 

So I bequeath a happy Peace to you 

And all good Men, as every Prince fiould a, 

My riches to the Earth from whence: they came: 

But my unfpotted fire of Love to you. [To Hefperidés. 
Thus ready for the way of Life or Death, 
I wait the tharpeft blow, -dutiochus, 

Scorning advice. Read the conclufion then. 
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Ant, Which read and not expounded, ’tis decreed 
As thefe before fo thou thy felf thalt bleed. 
Hefp. Of ail faid yet, may thou prove profperous, 
Of all faid yet, I with thee happinefs, [ Ex. Hefperides. 
Per. Like a bold Champion I affume the Lifts, 
Nor ask advice of any other thoughe, 
But faithfulnefs, and courage, 


The Riddle. 

I am no Viper, yet I feed 

On Mother's flefh which did me breed - 

1 fought a Husband, in which labour, 

I found that kindnefs ix a Father. 

He's Father, Son, and Husband mild, 

I Mother, Wife, and yet his Child. 

How they may be, and yet in two, 

44s you will live, refolve it you. 
Sharp Phyfick is the laft?, but O you Powers ! 
That gives Heav’n countlefs Eyes to view Mens aGs, 
Why could they not their fights perpetually 2 
If this be true, which makes me pale to read it, 
Fair Glafs of light, [ lov’d you, and could ftill, 
Were not this glorious Casket ftor’d with ill: 
Bue I muft tell you, now my thoughts revolt; 
For he’sno Man on whom perfeGions wair, 
That knowing Sin within, will touch the Gate: 
You're a fair Viol, and your fenfe the fringes 
Who finger’d to make Man bis lawful Mufick, 
Woud draw Heav’n down, and all the gods to hearken, 
But being plaid upon before your time, 
Hell only danccth at fo harfh a chime; 
Gord footh I care not for you. 

Ant, Prince Pericles, touch not upon thy Life, 
For thet’s aa Article within our Law, 
As dangerous as the reft: Your time’s expir’d, 
Either expound now, or receive your Sentence. 
Per. Great King, 

Few love to hear the Sins they love to a, 
*Fwould braid your felf coo near for nie to tell it: 
Who hath a Book of all that Monarchs do, 
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For Vice repeated, is like the wandring Wind, 
Blows duft in. others Eyes, to fpread it felf; 
And yet the end of all is bought thus dear, 
The breath is gone, and the fore Eyes fee clear. 
To ftop the air would hurt them, the blind Mole caft 
Copt Hills toward Heav'n, to tell the Earth is throng’d 
By Man’s oppreffion, and the poor Worm doth die for’t. 
Kings are Earth’s Gods: In Vice their Law’s their will, 
And if ove ftray, who dares fay, Jove doth ill. 
It is enough you know it, and “tis fit; 
What being more known, grows worfe to {mother it. 
All love the Womb that there being bred, 
Then give my Tongue like leave to love my Head. 
Ant, Heav’n that I had it; he has found the meaning, 
But I will gloze with him. Young Prince of 7yre, 
Though by the tenour of our ftri& Edid, 
Your Expofition mif-interpreting, ; 
We might proceed to cancel off your days. 5 
Yet hope, fucceeding from fo fair a Tree, 
As your fair felf, doth. tune us otherwife: 
Ferty Days longer we do refpite you, 
If by which time our fecret.be undone, 
This mercy fhews, we'll joy in fuch a Son: 
And until then, your entertain Mia}l be 
As doth befit our honour, and your worth. [ Extte 
Manet Pericles, folus. 
Per. How Courtefie would feem to cover Sin, 
When what is done is like: an. Hypocrite, 
The which is good in nothing but in fight ; 
If it be true that I interpret falfe, 
Then were it certain you were not fo bad, 
As with foul Inceft to abufe your Soul: 
Where now you're both a Father anda Son, 
By your untimely clafpings with your Child, 
(Which pleafures fits an Husband, not a Father,) 
And. fie an eater of her Mother’s flefh, 
By the defiling of her Parents Bed, 
And both like Serpents,are,, who, though they feed. 
On fweeteft Floweis, yet they Poifon breed, 
Antioch farewels for wifdom fees, thofe Men 
Bluth not in ations blacker than the night, 
. Will 
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Will thew no courfe to keep them from the light: 
One Sin, I know, another doth provoke; 
Murder’s as near to Luft, as flame to fmoak. 
Poifon and T'reafon are the Hands of Sin, 
Ay, and the Targets to put off the thame: 
Then left my Life be cropt to keep you clear, 
By flight 1’!] fhun the danger which I fear. | Exit. 
Exter Antiochus, 
4nt, He hath found the meaning, 
For which we mean to have his Head : 
He muft not Jive to trumpet forth my infamy, 
Nor tell the World Antiochus doth fin 
Tn fuch a loathed manner, 
And therefore inftantly this Prince muft die. 
And by his fall my honour muft keep high. 
W ho attends us here ? 
Enter Thaliard, 
Thal. Doth your Highnefs call2 
Ant. Thaliard, you are of our Chamber, 
And our Mind partakes her private AGtions 
To your feerefie; and for your faithfulnefs 
We will advance you, Thaliard. 
Behold, here’s Poifon and here's Gold, 
We hate the Prince of Tyre, and thou muft kill him. 
Ir fits thee not to ask the reafon why: 
Becaufe we bid it: Say, is it done ? 
Thal. My Lord, ’tis done. 
Enter a Meffenger. 

Ant. Enough. Let your breath cool your felf, telling 
your hafte. 

Mef. My Lord, Prince Pericles is fled. 

Ant. As thou wilt live, fly after; and as an Arrow, fhet 
from a well experient Archer, hits the mark his Eye doth 
level at: So do thou never return, unlefs thou fay, Prince 
Pericles is dead. 

Thal. My Lord, if I can get him within my Piftol’s 
length, I'll make him fure enough: So farewel to your High- 


Ay 


nefs. | Exit. 
Ant. Thaliard adieu, ’till Pericles be dead, 
My Heart can lend no fuccour to my Head. [ Exit. 
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Enter Pericles, Hellicanus, with other Lords. 
Per. Let none difturb us: 
Why fhould this change of thoughts, 
The fad Companion dull-ey’d melancholy, 
By me fo us’d, a Gueft as not an hour, 
In the days glorious walk or peaceful Night, 
The Tomb where grief fhould fleep, can breed me quiet, 
Here pleafures court mine Eyes, and mine Eyes fhun then, 
And danger which I feared, is at sdntioch, 
Whofe Arm feems far too fhort to hit me here, 
Yet neither pleafurcs art can joy my Spirits, 
Nor yet the others diftance comfort me : 
Then it is thus, that paflions of the Mind, 
That have their firft conception by mif-dread, 
Have after nourifhment and Life by care; 
And what was firft by fear, what might be done, 
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done. 
And fo ’tis with me, the great Axtiochns, 
*Gainft whom I am too little to contend, 
Since he’s fo great, can make his will his 2@, 
Will thick me {peaking, though I fwear to filence, 
Nor boots it me to fay I honour him, 
If he fufpe& I may difhonour him. 
Asd what may make him blufh in being kcown, 
He'll ftop the courfe by which it might be known, 
With hoftile Forces.he’ll o’er-{pread the Land, 
And with the ftint of War will look fo huge, 
Amazement fhall drive Courage from the State: 
Our Men be vanquith’d, e’er they do refift. 
And Subje&s punith’d, that ne’er thought offence, 
Which care of them, net pity of my felf, 
Who once no more but as the tops of Trees, 
Which fence the Roots they grow by, and defend them, 
Make not my Body pine; and Soul to languifh, 
And punifh that before that he would punifh. 
1 Lord. Joy and all comfort in your facred Breaft, 
2 Lord, And keep your mind “till ye return to us 
Peaceful and comfortable. 
Hell, Peace, peace, and give experience Tongue: 
They do abufe the King that flatter him, 
For flattery is the Bellows blows up fin, 
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The thing the which is flatter’d, but a {park, 
To which that {park gives heart and ftronger glowing ; 
N hereas reproof obedient and in order, 
Fits Kings as they are Men, for they may err, 
W hen Signior Sooth here doth proclaim Peace, 
He flitters you, makes War upon your Life. 
Prince, pardon me, or ftrike me if you pleafe, 
I cannot be much lower than my Knees. 
Per. Allleave us elfe: but let your cares o’er-look 
What Shipping, and what Lading’s in our Haven, 
: And then return to us: Hellicanus, thou haft 
Mov'd us: what feeft thou in our Looks? 
ffell, An angry brow, dread Lord. 
Per. If there be fach a Dart in Princes frowns, 
Fiow durft thy Tongue move anger to our Face? 
fell, Flow dares the Planets look up unto Heav’n; 
From whence they have their nourifhment 2 
Per. Thou know’ft I have powerto take thy Life from thee, 
fell. I have ground the Ax my felf, 
Do you but ftrike the blow, 
Per. Rife, prithee rife, firdown, thou art no Flatterer, 
I thank thee for it, and Heav’n forbid, 
That Kings fhould Jet their Bars hear their faults hid. 
Pit Counfellor, and Servant for 4 Prince, 
Who by thy wifdom makes a Prince thy Servant, 
W hat would’it thou have me do? 
Hell, To bear with patience {uch griefs, 
As you your felf do lay upon your felf, 
Per. Thou {peak’ft like a Phyfician, Hellicaxus, 
That minifters a potion unto me, 
That thou wouldft tremble to receive thy felf. 
Attend me then; I went to Antioch, 
Where as thouknow’ft, (againft the Face of Death) 
I fought the purchace of a gloxious Beauty, 
From whence an! ffue I might propagate, 
Are Arms to Princes, and bring Joys to Subjects. 
Her Face was to mine Eye beyond all wonder, 
The reft (hark in thine Ear) as black as Inceft, 
Which bymy knowledge. found,. the finful Father, 
Seem’d not to ftrike, bur fmooth: Burthou know’ ft this, 
"Tis time to fear, when Lyraats: feem to kif, | 
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Which fear fo grew in me, I hither fled, 
Under the covering of a careful Night, 
Who feem’d my good Protefor: and being here, 
Bethought me what was paft, what might {ucceed ; 
I knew him tyrannous, and’ Tyrants fears 
Decreafe not, but grow fafter than the years: 
And thould he think, as no doubt he doth, 
That I fhould open to the liftening Air, 
How many worthy Princes Blood were thed, 
To keep his Bed of blacknefs unlaid ope, 
To lop that doubr, he'll fill this Land with arms, 
And make pretence of wrong that I have done him, 
When all for mine, if I may call offence, 
Mutt feel Wars blow, who fears not innocence: 
Which love to all, of which thy felf art one, 
Who now reproved’ft me for it. 
Hell, Alas, Sir. 
Per. Drew Sleep out of my Eyes, Blood from my Cheeks, 
Mufings into my Mind, with a thoufand doubts 
How I might ftop their tempeft e’er it came, 
And finding little comfort to relieve them, 
I thought it Princely Charity to grieve for them. 
Hell, W cll, my Lord, fince you have given me leave to fpeak, 
Freely will I {peak, 2xtiochus you fear, 
And juftly too, I think, you fear the Tyrant. 
Who either by publick War or private Treafon, 
Will take away your Life. 
Therefore, my Lord, go travel fora while, 
“Till that his rage and anger be forgot ; 
Or ’ll the Deftinies do cut the thread of his Life: 
Your Rule direct to any, if to me, 
Day feives not Light more faithful than I'll be. 
Per. } do not doubr thy Faith, 
But fhould he wrong my Liberties in my abfence? 
Hell. We'll mingle our bloods together in the Earth, 
From whence we had our being and our birth. 
Per. Tyre, I now look from thee then, and ta Tharfas 
Intend my travel, where I’ll hear from thee; 
And by whofe Letters I'll difpofe my felt; 
The care I had and have of Subjets good, 
On thee I lay, whofe wifdom’s ftrength can bear ir, an 
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Ill take thy word for Faith, not ask thine Oath; 
Who fhuns not to break one, will fure crack both = 
But in our Orbs we live fo round and fafe, 
That time of both this truth thall ne’er convince, 
Thou theweft a Subj°@’s thine, Ia erue Prince. 
Euter Thaliard [clts. 

Thal. So, this is Zjre, and this isthe Court, here mu ft 
L kill King Pericles, andifI do it not, Lam fureto be hang’d 
at home : it is dangerous. 

Well, I perceive he was a wife Fellow, and had zood dif. 


| Exeunt, 


° 


etion, that being bid to ask what he would of the King, 
defired he might know none of his Secrets. Now do I fee 
he had fome reafon for it : For if a King bid a Man be 4 Vik 
lain, he is bound by the Indenture of his Oath to be one, 

Hufht, here comes the Lords of Tyre. 

Enter Hellicanus, Efcanes, with other Lords of Tyre, 

Hell, You hall not need, my Fellow-Peers of Tyre; 
Further to queftion me of your King’s departure, 
His feal’d Commiffion left in truft with me, 
Doth {peak fufficiently, he’s gone to travel, 

Thal. How, the King gone ? 

Fell, 'f further yet you will be fatisfied, 

Why (as it were unlicen’d of your loves) 
He would depart 2 [’]] give fame 
Being at Axntioch—._ 

Thal. What from Antioch ? 

Hell. Royal Autiochus (on what canfe T know not) 
Took fome difpleafure at him; at leztt he judg’d fo: 

And doubting that he had erred or finned, 

To thew his forrow, he would correct himfelf ; 
So puts himfelf unto the Shipman’s toyl, 

With whom each minute threatens Life or Death. 

Thal. Well, I perceive I thal] not be hang’d now, al- 
though I would; but fince he’s gone, the King's Seas mukt 
pleafe: he ’fcap’d the Land, to perith at the Sea: [jl pre- 
fent my felf. Peace to the Lords of Tyre, 

Hell. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcome. 

Thal, From him I come 
With Meflage unto Princely Pericles : 


But fince my Landing I have underftood, 


heht unto you. 


Your 
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Your Lord hath betook himfelf to unknown Travels, 
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My Meflage muft return from whence it came. 
Hell. We have no reafon to defire it, 
€o0mmended to our Matter, not to us; 
Yet e’er you fhall depart, this we defire, A 
As Friends to Antioch, we may Feaft in Zyre. | Exennts 
Enter Cleon the Goveruor of Tharfus, with Dionyfia 
and others. 
Cle. My Dionyfia, fhall we reft us here, 
And by relating Tales of others Griefs, 
See if ’twill teach us to forget our own ¢ 
Dio. That were to blow at Fire in hope to quench it, 
For who digs Hills becaufe they do afpire, 
Throws down one Mountain to caft up a higher: 
O my diftreffed Lord, even fach our Griefs are, 
Here they’re but felt, and feen with Mifchiefs Eyes, 
But like to Groves, being topt, they higher rife, 
Cle. O Dionyfiay 
Who wanteth Food, and will not fay he wants it, 
Or can conceal his Hunger, ’till he famith ¢ 
Our Tongues and Sorrows do found deep: 
Our Woes into the Air, our Eyes to weep, 
°Till Tongues fetch Breath that may proclaim 
Them louder, that if Heav’n flumber, while 
Their Creatures want, they may awake 
Their helpers to comfort ther. 
Ill then difcourfe our Woes felt feveral Years, 
And wanting Breath to fpeak, help me with Tears. 
Dio. Vil do my beft, Sir. 
Cle. This Thar/us, o'er which I’ve the Government, 
A City, on whom Plenty held full Hand, 
For Riches ftrew’d her felf even in the Streets, 
Whofe Towers bore heads fo high, they kift the Clouds, 
And Strangers ne'er beheld, but wonder’d at 3 
Whofe Men and Dames fo jetted and adorn’d, 
Like oneanothers Glafs to trim them by 5 
Their Tables were ftor’d full, to glad the fighr, 
And not fo much to feed on, as delight, 
All Poverty. was fcorn’d, and Pride fo great, 
The Name of Help grew odious to repeat. 
Dio, Oli "tis true. 
Vou. Vi. oO Cle, 
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2858 Perielees Prince of Tyre. 

Cle. But fee whit Heav’n can do by this our Change: 
Thefe Mouths, who but of late, Earth, Sea; and Air, 
Were all too little to content and pleafe, 

Although they gave their Creatures in abundance 3 
As Houtles aré defil’d for wane of ule, 

They are now ftarv’d for want of Exercife ; 
Thoie Patlats, who, not yet to favers yourgers 
Mit have Inventions to delight the Tafte, 

Would now be glad of Bread, and beg fox it; 
Thefe Mochers wha to nouzle up their Babes, 
Thought nought coo curious, are ready now, 

To eat thofe little Darlings whom they loy'd, 
So fharp are hungers Teeth, that Man and Wife 
Draw Lots who firft fhall dye to lengthen Life. 
Here ftandsa Lord, and there a Lady weeping, 
Here many fink, yet thofe which fee them fall, 
Have f{carce Strength left to give them Burial. 
Is not this true 2 

Dio. Our Cheeksand hollow Eyes do witnefs it. 

Cle. O let thofe Cities that of Plenty’s Cup, 
And her Profperities fo largely taft, 

Wirth their fuperfluous Riots hear thefe Tears ; 
The Mifery of Zhar/us may be theirs. 
Exmter a Lord. 

Lord. Where’s the Lord Governor ? 

Cle. Here, {peak out thy Sorrows, whichthou bring’ft 
in hafte, for Comfort is too far for us to expect. 

Lord, We have defcried, upon our neighbouring Shore, 
A portly fail of Ships make hitherward. _ 

Cle. I thought as much, 
One Sorrow never comes but brings an Heir, 
That may fucceed as his Iuhericor : 
And fo in ours: Some neighbouring Nation, 
Taking Advantage of our Mifery, 
That ftuft the hollow Veffels with their Pow’r, 
To beat us down, the which are down already. 
And make a Conqueft of uchappy me, 
Whereas no Glory is got to overcome, 

Lord. That's the leaft Fear, 


For by the ftmblance of their Flags difplaid, 
They 
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They bring us Pesce, and come to us as Favourers; 
Not as Foes. 
Cle, Thou fpeak’ft like Hymns untutor’d ro repeat, 
Who makes thé faireft Shew, means moft Deceit. 
Bat bring they what they will, and what they can, 
What need we fear, the Ground’s the dowelt, 
And we are half way there: Go tell their General we at- 
tend him here: 
To know for what he comes, and whence he-coms, 
And what he craycs, 
Lerd. { go, my Lord. 
Cle. Welcome his Peace, if he on Peace confilt ; 
If Wars, we are unable to refift. 
Enter Pericles with Attendants. 
Per. Lord Governor, for fo we hear you are, 
Let not our Ships and number of our Men, 
Be like a Beacon fir'd, to amaze your Eyes, 
We've heard your Miferies as far as-7)re, 
And feen the Defolation of your Streets : 
Nor come we to add Sorrow to your Tears, 
But to releafe them of their heavy load, 
And thefe our Ships, you happily may think 
As like the Trojan Horfe, was ftuft within, 
With bloody Veins expecting overthrow, 
Are ftor’d with Corn to make your needy Bread, 
And give them Life, whom hunger ftarv’d half dead. 
Omues. The Gods of Greece prote& you, 
And we'll pray for you. 
Per, Arife, I pray you arife ; 
We do not look for Reverence, but for Love, 
And harbourage for our felf, our Ships, and Men, 
Cie. The which when any (hall not gratifie, 
Or pay you with Unthankfilnefs in Thought, 
Be it our Wives, our Children, or our felves, 
The Carfe of Heav’n and Men fucceed their Evils ; 
‘Till when, the which, I hope, fhall ne’er be feen, 
Your Grace is welcome to our. Town and vu ¢ 
Per. Which welcome we'll accept, Feaft here a while, 
Until our Stars that frown, lend us.a Smile. [ Excunt. 
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Enter Gower, 
Gow. FH Fj é have Vor t feen a aA mighty King, 


His Chi a I wis, to Inceft bring : 
AA [ etter Lrince an | OCH ¢ Li rds 
Lhat will prove aw) “l it in + eee and Word. 


J i V CCE} hE y . 

Lil f CW) YOu thi of 1” iz roubles Reign, 
Lofing a Mite, a Adountain gain: 
Lhe Good in Converfation, 

Lo whom I give my Benixon, 

Ts ftill at | harfus, where ea ich Man 
Thinks all is writ be poke €# CaN: 
And to remember what he dees, 
Build his Statue to make. hins glorious : 
But Tidings to the contrary, 


Are brought t’ your Eyes, what need fpeak I. 


Dumb Show. 

Enter at one Door Pericles talking with Cleon, all the Train 
ig chem. Enter at another Door, a Gentleman with a 
Letter to Pericles; Pericles thews the Letter to Cleon, Peri- 
cles gives the M bo r 4 Reward, and Knights him. 

| Exit Pericles at one Door, and Cleon at another. 


Good spec can om ftaid at home, 

Ne t to eat Hency like a Drone, 
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7 % , killes bads keep good alive: 
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For now the Wind begins to blow, 
Thunder above, and Deeps below, 

Makes [uch unguiet, that the Ship 

Should Houfe him fafe, is wrackt and fplit, 
And he, good Prince, having all loft, 

By Waves, from Coaft to Coaft is toft : 
Alll Petifhen of Man, of Peilf, 

Ne ought efcapen’d but himfelf ; 

"Till Fortune tiv’d with doing bad, 

Threw him afbore to give him glad: 

And here he comes;, what {hall be next, 
Pardon old Gower, thus long’s the Text. 


Enter Pericles wet. 

Per. Yet ceafe your Ire, you angry Stars of Heay'n, 
Wind, Rain, and Thunder; remember earthly Man 
Is but a Subftance that muft yield to you: 
And I, as fits my Nature, do obey you. 
Alas; the Seas hath caft me on the Rocks, 
Wafht me from Shore to Shore, andleft my Breath 
Nothing to think on, but enfuing Death ; 
Let it fullice the greatnefs of your Powers, 
To have bereft a Prince of all his Fortunes, 
And having thrown him from your watry Grave, 
Here to have Death in Peace, 1s all he'll crave. 

Enter three Fi {bermen, 

1 Fifb, What, to pelch 2 

2 Fifb, Ha, come and bring away the Nets. 

1 Fifo, What patch Breech, I faye 

3 fifo, What fay you, Matter 2 

1 Fifb, Look how thou ftirreft now. 
Come away, or I'll fetch thee with a Wannion. 

t Fifb., Faith, Mafter, I am thinking of the poor Men 
That were caft away before us, even now. 

1 Fifh, Alas, poor Souls, it griev’d my Heart to hear 
W hat pitiful Cries they made to us, to heip them, 
When, well-a-day, we could fearcely help our felves. 

3 Fifh, Nay, {aid not 1 as much, 
When I faw the Poxpus haw hebounc’d and tumbled 2 
They fay, they-are half Fith, half Fleth ; 
44 Plague onthem, they ne’er come but I look to be wathe, 
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Miafter, I marvel how the Fifhes live in the Sea? 
1 Fifb, Why, as Men do at Land, 

he great ones eat up the little ones: 

I cap compare our rich Mifers, to n othing fo ficly 


~ 


> 


Ais to2 Whale; he plays ink tumbies, 
Driving >the peor tie. before him, 
Ard a devours them all ata Mouthfu it. 
Such Wh hale s have L hea d on ath’ Land, 
Who never leave gapin Bs till they {wallow’d 
The whole Parith, Chu rch, Steeple, Bells and all, 

Per. A pretty Moral 

3 Fifb. Buty Ma fer, if I had been the Sexton, 
TP wouid have been-that Day in the Belfrey. 

2 Fifb, Why; ae e 

3 Fifh. Becaufe he thould have fwallow’d me too: 
And whe: rs had ben } wr ) his Bell Vy 

ould have kept fuch a janghing of the Bells, 
nat he aida never hav Citr’, 
Till he caft Bells, Steeple, Church and Parifh up again, 
But if the good King , Symonides were of my mind, 

Per. SyMONt niaes? 
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Fi {h, Honett, coed’ Fellow, what's that, if it be a Day 
or 
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Per. Y’ may fee che Sea hath ca 
2 Fifh. What a drunken Knave was the Sea, 
To cait theein ovr w aye 

Per. A Man whom both the Warersand the 
In thar vait Tennis-¢ ourt, Math made the Bal 
For them to p] ay upon, Intreats you pity him: 
He asks of you, that rever us’ 

1 Fifh, No, Bis sud, cannot you bes ? 
Here’s them in our Cou try of Greece, 
Get more with Begeirg, than we can do with Working, 

2 Fife 
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2 Fifo. Canft thou catch any Fithes then 2 

Per. I never praGisd it. 

2 Fifb. Nay, thea thou wilt flarve fure ; for here’s n6- 
thing to be got now-a-days, uolefs thou canft fifth for’e. 

Per, Woat L heve been, I have forgot to know ; 

But what [f am, Want teaches me to think on; 

A Man throng’d up with Cold, my V.ins are chill, 
And have no more of Life, than may fuflice 

To give my Tongue that heat to ask your help : 
Which if you fhal! refufe, when Tam dead, 

For that I am a Man, pray fee me buried. 

1 Fifh, Dieko-tha, now Gods fo ‘bid, [have 1 Gown here, 
come put it on, keep thee wari 5 row | fore mea handfome 
FAlow : Come, thou fhalt go home, and we'll have FPleth 
for all Days Fiih for falting Days and more ; or Puddings 
and Flap-jacks, and thou fhalt be welcome. 

Per. 1 thank you, Sir. 

2 Fifb. Hak you, my Friend, you {id you could not beg. 

Per. \ did but crave. 

2 Fifo. But crave? then Wil turn Craver too, 

And fo I fhall {cape whipping. 

Per. Why, are all your Beggars whipt then ¢ 

2 Fifh, Ob not all, my Fricnd, not all; for if all your 
Bevears were whip’, I would wifh no betrer Office, than 
to be Beadle. Bur, Matter, I'll go draw the Net. 

Per. How well this honeft Mirth becomes thetr Labour ? 

1 Fifh, Hark you, Sir, do you know where ye are’ 

Per. Not well. 

1 Fifh, Utell ydu, this 1s called Pantapolis, 

And our King, the good Symonides. : 

Per. The good King Symonides, do you call him ? 

1 Fifb. Ay, Sir, and he deferves fo to be call'd, 
For his peacable Reign, and good Government. 

Per. He is a happy Kirg, Giece he gains from 
His Subje@ts, the name of Good, by his Government. 

How far is his Court diftant from this fhore ¢ 

i Fifo. Marry, Sit, half a day’ Journey ; and PH tell 
you, he hath a fair Daughter, and to morrow is her Birth- 
day, and there are Princes and Knights come from all partsof 
the World, to Juft and Turney for her Love. 

Per. Were my Fortunes oh my Defires, 
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And {pight of all the rapture of the Sea, 
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This Jewel holds his building on my Arm, 

Unto thy value [ will mount my flf 

Upon a Courfer, whofe delightful fkeps, 

Shall make the Gazer joy to (ce him tread: 

Osly, my Friend, I yet am unprovided of a pair of Bafes. 
2 Fifb, We'll {ure provide, thou fhalt have 

My beft Gown to mike thee a pair; 

And Vil bring thee to the Court my felf. 
Per. Then Honour be but a Gos! to my Will, 

This Day Vil rife, or elfe add ill to Wl. | Exennt. 

Enter Symonides with Attendants, and. TY haifa. 

King. Are the Knights ready to begin the T riumph?é 


1 Lord. They are, my Lieze, and ftay your coming, :~ 


To prefent the Initives: 

King. Return them; we are ready, and our Daughter 
In Honour of whofe Birth, thefe Triumphs are, | here, 
Sits here like Beauty’s Child, whom Na ure gat, 

For Men to fee, and feeing wonder ate 

Thai. It pleafeth you, my royal Father, to exprefs 

«4 Commendations great, whofe Merit’ s lefs. 
King. It’s fit it fhould be fo: for Princes are 

A Model which Heav’n makes of it felf: 

As Jewels lofe their Glory, if negleG@ed, 

So Princes their Renowns, if not refpected. 

*Tis now your Honour, Daughter, to entertain 

The Labour of each Knight, in his Device, 

Thai. Which to preferve mine Honour, Tl perform. 

(The firft Knight paffes by, 
King ¢. Whois the fi ft that doth prefer.himfelt 2 
vais A Koighe of Sparta, my retowned Father, 
An a the Device he beais upon his Shield, 
Is a black -Ethiop Bischi ling at the Sun; 
The word, Lux tza vita mibj. 
King. He loves you well, that holds his Life of you. 
[ The fecond Knight. 
Who is the fecond, that prefents himfelf 2 
Thai. A Prince of Macedon, my rcyal Father, 
And the Device he bears upon his Shield, 
Is.an arm’d Knight, that’s conquer’d by a Lady, 
The Mctto thus in Spanifh, Pue Per dolcera hee per for fa. 


| The third Knight, 
King. And what’s the third? 


. thai. 
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2866 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 


Thai. The third of Autioch; and his Device 
A wreath of Chivalry; the word, Ae Pompey provexit apex, 
| The fourth Knight, 
King, What is the Fourth? 
Tha. A burning Torch that’s turned upfide down; 
The word, Qui me alit, me exting wit. 
King. Which thews that Beauty bath his Power and Will, 
Which can as well erflime, as it can kill. 
| The fifth Knight, 
Thai. The fifth, an Hand environed with Clouds, 
Holding out Gold, that’s by the Touch-flone try’d: 
The Motto thus, Sic /pectanda fides, 
| The fixth Knight 
King. And what’s the fixth and laft, the which the 
Knight himfelf with fuch a graceful Courtefie deliver’d g 
Thai. He feems to be a Stranger; but his Prefent is 
A wither'd Branch, that’s only green at top: 
The Motto, Zz hac {pe vive. 
King. A pretty Moral; 
From the deye&ted State wherein he is, 
He hopes by you his Fortunes yet may flourith. 
1 Lora. He had need mean betrer than his outwa'd Shew 
Can any way {peak in his juft commend: 
For, by his rufty outfide, he appears 
Lo’ave praGis’d more the Whipftock than the Lance. 
2 Lora, He well may be a Stranger, for he comes 
To ap honour’d Triumph ftra ge'y furnifh'd, 
3 Lord, And on fet purpofe ier bis Armour ruft 
Wat this Day, to fcowre it in the Duff. 
King. Opinion’s but a Fool, that makes us {can 
The outward Habit by the inward Man, 
But ftay, the Knights are cc ming, 
We will withdraw into the Gallery. [ Exeunt. 
| Great Shouts, and all cry, The mean Knight. 
Enter the King and Knights from Tilting. 
Kiag. Knights, to fay you're welcome, were fupe: fluous. 
To place upon the Volumn of your Deeds. 
As ina Title Page, your worth in Arms, 
Were more than vou expe, or more than’s fit, 
Since cvery worth in thew commends it felf; 


Prepare 
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Prepare for Mirth, for Mirth comes at a Feaft. 
You are Princes, and my Guelts. 
Thai. But you, my Knight and Gueff, 
To whom this wreath of Victory I give, 
And Crown you King of this Day’s happinef:. 
Per. °Tis more by Fortune, Lady, than by Merir. 
King. Call it by what you will, the Day 1s yours, 
And here, I hope, is none that envies it. 
In framing an Artift, Art hath thus decreed, 
To make fome good, but others to exceed, 
And you her labour’d Scholar: Come, Queen o’th’ Feaft, 
For, Daughter, fo you are, here take your place: 
Martial the reft, as thy deferve their grace. 
Knights. We are honour’d much by good Symonides. 
King. Your Prefence glads our Days, Honour we love, 
For who hates Honour, hates the Gods above. 
Mar fh. Sir, yonder is your Place. 
Per. Some other is more fit. 
1 Knight. Contend not, Sir, for we are Gentlemen, 
That neither in our Hearts, nor outward Eyes, 
Envy the Great, nor do the Low defpife. 
Per. You are right courteous Kaights. 
King, Sit, fit, fir. 
By Fove, I wonder, thit is King of Thoughts, 
Thefe Cates reift me, he not thought upon, 
Thai. By Fuxo, that is the Queen of Marriage. 
All Viands that I eat do feem unfavoury, 
Wifhing him my Meat; fure he’s a gallant Gentleman. 
King. He’s but a Country Gentleman; has done no more 
than other Knights have done, has broken a Staff, 
Or {55 let ir pafs. 
Thai. To me he feems a Diamond to Glafs. 
Per. Yon King’s to me, like to my Father’s PiGture, 
Which tells me in that Glory once he was, 
And Princes fat li e Stars about his Throne, 
And he the Sun, for chem to reverence; 
None that beheld him, but like leffer Lights, 
Did vail their Crowns to his Supremacy; 
Where row his Son, like a Glo-worm in the Night, 
The which hath Fire in Darknefs, none 1n Light; 
Whireby I fee that Time's the King of Mca, 
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Thai. He thanks your Grace; names himfelf Pericles, 
A Gentleman of Tyre, who only by Misfortune of the Seas, 
Bereft of Ships and Men, caft onthe Shore. 

King. Now, by the Gods, I pity his Misfortune, 
And will awake him from his Melancholy, 

Come, Gentlemen, we fit too long on ‘Trifles, 
And wafte the time, which looks for other Revels. 
Ev’n in your Armors, as yeu are addreft, 
Will very well become a Soldier’s Dance: 
I will not have excufe, with faying that 
Loud Mufick is too harth for Ladies Heads, 
Since they love Men in Arms, as well as Beds. 

[ They dances 
So, this was well ask’d, ’twas well perform’d, 
Come, Sir, here’s a Lady. that wants breathing too, 
And I have heard, you Knights of Zyre, 
Are excellent in making Ladies trip, 
And that their Meafures are as excellent. 

Per. In thofe that practife them, they are, my Lord. 

King. O that’s as much, as you would be deny’d 
Of your fair Courtefie, unclafp, unclafp. [ They danc: 
Thanks Gentlemen, to all; all have done well, 

But you the beft, Pages and Lights, to conduct 
Thefe Knights unto their feveral Lodgings: 
Yours, Sir, we have giv’n order to be next our Own. 

Per. 1 am at your Grace’s pleafure. 

King. Princes, it is too late to talk of Love, 
And that’s the mark I know you level at: 
Therefore each one betake him to his Reft, = 
To Morrow, all for {peeding do their beft. 

Evter Hellicanus, and Efcanes. 

Hell. No, Efcanes, know this of me, 
Antiochus from IUnceft liv’d not free: 
For which, the moft high Gods not minding | 
Longer to with-hold the Vengeance that 
They had in ftore, due to his heinous 
Cipital Offence; even in the height and pride = 
Of all his Glory, when he was feared in 
A Chariot of an ineftimable Value, and his Daughter 
With him; a Fire from Heav’n came and fhrivel’d 
Up thofe Bodies, even to loathing; for they fo ftunk 
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That all thofe Eyes ador’d them, ¢’er their fall, 
Scorn now their Hand fheuld give them Burial, 
Efta, \t was very ftrange. 
Hell. And yet bur Juttice; 
For though this King were great, 
His Greatnefs was no guard to bar Heav'ns fhaft, 
But Sin had bis reward. 
Ejca. Vis very true, 
Enter too or three Lords. 
1 Lord. See, not a Man in private Conference, 
Or Counfe!, bath refpe& with him but he. 
2 Lord. It fhall no longer grieve without reprook 
3 Lord. And curft be he that will not fecond ir. 
1 Lora. Follow methen: Lord Hellican, a word. 
Heil. With me? and welcome, happy Day, my Lords, 
1 Lord. Know that our Griefs are rifen to the top, 
And now at length they over-flow their Banks. 
Hell. Your Griefs, tox what? wrong nor your Prince you 
love. 
1 Lord, Wrong nor your felf then, noble Hellicax, 
But if the Prince do live, let us falute him, 
Or know what Greund’s made happy by his Breath: 
If in the Werld he live, we'll feck bim out: 
If in the Grave he reft, weil find him there, 
And be refolv’d, he lives to govern us: 
Or dead, give’s Caufe to mourn his Funeral, 
And leave us to our free EleGion, 
2 Lord. Whofecdeath indeed, the ftrongeft inour cenfure, 
And knowing this Kingdom is without a Head, 
Like goodly Buildings Jeft without a Roof, 
Soon fall to ruin: Your noble felf, 
That beft knows how to rule, and how to reign, 
We thus fubmit unto our Sovereign. 
Omn. Live, noble Hellican. 
Hell, Vry Honours Caufe; forbear your Suffrages : 
If that you love Prince Pericles, forbear: 
(Take I your with, I leap into the Seas, 
Where’s hourly trouble, for a Minutes eafe,) 
A twelve Month longer, let me entreat you 
To forbear the abfence of your King ; 
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If in which time expir’d, he not return, 

I fhall with aged Patience bear your Yoke, 

But if I cannot win you to this Love, 

Go fearch like Nobles, hke noble SubjeGs, 

And in your fearch, {pend your adventurous worth, 
Whom if you find, and win unto return, 

You fhall like Diamonds fit about his Crown. 

1 Lord. To Wildom, he’s a Foo! that would not 
And fince Lord Hellican enjoineth us, 

We with our Travels will endeavour. 

Hell. Then you love us, we you, and we'll clafp Flands, 
When-Peers thus koit, a Kingdom ever ftands. | Exeunt. 
_ Enter the King reading of a Letter at one Door, and the 

Knights meet him, 

1 Knight. Good morrow to the good Symonides. 

King. Knights, from my Daughter this I let you know, 
That for this twelve Month, fhe’ll not undertake 
A married Life: Her Reafon to her felf is only knewn, 
Which yet from her by no means caa I get, 

2 Knight. May we not get accefs to her, my Lord? 

King. Faith, by no means, the hath fo ftri@ly 
Ty’d her to her Chamber, that ’tis impoffible: 

One twelve Moons more fhe’]!l wear Diaza’s Livery: 
This by the Eye of Cyzthia hath the vow’'d, 
And on her Virgin honour will not break, 

3 Kwight. Loth to bid farewel, we take our leaves, [ Ewe, 

King. So, they are well difpatch’d. 

Now to my D-ughter’s Letter; fhe tells me here, 
She'll wed the ftranger Knight, 

Or never‘more to view nor Day nor Light. 

‘Tis well, Muftrefs, your choice agrees with mine, 

I like that well, nay, how abfolute the’s in’t, 

Not minding whether I diflike or no. 

Well, I do commend her choice, and will no longer 
Have it be de ay'd: Soft, here he comes, 

I mutt diflemble it. 


yield, 


Enter Pericles. 
Per. All Fortune to the gocd Symonides, 
King. Fevou as inuce : Sir, bam bcholding to you, 
For your | Vatick chis laft Nushes 
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I do proteft, my Ears were never fed 

With fuch delightful pleafing Harmony. 

Per. It is your Grace’s Pleafure to commend, 

Not my Defert. 

King. Sir, you are Mufick’s Mafter. 
Per. Uhe wortt of all her Scholars, my good Lord, 
> Keng. Let me ask you one thing. 

What do you think of my Daughter, Sir? 

Per. A moit virtuous Princefs, 

King. And fhe’s fair too, is the not2 

Per. As a fair Day in Summer: Wondrous Fair. 
Keng. Sir, my Daughter thinks very well of you, 

Ifo well, that you muft be her Matter, 

And the will be your Scholars therefore look to it. 
Per, Tam unworthy to be her School-mafter. 
King. She thinks not fo, perufe this writing elfe: 
Per. What's here, a Letter, 

That fhe loves the Koight of Tyre? 

- Tis the King’s Subtilty to have my Life: 

Oh {eek not to intrap me, gracious Lord, 

A Stranger and diftreffed Gentleman, 

That never aim’d fo high to love your Daughter, 

But bent all Offices to honour her, 

King. Thou haft bewitch’d my Daughter, 

And thou arta Villain, 

Per. By the Gods [ have not 3 

Never did thought of mine levy Offence; 

Nor never did my ACtions yet commence 

A Deed might gain her Love, or your Difpleafure. 
King. Traitor, thou lieft, 

Per. Traitor! 
King. Ay, Traitor. 
Per, Even in his Throat, unlefs it be a King, 

That calls me Traitor, I return rhe Lie. 

King. Now bythe GodsI do applaud his Courage. 
Per. My Actions are as noble as my Thoughts, 

That never relith’d of a bafe Defcent: 

I came unto the Court for Honour’s Caufe, 

And not to be « Rebel to her State: 

And he that otherwife accounts of me. 

This Sword fhall proye, he’s Honour’s Enemy, 


King 
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King. No? here comes my Daughter, fhe can.witnefs it. 
Enter Toaifa. 
Per. Then as you areas Virtuous, as Fair, 
Refolve your angry Father, if my Tongue 
Did e’er follicit, or my Hand fubferibe 
To any Syllable that made love to you 2 
Thai. Why, Sir, if you had, who takes offence, 
At that would make me glad 2 
King. Yea, Miftrefs, are you fo peremptory 3 
I am glad of it with all my Heart. | Afide. 
Pil tame you, [’ilbring you in fubje€tion. 
Will you, not havisg my Confenr, 
Beftow your Love and your Affe@ions 
Upon a Stranger? who, for ought I know, | Afide. 
May be, nor can I think the contrary, 
As great in Blood as I my felf. 
Therefore hear you, Mittrefs, either frame 
Your Will to mine; and you, Sir, hear you, 
Either be rul’d by me, or [’I} make you 
Man and Wife; nay, come, your Hands 
And Lips muft feal it too : And being join’d, 
Tl thus your hopes deftroy, and for further Grief, 
God give you Joy ; what, are you both pleas’d 2 
Thai. Yes, if you love me, Sir. 
Per. Ev’n as my Life, or Blood that fofters it. 
King. What are you bothagreed? _ 
Amb. Yes, if it pleafe your Majefty. 
King. It pleafeth me fo well, that I will fee you wed, 
And then with what hafte you can, get you to Bed. 





Enter Gower. 


Now yfleep flaked hath the rout, 
No din but fnoars about the Houfe, 
Made louder by the o'er-fee Beaft, 
Of this moft pompous Adarriage Feaft : 
The Cat with eyne of burning Coal, 
Now couches from the Adoufes hole : 
And Crickets Sing at the Ovens Mouth, 
“Are the blither for their Drouth: 
Hymen hath brought the Bride to Bed, 
Where, by the Lofs of Adaidenhead; 
Vox, VI. P A 
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He AA Babe is moulded, by attent, 
And li7##me that ts fo by: efi ly [p ents 


With your fi Be fancies GBA i each, 
What’ 5 dumb 432 fhe Ws i of) Pp lai iy wit b Spe ech. 


Enter Pericles and Symonides at one Door with Attendants, a 
Mcflenzer mects them, kneels, and gives Pericles a Let- 


? } 
ter, “ert fhews it Symounides, the re a to him 5 
Ther enter a haifa with Child, with Z) la a Nurfe, 
the Kin g fhews her the Letter, fhe eae ces: She and Pe- 
ricles take > leave of her Father, and depart. 


By a a dearn and painful pearch 

Of Pericles, the <a ree fearch, 

By the four oppofing Crignes, 

Which the World together joynes, 

Is made with all due dilig ences 

That Horfe and Sail, and high Expence, 
Can freed the queft at lat from Tyre, 
Fame anf{wering the moft ftra inge Enguire, 
To th’Court of King Symonides, 

Are Letters bre ght, the. tenaur thefe. 
Antioichus and bis Daz 4g thte rs Atay 

The Aten of Tyrus, ox ‘the Head 

Of Hellicanus would fet on 

The Crown of Tyre, but he will none: 
The mutiny he there haftes t oppre/s, 
Says to thein, if King Pe icles 

Come not. home in twice fix Adoons, 

He, obedient to their Aeowms, 

Will take the Ci own : The {um of this 
Brought bither to Pentapolis, 

Pith: fhed the Regions round, 

And every one with claps can found, 

Our Hew apparent is a King : 

Who dreamt ? who th aught of Such a thing ¢ 
Brief. he muft hence depart to Tyre, E 
Fits Queen with Child, makes her defire, 
Which 9 who fb all cross, along to go, 

Omit we all their dole and wee : 

Lychorids her Nurfe fhe takes, 

sind fo to Sea; then velfel hakes 
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Oz Neptune’s billow, half the»Flood 
Hath their Keel cut ; but Fortune mov'd, 
Varies again, the grifly North 
Difgorges {uch a Tempeft forth, 

That asa Duck for life that dives, 
So up and down the poor Ship drives’ 
The Lady fhricks, and well-a-near, 
Doth fall in travel with her fear : 
And what enjues in this felf ftorm, 
Shall for it felf, it [elf perform : 

L nill relate, Action may 

Conveniently the reft convey ; 

Which might not? what by me is.told, 
In your imagination hold : 

This Stage, the Ship, upon whofe Deck. 
The Sea toft Pericles appears to {peak, 


Enter Pericles on Shipboard. 

Per. Thou God of this great yaft, rebuke thefe Surges 
Which wath both Heav’a aud Hell 5 and thou that haft 
Upon the Winds command, bind them. in Biafs, 
Having call'd them from the Deep ; Orftill 
Thy deafniog dreadful Thunders; daily quench 
Thy nimble filphurous Flathes: O how, Lychorida ¢ 
How does my Queen? then ftorm venomov fly, 

Wilt thou [pit all thy {if 2 the Seamans whittle. 
Ts a whifper in the Ears of Death, 
Uiheard Lychorida? Lucina, oh 
Divincft Patronef:, and my Wife, gentle 
To thofe that cry by Night, convey thy Deity 
Aboard our dancing Boat, make fwift the pangs 
Of my Queen’s Travels. “Now, Lychorida. 
Enter Lychonda. : 

Lyc. Here is a thing too young for fuch-a place, 
Who if it had conceit, would dic, as 1 am like to dé 
Take in your Arms this pice of your dead Queen. 

Per: How ? how, Lychorida? 

Lyc. Patience, good Sir, do not affift the Storm, 
Fiere’s all that is left living of our Queen 5 
A littleDaughter, for the fake of it 
Be manly, and take comfort. 
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Per. Oh you Gods! 
Why do you make us love your goodly Gifts, 
And fnatch them ftraight away ? 
We here below, recal not what we give, 
And we therein may ufe honour with you. 
Lyc., Patience, good Sir, even for this charge. 
Per. Now mild may be thy Life, 
For amore bluftrous Birth had rever Babe: 
Quiet and gentle thy Conditions ; 
For thou art the rudelieft welcome to this Werld, 
That ever was Prince's Child ; happy that follows, 
Thou haft as chiding a Nativity, 
As Fire, Air, Water, Earth, and Heav’n can make 
To harold thee from the Womb : 
Ev’n at the firft, thy lofs is more than can 
Thy Pertage quit, with all thou canft find here: 
Now the good Gods throw their beft Eyes upon it. 
Enter twe Seldiers. 
1 Sail, What-courage, Sir ? God fave you. 
Per. Courage enough, I do not fear the Flaw, 
It hath done to me the worft : Yet for the love 
©f this poor Infant, this frefh new Sea-farer, 
I would it would be quiet. 
r Sail. Slack the Bolins there; thou wilt not, wilt thou 
blow and fplit thy felf ? 
2 Sail, But Sea-room, and the brine and cloudy Billow 
kifs the Moor, I care not. 
1 Sail. Sir, your Queen mult over-board, 
The Sea works high, the Wind is loud, 
And will not lye ’till the Ship be clear’d of the dead. 
Per. That’s your Superftition. 
1 Sail. Pardon us, Sir, with us at Sea ic ftill hath been obferv’d 
And we are ftrong in Eaftern, therefore briefly yield her. 
Per. As you think meet, for fhe muft o’er-board ftraight, 
Moft wretched Queen. 
Lyc. Here the tyes, Sir. 
Per. A terrible Chid-bed haft' thou had, my Dear; 
No Lighr, no Fire, the unfriendly Elements 
Forgot thee utter'y, nor have I time 
To bring thee hallow’d to thy Grave, but ftraight 


Mutt 
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Muft caft thee fcarcely Coffin’d, in oar, ‘ 
Where for a Monument upon thy Bones, 
The Air remaining Lamps, the belching While, 
And humming Water muft o’erwhelm thy Corps, 
Lying with fimple Shells : Oh, Lychorida, 
Bid Neffor bring me Spices, Ink and Pasper, 
My Casket and my Jewels, and bid WNicander 
Bring me the Sattin Coffin : Lay the Babe 
Upon the Pillow; hie thee, whiles I fay 
A Prieftly farewel to her: Suddenly, Woman. 
2 Sail. Sir, we have a Cheft beneath the Hatches, 
Caulk’d and bitumed ready. 
Per. I thank thee : Mariner, fay, what Coaft is this? 
a Sail. We are near Tharfus. 
Per, Thither, gentle Mariner, 
Alter thy courfe for Tyre: when canft thou reach it 2 
2 Sail. By break of day, if the wind ceafe. 
Per. O make for Thar/us, 
There will I vifit Cleon, for the Babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyras ; There I'll leave it 
At careful Nurfing : Go thy ways, good Mariner, 
I'll bring the Body prefently. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Lord Cerymon with a Servant. 
Cer. Philemon, ho! 
Enter Philemon. 
Phil, Doth my Lord cal] ? 
Cer. Get Fire and Meat for thefe poor Men, 
It hath been a turbulent and ftormy Nighr. 
Ser, Ihave been in many ; but fuch a Night as this, 
°Till now, I ne’er endur’d. 
Cer, Your Mafter will be dead e’er you return. 
There’s nothing can be miniftred to Nature, 
That can recover him: Give this to the Pothecary, 
And tell me how it works. 
Enter two Gentlemen. 
1 Gent. Good Morrow. 
2 Gent. Good morrow to your Lordfhip. 
Cer. Gentlemen, why do you ftir fo early ? , 
1 Gent. Sir, our Lodging ftanding bleak upon the Sea, 


Shook as if the Earth did quake: 
: = P 3 The 








The very Principles did feem to nd and alfto topple, 
Pure furprife and fear made metro leave the Houle. 

2 Gent. That is the Caufe we trouble you {> early 
*T is not our Hus and 


Cer. © you fay well. 
1 Gent. But |] 1 marvel that your Lordthit 
Having r ich At { you, fhould’at thefe carly Hours 
Dhake off the golden Slumber of repofe; “tis moft ftra Pe, 
ature fhould be fo converfant with pain, 


Were Endowment Creater. than WN Ree nd | eg: 
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[In Vegetives, in M. talsy Stones; and can fpeak of the 
Difturbance? t! nat Nature works, and of her Cures : 
Which doth give me a more content 

In courfe of trie Delight 

T! an to be thirfty after tottering Honour 
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2 Gent. ine Honour hath through Ephe/us 
Pour’d forth your Charity, and hundreds call themfelves 
é ures; who by re have been reftor’d 
And not your Koowledg¢, your perfonsl Pain, 
sur even “you peas ftill open, hath built Lord Cerymon 
Such ftrong Renown, as never “thal decay’ 
Enter tove er three with a Chef 
Ser. So, life there. 
Cer. What's that ? 
Ser. Sir, even now did the Sea tofs up upon our Shore 
This Chefts ’cis of fome wrack. 
Ser. Set it down, let us look upon it 
Gent. ’Tis like 4 Coffin, Sir. 
Cer. What e’er it be, ’tis wondrous heay VY 3 
Wrench it open ftraight : 
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If the Sea’s Stomach be o’er-charg'd with Gold, 
Tis a good. conftraint of Fortune it belches upon us. 
2 Gent. ’Vis fo, my Lord. 
Cer. How clofe ’tis caulk’d and bottom’d, did the Sea 
cait it up2 
Ser, { neverfaw { huge a Billow, Sir, as tolt it upon Shore. 
Cer. Wrenchitopen;it fmells moft fweetly in my Senfe. 
2 Gent, A delicate Odoure . 
Cer. As ever hit my Noltril; fo, up with a. 
Oh you moft potent Gods! what's here, a Coarfe? 
1 Gent. Moft ftrange. 
Cer. Shrowded in Gloth of State, balm’d and entreafured 
With full Bags of Spices, -a Paflport to Appollo, 
Perfect me in the Characters. 


Here I give to underftand, 

If eer this Coffin drive a-land; 

I King Pericles have loft > 
This Queen, worth all our mundane coft : 

Who finds her, give her Burying, 

She was the Daughter of a King. 

Befides this Trea/ure for 4 Fee, 

The Gods requite his Charity. 


If thou liveft Pericles, thou hafta Heart 
That even cracks for wo; this chanc’d to Night. 

2 Gent. Moft likely, Sir. 

Cer. Nay, certainly to Night. 
For look how freth the looks! 
They were too rough, that threw her in the Sea. 
Make a Fire within, ferch hither all my Boxes in my Clofet, 
Death may ufurp on Nature many Hours, 
And yet the Fire of Life kindle again the o’er-preft Spirits, 
I heard of an egyptian that had nine Hours been dead, 
Who was by good appliance recoveréd. 

Enter one with Napkins and Fire. 

Well faid, well fiid, the Fire and Cloaths, 
The rough and woful Mufick that we have, 
Caufe it to found I befeech you: 
The Vial once more; how. thou ftirreft, thou Block ? 


The Mufick there; I pray you give her Air; 
P 4 Gentle- 
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Gentlemen, this Queen will live, 
Nature awakes a warm Breath out of her; 
She hath not heen entranc’'d above five Hours. 
See how fhe gins to blow into Life’s Flower again, 
I Gent. The Heav'ns,through you, encreafe our Wonder, 
And {cts up your Fame for ever. 
Cer. She is alive, behold her Eye-lids, 
Cafes to thofe heav’nly Jewels which Pericles hath loft, 
Begin to part their Fri g s of bright Gold, 
The Diamonds of a moft praifed Water doth appear, 
To make the World twice rich, live, and make us weep 
To hear your Fate, fair Creature, rare as you feem to be. 
| She moves. 
Thai. O dear Diana, where am I? where’s my Lord? 
What World is this? 
2 Gent, Is not this ftrange ? 
I Gent. Molt rare. 
Cer. Huth, my gentle Neighbours, lend me your Hands, 
To the next Chamber bear her, get Linnens 
Now this matter muft be look’d to, for the R elapfe 
Is mortal: Come, come, and, Efculapius, guide us. 
| Exemnt, carrying her away. 





ALC TO MTs: $C 2 ONCE: 


Enter Pericles at Tharfus, with Cleon and Diony fia. 


Per. OST honour’d Cleon, I muft needs be gone, 
My twelve Months are expir’d, and Tyre ftands 
In a peace; you and your Lady take from my Heart 
All Thankfulnefs. The Gods make up the reft upon you, 
Cle, Your fhakes of Fortune, though they hate you 
Mortally, yet glance full wondringly on us. 
Dion. O your fweet Queen! 
That the ftri& Fates had pleas’d you'd brought her hither, 
To have bleft mine Eyes with her, 
Per, We cannot but obey the Pow*rs above US ; 
Could fT rage and roar as doth the Sea the lyes in, 
Yer the end muft be as ’tis: My gentle Babe, Marina, 
Whom, for fhe was born at Sea, I have nam'd fo, 
| | Heres 
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Here, I charge your Charity withal, leaving her 
The Infant of your Carc, befeeching-you to give her 
Princely training, that fhe may be manner’d as fhe 1s born. 

Cle. Fear not, my Lady, but thirk your Grace, 

That fed my Country with your Corn; for which, | 
The Peoples Prayers daily fall upon you, m f in your Child 
Be thought on, if neglet thould therein make me vile, 
The common Body that’s by you rcliev'd, 

Would force me to my Duty; but if to that, 

My Nature need a Spur, the Gods revenge it 

Upon me and mine, to the end of Generation. 

Per. I believe you, your Honour and yeur Goodnefs, 
Teach me to’t without your Vows, till the be married, 
Madam, by bright Diana, whom we honour, 

All unfifter’d thall this Heir of mine remain, 

Though I thew willin’t; So I take my leave: 

Good Madam, make me bleffed, in your care 

In bringing up my Child. ( 

Dion. \’ve one my felf, who fhall not be more deat 
To my refpe& than yours, my Lora. 

Per. Madam, my Thanks, and Prayers. 

Cle We'll bring your Grace to the Edge of the Shore, 
then give you up to the masked Neptune, and the gentleft 
Winds of Heav'n. 

Per. I will embrace your Offer. Come, deareft Madam: 
O, no Tears, Lychorida, no Tears; lock to your littl Mi- 
ftrcf, On whofe Grace you may depend hereafter: Come, 
my Lord. {| Exenunt. 

Enter Cerymon and Thaifa. 

Cer. Madam, this Letter, and fome certain Jewels, 
Lay with you in your Coffer, 

Which are at your Command: Know you the Character 2 

Thai. \t is my Lord’s; that 1 was fhip’d at Sea, 
I-well remember, ev’n on my caning time; 

Bur whether there delivered, by the holy Gods, 
I cannot rightly fay; but fince King Pericles, 
My wedded Lord, I ne'er fhall fee again, 

A veftal Livery will I take me to, 

And never more haye Joy. 

Cer. Madam, if this you purpofe as ye fpcak, 
Diana’s Temple is not diftant far, 
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288 2 Recs, Prince of Tyre. 

Where you may abide ’till your date expire; 

Moreover if you pleafe, a Niece of mine, 

Shall there attend you. 
| 1 hai. My re comp ice 18 thanks,. that’s all, 
1 Yet.my good will is great, though the Gift fall. | Exewns, 
fy ry 
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bat Moxfeer Ex VY, oft the Wrack 

OF earned praife, Marina’s L fe 

Seers to take of &y Treafon’s Knifes 

Mind tn this Rind, onr Cleon hath 

One Daughter and 4 full grown Wench, 
£ven ripe for Marriage fight: Thins Maid 
fiight Philotcn: And it is [aia 

For certain in Hr SI ory [he 

Would ever with Marin: be, 

Bet when they weav'a the fl edded Silky 
With Fingers long, fmall, white as Milks 
Or when fbhe-would with fharpNeedle wound 
Lhe Cambri ks which fle made more found 
By hurting tt, or when to th’ Lute 

She fung, and made the Night Bed mute 
That till records svithin One, or when 

She would with rich and conftant Pen, 
Vail to her Miftre/s Dion frill, 

fois Philoten contends in skill 

With abfolure Marina: So 

The Dove of Paphos might with the Crow 
Vy Feathers white, Marina gets 

All Praifes, which are paid as Debts, 


And 





Pericles, Prince of Tye. 2$83 
And net as given; this fo darks , 
In Philoten all graceful Atarks, 
That Cleon’s Wife with Eavy rare, 
A prefent ALurderer do's prepare 
For good Mavina, that her Daughter 
Might fiand Peerlefs by this flaughter. 
The fooner her vile Thoughts to fieaa, 
Lycorida or Nurfe is dead, 
Ana carfed Diony tia hath 
The pregnant Infirument of wrath 
Preft for this blow, the anborr Event, 
I do commend to your Content, 
Only I carried winged Time 


Poff, onthe lame Feet of my Rhime, ‘Sail 
Which never could I fo convey. “aa 
Unie/s your Thoughts went on my way. at 
Dionylia doth appear, eat 
With Leonine a A4Zerderer. [ Exit. Hl, i 
: Enter Dionyfia, and Leonine. ah ; 
Dion. Thy Oath remember, thou halt {worn to do if, if 


"Tis but a blow, which never fhall be known, 
Thou canft net doa thing in the World fo foon, 
To yield thee fo much profit, let not Con{cience 
Which is but cold, enflaming thy love Bofom, 
Enflimetoo nicely ;.nor let Pity, whieh 

Even Women have caft off, melt chee, 

But bea Soldier to thy purpofe. 

Leen, I will do’t, but yet fheds 3 goodly Creature. 
Dion. The fitter then the Gods fhould have her. 
Here fie comes weeping for her only Miftrefs Death: 

Thon art refolv’d? 
, Leon. Tam refolv'd. 


Enter Marina with a Basket of Flowers. anise 

Mar. No: I will rob gay Tellus of her Weed, ial: 
To ftrew thy Grave with Flowers: The yellows, blews, oH | 
The purple Violets and Marigolds, aa 
Shall as a Carpet hang upon thy. Grave, dl 
While Summer Days doth laft. -Ay me, poor Maid, ah 
Born ina Tempeft, when my Mother dy’d: i 
This World to me is like a lafting Storm, he 
Flurrying me from my Friends. Dion, late 
; - ah 2 f 
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Dion. How now, Alarina? why de’ye weep alone? 
How chance my Laughter is not with you? 
Do not confume your Blood with forrowing, 
You havea Nurfe of me. Lord! your favour’s 
Chang’d, with this unprofitable woe: 
Come give me your Flowers, eer the Sea mar it, 
Walk with Leonine, the Air is quick there, 
And it pierces and fharpens the Stomach: 
Come, Leonine, take her by the Arm, walk with her. 
Mar, Not pray you, 
I'l] not bereave you of your Servant. 
Dien. Come, come; 
I love the King your Father, and your felf, 
With more than foreign Heart; we every day 
Expe@ him here, when he fhall come and find 
Our Paragon, to all Reports thus blafted, 
He will repent the bread:h of his great Voyage, 
Blame both my Lord and me, that we have taken 
No care to your beft Courfes. Go I pray you, 
Walk and be chearful once again; referve 
That excellent Complexion, which did fteal 
The Eyes of Young and Old. Care not for me, 
I can go home alone. 
Mar. Well, I will go, 
But yet I have no defire to it. 
Dion. Come, come, I know ‘tis good for you; 
Walk half an Hour, Leonine, at the leaft. 
Remember what I have faid. 
Leon. 1 warrant you, Madam. 
Dion. Vil leave you, my fweet Lady, fora while; 
Pray walk fofily, do not heat your Blood: 
Whar, I muft have a care of you. | Exite 
Mar, My thanks, fweet Madam, Is the Wind Welfterly 
that blows ? 
Leon, Scuth-Weft, 
Mar, When TI was borr, the Wind was North. 
Leon, Wis’t to? 
Mar, My Pather, as Nurfe faith, did never fear, 
But cryed, good Seamen to the Sailors, galling 
His Kisgly Hands, 
Hailing the Ropes, and clafping to the Matt, | 
Endur'd a Sea that almoft burft the Deck. Lene 
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» Leon, I am fworn, and will difpatch. 
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Leon. When was this? 

Mar. When I was born, 

Never was Waves nor Wind more violent, 
And from the Ladder-Tackle, wathes off 

A Canvas Climber: Ha, faith one, wilt out! 
And with a droping Induftry they skip 

From Stern to Stern: 

The Boat-fwain whiftles, and the Matter calls 
And trebles cbheir Confufion. 

Leon. Come fay your Prayers. 

Mar. What mean you? 

Leon, If you require.a little {pace for Prayer, 

I grant it; pray, but be not tedious, 
For the Gods are quick of Ear, 
AndI am fworn todo my Work with hafte. 

Mar. Why will you kill me? 

Leon. To {atisfie my Lady; 

Mar. Why would fhe have me kill’d now? as I can 
Remember by my Troth, I never did hurt her 
In all my Life, I never fpake bad word, 

Nor did ij] turn to any living Creature; 

Believe me now, I never kill’d a Moufe, 

Nor hurt a Fly. LI trode upon a Worm once 

Apgainft my will, but I wept for it. How have I offended, 
Wherein my Death might yield her any profit, 

Or my Life imply her any danger? 

Leon. My Commifiion 
Is not to reafon of the Deed, but do it. 

Mar. You will not do’t for all the World, I hopes 
You are well-favour’d, and your Looks fore-fhew 
You have a very gentle Heart. I faw you lately, 
When you caught Hurt in parting two that fought: 
Good footh, it fhewed well in you, do fo now, 
Your Lady fecks my Life, come you between, 

And fave poor Me the weaker. 


Enter Pirates. 
t Pirat. Hold, Villain. 
2 Pirat. A prize! a prize! | | 
3 Pirat. Half part, Mates, half part: Come, let’s have 


her aboard fudderly. LExeunt. 
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Proportion to live quietly, and {fo give over, 
Bawd. Why, to give over, I pray you? Is it a thame 
ia to get when we are.old 
1 Pand, Oh our Credit comes not in like. che Com: ORT 
AN nor 7 Commodity wages not with. the. Dai ngers There- 
ik fore, if in our t Youth s we could pie | fe up fome pretty Effate, 

were not amifs to keep our Door hatch’d: befides the fore 

. with the Gods will be {trong with us 
for giving 0 €r : Bawa. 
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Bawa. Come, other forts offend as well as we. 

Paud. As well as we, ay, and better too, we cffend worfe, 
Neither is our Profeflion any Trade, it’s no Calling: But 
here comes Boul. 

Enter Boult with Pirates, ana Marina. 

Boxlt. Come your ways, my Matters, you fay the’s a 
Virgin ? 

Pirat. O Sir, we doubt it not. 

Boult, Mafter, 1 have gone through for this Piece you 
fee, if you like her, fo; if not, I have loft my Eainett 

Bawd. Boult, has the ary Qualities? 

Bolt, She hasa good Face, {peaks well, and hath excel. 
lent good Cloaths: There’s no farther neceflity of Qualities 
can make her be refufed. 

Bawd,. What's her Price, Boxlz? 

Boult. 1 cannot be bated one doit of a thoufand Pieces. 

Pand. Well, follow me, my Mafters, you fhall have your 
Mory prefentiy: Wife, take her in, wftruét her what the 
has to do, that fhe may not be raw in her Entertainment, 

Bawd. Boult, take you the Marks of her, the Colour 
of her Hair, Complexion, Height, Age, with warrant 
Of her Virginity, and Cry: He that. will give moft fhall 
have her firft. Such a Maiden-head were no cheap thing 
‘If Men were as they have been: Get this done as I com- 
Mand you. 

Boult. Pexformance fhall follow. [ Exit. 

Mar. Alack, that Leonine was fo flack, fo flow: 

He fhould have ftruck, not {poke 3; 
Orwthat thele Pirates, not enough barbarous, 
Had o’er-board thrown me, for to feek my Mother. 

Bawa, Why weep you, pretty one? 

Mar. That I am pretty. 

Bawd. Come, the Gods have done their part im you. 

Mar. \ accufe them not. 

Bawd. You are light into my Hands, where you are like 
to live, 

Mar. The more’s my Fault to *fcape his Hands, 

Where ! was like to dye. | 

Bawd, Ay, and you {hall live in Pleafure, 

Mar. No. 
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Bawd. Yes indeed fhall you, and tafte Gentlemen of all 
Fafhions. You fhall fare well; you thal! have the difference 
of all Complexions: what de’ye ftop your Ears? 

Mar. Are youa Woman? 

Bawd. What would you have me to be, if I be not a 
Woman? 

Mar. An honeft Woman, or not a Woman. 

Bawd. Marry whip thee, Gofling: I think I fhall have 
fomething to de with you. Come, y’are a young foolifh 
Sapling, and muft be-bowed as I would have ye. 

Mar. Uhe Gods defend me, 

Bawa. \f it pleafe the Gods defend you by Men, then 
Men muft comfort you, Men muft feed you, Men muf 
fiir you up: Bowls return’d. 

Enter Boult. 
Now, Sir, haft thou cry’d her through the Marker? 

Bowlt, I have cry’d her almoft tothe number of her Hawg 
I have drawn her Pidture with my Voice. 

Bawd. And prithee tell me, how doft thou find the Ins 
clination of the People, efpecially of the younger fort? 

Boult. Faith they liftned to me, as they would have 
hearkned to their Father’s Teftament. | There was a Spans 
ard’s Mouth fo watered, that he went to Bed to her very 
Defcription. 

Bawd. We thall have him here to Morrow with his beft 
Ruff on: 

Boult. To Night, to Night. But, Miftrefs, do you know 
the French Knight that cowers 1 th’ Hams? 

Bawd. Who, Monficur Verellus? 

Boult. Ay, heoffered to cut a Caper at the Proclamation, 
but he made a Groan at it, and {wore he would fee her to 
Morrow. 

Bawd. Well, well, asfor him, he brought his Difeafe 
hither, here he doth but repair it, I know he will come 
in our Shadow, to fcatter his Crowns in the Sun, 

Boult. Well, if we had of every Nation a Traveller, we 
fhould lodge them with this Sign. 

Bawd. Pray you, come hither.a while, you have For- 
tunes coming upon you, mark me, you muft feem to do 
that fearfully, which you commit willingly; defpife Profit, 
where you have moft Gain; to weep that you live as you 
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do, makes pity in your Lovers feldom, but that pity begets 
you a good Opinion, and that Opinion a meer profit. 

Mar. I underftand you not. 

Boult. O take her home, Miftrefs; take her home, thefe 
Bluthes of hers muft be quericht with fome prefent Practice, 

Bawd. Thou fayeft true ifaith, fo théy muft, for your 
Bride goes to that with fhame, which is her way to go with 
Warrant. 

Boult. Faith fome do, and fome do not; but Mittrefs, if 
I have bargain’d for the Joyot. 

Bawd. Thou may’ft cuta morfcl off the Spit. 
 Boult, I may fo. 

Bawa, Who fhould deny it 2 
Come young one, I like the manner of your Garments well: 

Boul. Ay, by my Faith, they fhall not be changed yer. 

Bawd. Boult, {pend thon that in the Town, report what 
a Sojourner we have, you'll lofe nothing by Cuftom. When 
Niture fram’d this Piece, fle meant thee a good Turn; 
therefore fay what a Paragon fhe is, and thou haft the Har- 
velt out of thine own Report. 

Boult, 1 warrant you Miftrefs, Thunder fall not fo awake 
the Beds of Eels, as my giving out of her Beauty ftirs up 
the Lewdly enclined, ll bring home fome to Night. 

Bawd. Come your ways, follow me. | 

Mar. \f Fires be hot, Knives fharp, or Waters deep; 
Unty’d I ftill my Virgin-knot will keep. 

Wiana, ad my purpofe. | 
Bawd. What have we todo with Diaz? pray you go 
with us, [ Exeantes 
Exter Cleon and Dionyfia. 
Dion, Why are you foolifh, can it be undone? 
Cle. O Dionjfia, fach a piece of Slaughter, 
The Sun and Moon ne’er look’d upon. — 

Dion. 1 think you'll turn a Child again. — 

Cle. Were I chief Lord of all this {pacious World, 
Td give it to undo the deed. O Lady, much lefs in Blood 
than Virtue, yet a Princefs to equal any fingle Crown of the 
Earth, in the juftice of compare : O Villain; Leonine, whom 
thou haft poifoned too; if thou had’ft drunk to him, it had 
been a kindnefs becoming well thy Face; what can’ft thou 
fay, when Noble Pericles fhall demand his Child ? ss 


_ = - = ° . . - : > : =~ a > mi Eee > 
= : s 4 . - + “ es - = aE 1 : ) 
nee ot ret ee <——*  asttree a eee He - - ~ € - ~ ~ Agr 
“oe a SS ES pace = - 7 = Gereente Byes: age * en 
PS sata see So SH == eee a ae nS eee = as — = age nerier 
Sern AE ~ ye a me aes ie ie > eee we oe Eat Pe et sore 
-_ ~~ Sg se es == - a 
: 2 x =" 4 - 








4 ee S ih: yee 
2890 Pericles, Prince of Lyre. 


Dien. That fhe ts dead. Nurfes are not the Fates to 
folter it, nor ever to preferve; fhe dy'd at Night, Dll fay 
fo, who can crofs it, uole{S you play the Innocent? and for 
an honeft Atcribute, cry eur, the cy d by foul Play. 
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J t fo then, yet nene doth know but you how 
fhe came dead, nor none can know, Leonine being gone, She 
ie ey O1ni1 3 4 ie 
did difdain my Child, and ftood between her and her For- 
tunes: None would look on her, but caft their Gazes on 
Marinas Race, whilft ours was blurred at, and held a 
Mawkin, not worth the time of day. It pierc'd me thorow; 
and.though you call my Courfe unnatural, you net your 
Child wellloving, yet I find it greets me as an enteiprize of 
Kindnels perform’d to your fole Daughter. 
Cle. Heav’ns forgive ir, 


: A: 3 Ae! *: “3 
Diow. And-as for 


t Pericles, what fhould he faye 
We wept after her Hearfe, and yet we mourn : 


Her Monument almoft finifhed, and her Epitaph 
In glittering golden Charaters, exprefs 
A general Praife to her, and Care in us, 
t whofe Expence ’tis done. 
Cle. Thou art like the Harpie, 
Which to betray, doft with thy Angel's Face, 
Seize with thine Eagle’s Talons, 
Dion. You are like one, that fuperftitiouf 
Doth fwear.to th’Gods, that Winter kills the Flies, 
But yet | know, you'll do as I advife, [ Exetite 
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Enter Gower. 
HUS Time we wafte, and longeft Leagues make {hort 

. Sail Seas in Cockles, have and wifh but fort, 
Making to take our Imagination, 
From bowrn to bourn,. Region to Region. 
By you being Pard'ned, we commit no Crime 
To ufe one Language, in each feveral Clime, 
Where our Scenes feem to live. I do bejecth you 
To learn of me, who fiands in gaps to teach you 
The Stages of our Story, Pericles 
Is now again thwarting the wayward Seas; 
(Attended on by. many a Lord and Knight) 
To [ee his Daughter, all his Life's Delight. 
Old Hellicanus goes along behind, 
Is left togovern it : You bear in Mind 
Old Efcanes, whom Hellicanus late 
Advanc'd in time to great and high E ‘ftate. 
Well {ailing Ships, and bounteous Winds have brought 
This King to Uharfus, think this Pilate thought, 
So with his Steerage, [ball your Thoughts grone 
To fetch his Daughter home, who firft is gone; 
Like Motes and Shadows fee them move a while, 
Your Ears unio your. Eyes IU reconcile. 


Enter Pericles at one Door with all his, Train, Cleon and 
Dionyfia at the other: Cleon fhews Pericles the Tomb, 
whereat Pericles makes Lamentation, puts,on. Seckeloth, 
and in a mighty Paflion departs. 


Gower. See how Belief may fuffer by foul fhaw, 
This borrow'd Paffion frands for true old Woe + 
And Pericles in forrow all devour'd, 
With Sighs fhot through, and bigge/t Tears o'er-fbowr'd, 
Leaves Tharfus , avd avain imbarks, he [wears 
Never to wafb his Face, nor cat-his Hairs, 
He put on Sackcloth, and to Sea be bears, 
A Tempel which his mortal Veffel tears, 
And yet he rides it outs Now take we onr wa 


To the Epitaph for Marina, writ by Dionylia. 
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2392 Petret4, Prince of Tyre. 
The faireft, {weeteft, and beft lies here, 


Who wither’d in her Spring of Year: 

She was of Zyrus the King’s Daughter, 

On whom foul Death hath made this Slaughter : 
Marina was the call’d, and at her birth, 

That is, being proud, fwallow’d {ome part of th’earth : 
Therefore the Earth fearing to be o’e:flow'd, 

Hath Thetis Birth-child on.the Heav’ns beftow’'d. 
Wherefore fhe does and fwears fhe’ll never ftint, 
Make raging Battry upon Shores of Flint, 


No Vizor does become black Villany, 

So well as [oft and tender Flatrery. 

Let Pericles believe his Daughter's dead, 

And bear his Courfes to be ordered 

By Lady Fortune, while our fear muft Play 

His Daughter woe and heavy wwell-a-day, 

In her wnholy Service: Patience then, 

And think you now are all in Meraline | Exite 
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Exter two Gentlemen 


1 Gest. Did you ever hear the like? 

> Gent. No, nor never fhall do in fuch a place as this, 
fhe being once gone. 

1 Gent. But to have Divinity preacht there, did you 
ever dream of fuch a thing ? 

2 Gent. No, no, come, I am for no more Bawdy-houfes, 
fhall we go hear the Veftals fing ¢ 

t Gent. Viido any thing now that is Virtuous, but I 
am out of the road of Rutting for ever. | Exeunt 

Enter the three Bawds. 

Pand, Well, \ had rather than twice the worth of her 
the had ne’er come here. 

Bawd. Fie, fie upon her, fhe is able to freeze the God 
Priapas, and undo a whole Generation, we muft either get her 
Ravithr, ot be rid of her ; when fhe fhould do for Clyents 
her fitment, and do methe kindnefs of our Profeflaony fhe has 
me her Quirks, her Reafons, her Mafter-reafons, her Prayers, 
her Knees, that fhe would make a Puritan of the Devil, if 
he fhould cheapen a Kifs of her. 

Boult. Faith f muftravifh her. or fhe’ll disfurnith us ofall 
sur Cavaliersy and make all.our Swearers Priefts. 

es Pands 
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Pand. Now the Pox upon her Green-ficknefs for me, 

Bawa. Faththere’s no. way toberid of it, but by the way 
to the Pox, _ Here comes the Lord Lyfmachus difguis'd. 

Boult, We fhould have both Lord and Lown, if the pee- 
vith Baggage would but give way to Cuftomers, 

Enter Ly famachuss 

Lyf. How now, how a dozen of Virginities? 

Bawa. Now the Gods bi<fs your Honour. 

Boult. 1 am-glad to fee your Honour in. good Hea'th. 

Lyf; You may fo, ’ts the betrer for you, that your Re- 
forters ftand upon faynd Legs, how now? .wholefome Im- 
pun'ty have you, that a Mai may deal withal, and defie the 
Surgeon ? 

Bawd. W> have one here, Sir, if fhe would 
Boe chere never came her like in AZetaline. 

Lyf: \f the’d dothe Deeds of Darkoefs, thou would’{tfay. 

Bawd. » Your Honour knows what ’tis to {zy well enough, 

Lyf Well, call forth, call forth. 2 

Bouit. For Flefh and Blood, Sir, white and red, you 
fhali fee a Rofe, and the were a Rofe indeed, if the had 
but— 

Lyf. What prethee? 

Boult, O Sir, I can be Modett. 

Lyf. That dignifies the Renown of a Bawd, no lefs than 
it gives a good Report to a number to be Chaft, 

Enter Marina. 

Bawd, Here comes that: which grows to the ftalk, 
Never plucke yet I can affure you. 
Is fhe not.a fair Creature¢ 

Lyf; Faith fhe would ferve after a long Voyage at Sea, 
Well, there’s for you, leave us. 

Bawd, I befeech your Honour give me leave a word, 
And Ill have done prefently. 

Lyf, 1 befeech you do. | 

Bawd,. Firft, I would have you note, this is a> honou- 
rable Man. | 
- Mar. Idefireto find him fo, that Imay worthily nore him. 
 Bawd. Next, he’s the Governor of this Country, and a 
Man whom I am bound to. 

Mar. If he govern the Country, youare bound to him 
indeed, but how honourable he is in that, 1 know ior. 

om - Bawa, 
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Bawd. Pray you without any more virginal fencing, will 
you ufe him kindly? He will line your Apron with ;Gold, 
- Mar. Whit he will do cracioufly, I will thankfully re- 
Celve. 

Lyf. Have you done 2 

Bawd. My Lord, fhe’s not pac’d yet, you mutt take fome 
Pains to. work her to your manage, come, we will leave his 
Honour anda her topetner, | Exit Bawd, 

Lyf; Now, pretty one, how long have you been af this 
‘Trade ¢ 

Mar. What Trade, Sir2 

Lif. Why, T cannot name’t but I fhall offend. 

Jar. 1 cannot be offended with my Trade, 

Pleafe you to name It. 

Lyf. How long have you been of this Profefiion? 

Mar. E’er fince 1 can remember. 

Lyf. Did you go te’t fo young, were you a Gamefter at 
five, or at feven? 

Jar, Earlier too, Sir, -if now J be one. 

Lyf. Why the Houfe you dwell in, proclaims you to be 
a Creature of Sale. 

Mar. Do you know this Houfe to be a Place of fuchre- 
fort, and will come into it? I hear fay you are of honoura- 
ble Parcs; and the Governor of this place. 

Lyf. Why? hath your Printipal made known unto you, 
who I am¢é | 

Adar, Who is my Principal? 

Lyf, Why your Herb-woman, fhe that fets Seeds and 
Roots of Shame and Iniquity. O you have heard fomething 
of my Power, and fo ftand aloof for more ferious Wooing; 
but Iproteft to thee, pretty one, my Authority fhall not 
{ce thee, or elfe look friendly upon thee; come bring me to 
fome private Place, come, come, 

Mar. If you were born to Honour, fhew it now; 

If put upon you, make the Judgment good, 
That thought you worthy of it. 

Lyf: How’s this; how’s this? fome more, be fage—— 

Mar. For me that am a Maid, though moft ungentle 
Fortune have plac’d me in this Stie, 

Where fince I came, .D feafes have been fold 
Dearer than Phyfick; O that the Gods 
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Would fet me free from this unhallow’d Place, 
Though they did change me to the meaneft Bird 
That flies ith’ purer Air. 
Lyf. 1 did not think | 
Thou could’ft have {poke fo well, I ne'er dreamd thou 
could’{t ; 
Had I brought hither a corrupted Mind, 
Thy Speech had alter’d it; hold, here's Gold for thee, 
Perfevere in that clear way thou gocit. 
And the Gods ftrengthen thee. 
Mar. The goed Gods preferve you. 
Lyf. For my part, 1 came with no il intent, for to:me 
The very Doors and, Windows favour vilely. 
Fare thee weil, 
Thou art’a piece of Virtue, and I doubt not 
But thy training hath been Noble 5 
Hold, here’s more Gold for thee; 
A Curfe upon him, die he like a Thief 
That robs thee of thy Goodnels; if thou doft hear-from me, 
Itfhall be for thy good. 
Boult. 1 befeech your Honour, one Piece for me. 
Lyf. Avant thou damn’d Door-keeper, 
Your Houfe, but for this Virgin that doth prep it, 
Would fink and overwhelm you. . Away: (Exit. 
Boult. How’s this? We mutft take another’ courfe’ with 
you? If your peevifh Chaftity, which is not worth a Break- 
fat in the cheapeft Country under the coap, fhall undo a 
whole Houfhold, let me be gelded like a Spaniel; ccme 
your WaySe 
Mur. Whither would you bave mes 
Boult. I muft have your Maidenhead taken off, or the 
common Hangman thall cxccute its. come your way; we'll 
have no more Gentlemendriv’n away? come your ways! fay. 
Enter Bawd. 
Bawd, How now, what’s the matter 
Boult, Worfe and worle, MiftrefS, fhe hath here fpoken 
holy. wotds to the Lord Ly/imachus. 
Bawd. © abominable. 
Zoult. She makes our Profeffion as.it were to {tink before 
the Face of the Gods, 


Bawd. Marry hang her up for ever: 
| ' , Q.4 Boulte 
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Boult. The Nobleman would have dealt with her like a 
Nobleman, and fhe fent him away as cold as a Snow-ball; 
fayiog his Prayers too. 

Bawd. Boult,take her away, ufe her at thy Pleafure, crack 
the Glafs of her Virginity, and make the reft malleable, 

Boult. And if the were a thornier Piece of Ground than 
fhe is, fhe fhall be Ploughed. 
~ Mar. Hark, hark, you Gods. 

Bawd. She conjures, away with her, would fhe had never 
¢ome withinmy Doors, marry hang you, fhe’s bornto undo 
us, will you not go the way of Women-kind 2? Marry come 
up my Difh of Chaftity, with Rofemary and Bays. [Exit 

Boult. Come, Miftrefs, come your ways with me. | 

Mar. Whither would you have me? 

Boult. To take from you the Jewel you hold fo dear, 

Mar. Prithee tell me one thing firft. 

Boult. Come now, your one.thing? 

Mar. What can’f{t thou with thine Enemy to be? 

Boult. Why I could with him to be my Mafter, or rather 
my Miftrefs. 
Mar. Neither of thefe 2re yet fo bad as thou art, 

Since they do better thee io their Command ; | 

Thou hold’ft a place, for which the pained’ft Fiend 

In Hell would not in Reputation change: 

T hou art the damn’d Door-keeper to every Cufherel that comes 
Enquiring for this Tib; To the cholerick Fifting of every Rogue 
Thy Earis liable, thy Food is fuch 

As hath been belch’d on by infectious Lungs. 

Boult. What would you have me do? goto the Wars, 
would you, where a Man may ferve feven Years for the lofs 
of a Leg,’ and havenot Mony enough in the end to buy 
him a wooden one ? | 
Mar. Do any thing but this thou doft, 

Empty old Receptacles, or common-fhores of Filih; 

Serve by Indenture to the common Hangman, 

Any of thefe ways are yet better than this: 

For what thou profeff: ft, a Baboon, could he fpezk, 

Would own a Name too dear : 

Oh, that the Gods would fafely deliver me from this Place; 
Here, here’sGold for thee,if that thy Mafterwould gain by me; 
Proclaim that I can Sing, Weaye, Sow, and Dance, 
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With other Virtues, which I’ll keep from boaft, 

And I will undertake all thefe to teach. 

[doubt not but this populous City will yield many Scho- 
Ivrs. 

Bouit. But can you teach all this you {peak of 2 

Mar, Prove that I cannot, take me home again, 

And proftitute me to the bafeft Groom = 
That doth frequent yeur Hovfe. 

Boult. Well, 1 willfee what f can do for thee: If ] can 
place thee, I will, | 

Mar, But amongft honeft Women, 

Boult, Faith my Acquaintance lies little among them; 
but fince my Mafter and: MiftrefS have hought you, there's 
no going but by their confent: Therefore I will make them 
acquainted with your Purpofe, and I doubt not but ] fhall 
find them traétable enough. Come, I'll do for thee what 


Ican, come your ways. [ Excunr, 


Enter Gower, 
Marina ths the Brothel {capes, and chances 
Into an honeft Houle, our Story [ays : 
She fings like one immortal, and fhe dances 
“4s Godde/s-like.to her admired Laies: 
Deep Clerks foe dumbs, and with her Needle composes 
Natures own Shape, of Bud, Bird, Branth op Berry, 
That even her Art Sifters the natural Rofes, 
Her Incle, Silk, Twine, with the rubied Cherry, 
That Pupils lacks fhe none of noble Race, 
Who pour their Bounty on her, and her Gain 
She gives the curfed Bawd. Leave we her place, 
And to her Father turn our Thoughts again, 
Where we left him at Sea, tumbled and toft, 
ind driv'n before the Wind, he is arriv’d 
Here where his Daughter davells, and on this Cozff, 
Suppofe him now at Anchor: The City ftriv’d 
God Neptune’s annual Feaft to keep, from whence 
Lyfimachus ovr Tyrian Ship e/pies, 
His Banners fable, trim’d with rich Expence, 
And to him in his Barge with fervour byes, 
4n your [uppofing, once more put your fight 
Onur heavy Pericles, think this his Bark, 
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Where what is done in Altion, mere of might 
Shall be difcover’d, pleafé you fit ana hark. | Exit. 
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Enter Hellicanus, to him two Sailors. 

1 Sail. Where is the Lord Hellicanus ? he can refolve you, 
© here’he is. Sir, there is a Barge put off from Azetaline, 
and in it is Lyfmachus the Governour, who craves to come 
aboard; whatis your Will? 

Heil, That he have his-——call up fome Gentlemen. 

2 Sail. Ho, Gentlemen, my Lord calls. 

Enter twe or three Gentlemen. 

Hell. Gentlemen, there is fome of worth would come a 
boaid, I pray ye greet them fairly. 

ster Lyfimachus. 

1 Sail. Sir, this ts the Man that can, in ought you would, 
refolve you. 

Lyf. Hail, reverend Sir, the Gods preferve you. 

Hell, And you to out-live the Age I am, and die as [ 
would do, 

Lyf. You with me will; 

Being on Shore, honovring of Neptune's Triumphs, 
Seeing this goodly. Veflel ride before us, 
I made to it, to know of whence you are. 

Hell, Firft, what is your Place? 

Lyf. 1am the Governor of this Place you lye before, 

Hell, Sir, our Veflel’s of Tyre, in it the King, 

A Man, who for this. three Months hath not {poken 
To any one, nor taken Suttenance, 
But to prolong his Grief. 

Lyf. Upon what ground 1s his Diftemperance? 

Hell, It would be too tedious to repeat, but the main 
Grief {priogs from the lofs of a beloved Daughter, and a 
Wife. 

Lyf: May we not fee him; 

Hell. You may, but bootlefs is your fight, he will not 
ipeak to any. 

Lyf. Let me obtain my With. 

Heil, Behold him; this was a goodly Perfon, ‘till the 
Difafter that one mortal wight drove him to this. 

Lyf, Sir King, all hail, the Gods preferve you, hail Roy- 
al Sir. 
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Hell. Ut is in vain, he ‘will not {peak to you. 

Lord. Sir, we havea Maid in Agetaline, 1 durft. wager 
would win fome words from him. 

Lyf. Tis well bethought, fhe queftionlefs with her 
fweet Harmony, and other chofen Attractions, would allure 
‘and make a Battery through his defended Parts, which now 
are mid-way ftopt, fhe is all happy, as the faireft of all, and 
ber fellow Maids, “now upon the levy -thelter that abuts) a- 
gainft the Ifland fide. 

Hell. Sure all effe@lcfs, yet nothing we'll omit that bears 
recoveries Name. But fince your Kindnefs we have ftretcht 
thus far, let us befeech you, that for our Gold. we may 
have Provifion, wherein we are not deflitute for want, bne 
weary for the ftalenefs. 

Lyf. O, Sir, a Courtefie, which if we fhould deny,. the 
‘moft juft God for every Graff would fend a, Caterpillar, and 
foinfi@ our Province; yet once more let.me entreat to know 
at large the Caule of your King’s Sorrow. 

Hell. Sir, Sir, “I wil! reount it to you; “but-fee, i am 
prevented. 

Enter Marin2. 

Lyf. O here’s the: Lady that I fent for. 
Welcome, Fair One: Is’t not a goodly prefent? 

Hell. She’s a gallant Lady. 

Lyf. She’s fach aone, that were I will aflurd, 
Came of a gentle Kind, and noble »tock, 

I'd with no better Choice, and think me rarely wed. 
Fair, and all Goodnefs that confifts:in Beauty, 
Exped even here, where isa kingly: P.tient, 

If that thy profperous and artificial Fate 

Can draw him but to anfwer thee in ought, 

Thy facred Phyfick fhall receive fuch Pay, 

‘As thy Defires can with, 

Mar. Sir, 1 will ufemy uttermoft Skill. in his Recovery, 
provided that none but 1 and my Companion Maid he fuf- 
fered to come near him. 

Lyf. Come, let us leave her, and the Gods make her 
profperous. | The Song. 

Lyf. Mark’d he your Mufick? 

Mar. No, nor look’d on us. 
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Lyf. See, the will fpeak to him. 

Mar. Hail, Sir, my Lord, lend Ear. 

Per. Hum, ha. 

Mar. lama Maid, my Lord, that ne’er before invited 
Eyes, but have been gazed on like a Comet: She fpeaks, 
my Lord, that, may be, hath endured a Grief might. equal 
yours, if both were juftly weighed; though wayward For. 
| tune did maligne my State, my Derivation was from An- 
Rae ni celtors who ftood equivalent with mighty Kings, but time 
ah ae Whale hath rooted out my Parentage, and to the World and auk. 
f ward Cafualties bound mein fervitude; I will defift, but 
there is fometbing glows upon my Cheek, and whifpers in 
mine Ear, Go not ‘till he fpeak. 

Per. My Fortunes, Parentage, good Parentage to equal 
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i ae mine: wasit not thus! what fay you? 
Wal: Mar. \ faid, my Lord, if you did know my Parentage, 
tis you would not do me Violence. 
ae Per. I do think fo, pray you turn your Eyes upon me, 
er y are like fome-thing that, what Country-women hear of 
Gr TS thefe fhews? 
he Mar. No, nor of any fhews, yet I was mortally brought 
at forth, and am no other than I appear. 
at Per. | am great with wo, and fhall deliver weeping: 
1 My deareft Wife was like this Maid, and foch a one my 
he iy ‘ Daughter might have been: My Queen’s f{quare Brows, 
eta her Stature to an Inch, as wand~like ftraight, as Silver voic’d, 
“iE ba her Eyes as Jewel-like, and caft.as richly, in pace another 
a ide ‘Funo. Who ftarves the Ears fhe feeds, and makes them 
ae hungry, the more fhe gives them Speech; where do you 
ea live ¢ 
mae Mar. Where tam but a Stranger, from the Deck you 
rR Ig may difcern the Place, 
eee Per. Where were you bred? And how atchiev’d you 
ii thefe Endowments which you make more rich to owe? 
ft Mar. If I fhould tell my Hiftory, ic would feem like 
i Lies di dain’d in the reporting, 
Hah Per, Prithee fpeak, falfnefs canrot come from thee, for 
it aes gnou lookeft modeft as Juftice, and thou feem’ft a Pallas 
Bat BL for the crowned Truth to.dwell in, I will believe thee, and 
AAT i make 
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make my Senfes credit thy Relation, to points that feem 
impoflible, for thou look’ft like one I lov’d indeed; what 
were thy Friends¢ Didft thou not ftay when I did puth 
thee back Which was when I perceiv’d thee that thou cam ft 
from good Defceat. 

Mar. So indeed I did. 

Per. Report thy Parentage, J think thou faidf thou 
hadit been ctoft from wrong to injury, and that thou 
thoughr’it thy Griefs might equal mine, if both were o- 
pened. 

Mar. Some fuch thing I faid, and faid no more but what 
my !houghts did warrant me was likely. 

Per. Yell thy Story, if thine confidered prove the thous 
fand Part of my Endurance, thou art a Man, and I have 
fuffered like a Girl; yet thou doft lock like Patience, faze 
ing on Kings Graves, and. {miling Extremity out of a@, 
What were ¢! } Priends ? how loft thou th Name, .my 
molt kind Virgia ? recount I do befeech thee, come {it 
by me. 

Mar. My Name is Marina. 

Per, Oh ! am mock’d, and thou by fome_ incenfed God 
fent hither to make the World to laugh at me, 

Mar. Patience, good Sir, or here I'll ceafe. 

Per, Nay, Ill be patient, thou little know’ft how thou 
docft ftartle me to call thy felf ALarina. 

Mar. The Name was given me by one that had fome 
Power, my Father and a King. : 

Per. How, 2 King’s Daughter, and call’d AZarina? 

Mar. You {aid you would believe me; but not to be a 
trouble of your Peace, I will end here. 

Per, But are you Flefh and Blood? 

Have you a working Pulfe, and are no Fairy? 
Motion? well, {peak or, where were you born? 
And wherefore call’d Adarina? 

Mar. Call’d Afarina, for I was born at Sea. 

Per. At Sea? who was thy Mother? 

Mar. My Mother was the Daughter of a King, who 
died the Minute I was born, as my good Nurle Lychorida 
hath oft delivered weeping, ; | 
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Pe. © top there 2 little, this 1s the rare{l Dream 
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Thate’er dull Sleep did moc« {fad Feols withal- 
"Thisicahnot_be'my Daugheer; buried! well, where were 
vou tred? Lil hear you more to the bottom of your Story; 
y red? Lil hear 3 
and p:ver interrupe you. : aie | 
Afir. You {ec on. believe me *twere belt I did give oer. 
ot Lf e & 17 ' sa\ A AQ Swi ; ’ 
Pe, Twill believe you by the Sy/lable of what you fhall 
e mk v 5 nF & sa J j ; ; , 
delivir, yer give me leave; how’came you 10 thele Parts¢ 
a i> Yee & ~ was | } 
Lieu oo 
bar ai (eae where were yt r’DOFreas 7 ro . 
Dvds Mar. The King, my F. ther, did in Tharfus leave me; 
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Pill crue! Cleon win his wicked Wite, 1 
Did {eek to muither me? And having woed a Villain 
To atempt ir, who having drawn to do’t, 
A crew of Pyrats came and refcu’d me, 
Brought me to Aetaline. s 
Burt, good Sir, whither will you have me? why do you 
weep! It may be you chink me an {mpoftor, no, good faith. 
ft amthe Daughter to King Pericles, if good King Pericles 
be. 
Per. Ho, Hellicanus ? 
Hil. Calls my Lord? | 
Per. Thou arta grave and noble Counfellor, ) 
Moft wife in general, teil me, if thou canft, what this 
Mhid ts, 
O; vhat is like to be, that thus hath made me weep? 
Fill, Uknow not, but here's the Regent, Sir, Of Meta 
line, {peaks nobly of her, 
Pia Lf She never Would tel! her Parentage. 
i oe Beinz demanded that, fhe would fir {till and weep. 
i ids Pe. Oh Hellicanus, {trike me, honoured Sir, give mea 
i path, put me to prefent Pain, left this great Sea “ Joys 
hip ian | rufhing upon me, o’er-bear the Shoresof my Mortality, and 
Phe a Be drown me with their Sweetnefs - Oh come hither. 
a: Tho that beget’ft him that did thee beget, 
Thoa that watt bora at Sea, buried at Thar/us, 
Andfound at Sea again: O Hellicanus, 
iki Donon thy Knees, thank the holy Gods, 2s load 
UE Be As Thunder threatens us; this is AZarina. 
TEES Whit was thy Mother’s Name? tell me but thar, 
mea For Truth can never be confirm’d enough, 
Thorgh Doubts did ever fleep. 
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Pericles, Prince of Te = 2.903 


Mar. Firlt, Sir, I pray what is your Title? 

Per. Lam Pericles of Tyre, but tell me now my 
Drown’d Queen’s Name, as in the reft you faid, 

Thou haft been god-hke perfect, the Heir of Kingdons, 
And another like to Pericles thy Father, 

Mar. Is it not more to: be your Daughter, - than\ tc fay, 
my Mother's Name is Thaifa? Thaifa wasmy Mother, who 
did end the mioute I began. 

Per. Now. biecfling on thee, rife, chou artmy Child. 
Give me frefh Garments, mine own Hfellicanys, he is 
not dead at Thar/ws, as the fhould have been by favage eon, 
fhe fhall tell thee all, when thou fhalt kneel, and juftifte in 
Knowledge, ‘fhe is thy very Princefs; who is this? 

Hell. Sir, ’tis the Governor of Adetaline, who hearing of 
your Melancholly, did come to fee you. 

Per. 1 embrace you; give me my Robes; 

Iam wild in my beholding. Of Heav’n blefs my Girl. 

But hark, what Mufick’s this, Hellicanus? my Adarint, 
Tell him o’er point by point, for yet he feems to doz, 
How fure you are my Daughter; but where’s this Mufick? 

Hell. My Lord, { hear none. 

Per, None? The Mufick of the Spheres, lift, my AZainai 

Lyf. It is not good to crofs him, give him way, 

Per. Rareft founds, do ye not hear? 

Lyf. Mufick, my Lord, I hear. 

Per. Moft heav’aly Mufick, 

Tt nips me unto liftning, aid thick Slumber 
Hangs upon mine Eyes, let me reft. 

Lif. A Pillow for his Head, fo leave him all, 

Well my Companion Friends, if this but anfwer to my juft 
belief, Vl well remember you.. 
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Bae 1. Na Mar ey ee 


Diana appearing to Pericles a/fleep. 


Dia. Y Temple ftands in Ephefus, hie thee thither; 
And do upon mine Altar Sacrifice. 
There, when my Maiden. Priefts are met together, 
Before. all the People reveal 
How thou at Sea didft lofe thy Wife 
To mourn thy Croffes with thy Daughters calls 
And-give them Repetition to the like: 
Or perform my bidding, or thou liveft in woe ¢ 
Do’t, and happy by my Silver Bow 5 
Awake, and tell thy Dream. 
Per. Celeftial Dian, Goddefs Argentine, 
I will obey thee. Hellicanus. 
Enter Lyfimachus, 

Per. My purpofe was for Thar/us, there to ftrike © 
The inho!pitable Cleon, but lam for other Service firft, 
Toward Ephefus turn our blown Sails, 

Eftfoons P’li tell why. Shall we refreth us, Sir, upon your 
Shore, and give you Gold for fuch Provifion asour Intent$ 
will need, 

Lyf. Sir, with all my Heart, and when you come afhore; 
I have another flight. 

Per, You fhall prevail, where it to woe my Daughter, 
for it feems you have been noble. towards her. 

Lyf: Sir, lend me your Arm. | 

Pere Come, my AZarina, [Exennte 


Enter Gower. 


Now our Sands are almoft run, 

More 4 little, and then dene. 

This my laft boon give me, 

For [uch kindne[s muft relieve me: 

That you aptly will [uppofe, 

What pageantry, what feats, what foows; 
What Jdinftrelfie, what pretty din, 

The Regent made in Metaling 


To 


Pericles, Prince of Cyre 3005 


To greet the King ; fo he thriv’d, 
That he is promis’d to be wir'd 

To fair Marina, but in no wife, 
‘Till he had done his Sacrifice, 

As Dian bad, whereto being bound, 
The interim pray, you all confound. 
In feather’d briefne{s Sails are fulld, 
“ind wifbes fall out as they're will’d. 
At Ephefus the Temple fee, 

Our King, and all his Company. 
That he can hither come fo foon, 

Is by your Fancy’s thankful doom. [Exits 


Enter Pericles, Lyfimachus, Hellicanus, Marina, Thaifi, 
Cerymon,, and others, 


Per, Hail Dian, to perform thy juft command, 
There confefs my felf the King of Tyre. 
Who frighted from my Country, did wed 
At Pentapolis, the fair Thai/a, 
At Sea in Child-bed died the, but brought forth 
A Maid Child called Afarina 3 who, O Goddeds, 
Wears yet thy Silver Livery. She at Tharfus 
Was Nurft with Cleoz, who at fourteen Years 
He fought to Murder, but her better Stars 
Brought her to AZetaline, *gainft whofe Shore riding, 
Her Fortunes brought the Maid aboard to us, 
Where by her own moft clear remembrance, the 
Made known her felf my Daughter. 
Thai. Voice and favour! You are, you are, O Royal 
Pericles, [ She fains away, 
Per. What means the Woman? fhe dies ! help, Gentle- 
men. 
Cer, Sir, if you have told Diava’s Altar true, 
This is your Wife. a: 
Per, Reverend Appearer, no, 1 threw her over-boird with 
thefe very Arms, 
Cer, Upon this Coaft, I warrant you. 
Per. *Tis moft certain. : 
Cer. Look to the Lady; © the’s but overjoy’d. 
Early in bluft’ring morn, this Lady was thrown upon this 
ety. . 5 f& Shores 


, 
wht 
y ite 
yi 
LA 
i; 
Pf ie 
34 Og 
4 
i 


, tt 
ae 1A 
ie : 
, H 
P 4 1 
ri ‘ 
ph I 
Li ' 
i ; 
ehh 
n* f 4 
ahhts 


i 

My 
th 
Pil) 
Li 
te 
13), 
hi 





“ aa ae 
G06 Pe sAcs Prince of Tyte. 


Ss an fate are Felt 
Shore. 1 open’d the Coit iid thefe rich Jewels, 
> 2 ; 


cover @ her, ind Dp! cea ner here ii Diana's Temple, 


cy , a Ege. a L. gs Se 3 ¢ oe 
Cer. Great Sir, v fia € broug ic you to my Houf le, 
whither | invite yous; look, 7 bat/a 1s recovered. 
Thai. OO let me Joek; 1° he be none. OF mine, 


My SanGitv will to my Senfe bend no licentious Ear, 
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O my Lord, are. you not Pe ricles ¢ 
Like him. you {pe: iSike him. you are: 
Jid vou not name a Dempeft, a Birth, and Death? 
Per. The Voice of dead Thai/a. 
Thai. That Thaifa am I, fuppofed dead and drown’d. 
Per. Immortal Dian! 
Thai. Now | know you better, 
When we with Tears parted Pentapolis, 
The King, my Father,-gave.you fuch a Ring. 
Per. This, this, no more,-you Gods, 
Your prefent Kindnefs makes my paft Mifertes Sport, 
You fhail do well, that oa the touching of he: L.ips 
I may macit, and no more be feen; 
© come, b xe buried a fecond time within thefe Arms. 
Mar. My Heart leaps to be gone into my Mother’s Bos 
fom. 
Per. Lock who kncels he Cy Fielh of thy Ficth, Thaifas 
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Can vou remember what I call’d the Man ? 

| Rave nam'd hy im” OFC. 
Thai. - Twas eelicanes 
Per. Still Confirmation, 

Eumbrace him dear Th aia, this. 1s he’s 

Now do } ene co hit F OW you were found ° 
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Thai. Lord Cerywon, my. Lord, this Man, through whom 
The Gods have fhewn their Power; that can from frft 
To lalt refolve you. 
Per. Reverend Sir, 
The Gods can have no mortal Officer 
More like a God than you, 
Will you deliver how this dead Queen re-lives ? 
Cer. I will, my Lord, befeech you firft go with me 
Unto my Houfe, where fhall be thewn you all 
Was found with her; 
How the came plac’d here in the Temple, 
No needful thing omitted. 
Per. Pure Diaz! blefs thee for thy Vifion, 
Pwill offer Night Oblations to thee, 
Thaifa, this Prince, the fair betroth’d of your Daughter, 
Shall marry at Penzapolis, s 
And now this Ornament that makes me look difmal, 
Will clip to form, 
find what this fourteen Years no Razor touch’d, 
Ho grace thy Marriage Day, I'll beautifie. 
‘Thai. Lord Cerymox hath Letters of good Credit, 
air, my Father's dead. ‘ 
Per. Fleav’ns make-a Star of him; yer here, my Queen, 
Well celebrate their Nuptials, and our felves 
Willin that Kingdom fpend our following Days ; 
Our Son and Daughter fhall in Tyras reign, 
Lord Ceryon, we do our longing ftay, 
Yo hear the reft untold, Sir, lead’s the way. [ Ex. omnes 
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Enter Gower. 


dn Antiochus and his Daughter, you have heard 

Of monftrous Luft, the due and juft Reward : 

In Pericles, his Queen and Daughter, fen, 

Although affail’d with Fortunes fierce and keen, 
Virtue preferr'd from fell Deftruttion’s blaft, 
Led on by Heav'n, and crown’d with Foy at laf. 

Ln Hellicanus WAY You well Ae/CrYs 

A Figure of Truth, of Faith, of Loyalty : 

dn reverend Cerymon there well appears. 

The worth that learned Charity aye wears. 


R 2 For 


WETS 


eras 
a 


py = : = 
t zy 

te ae P 

i + SN 


ee aw 


4 
— ait 
— - Se ee 
ie eS po) a ee ee a ee ri 
35 SA nr ee ee ee ~4 
=) y+ = 


ar eet os diliee tie eee eee 
ba Ra 6 <> sean EE = "7 7m ~ -— 
—_ OR <i OG Aa re wre z : 
- ee 9 Hea ey We aia a oe 
ae oe 3 
re Fi St Es nd a 
. Tr oe anal e 1) - 
= 


we 

' 

; 

3 

4 : 
A t 
> Di 
+e ; 
ajbel 

Mee 
We 13 

th og he |) 
+} 
i) ¥ 
¢ 
ue 
Ms 
BP 
' ‘ 
ang) 

a 

4 

a) 
ae 

rt ( 
ssa | 
wet uth h 
We aS” 
ie 
tin: 
5 Wi 
] 5 
4a he 
ce sed al 
F ooo 
aay E 
Mais ) 
tape ‘ 
are 
i , 
Pirie 

. 

Tie 
obit, i 
yea 
D. Sareee 
{ it 

‘ 
ee \ 
Sis Pk 
BY 

i f, 
Nig 
atl ot a 
r ¥4 
hig 

a hes 
rte 

he 
iy 
re L 
Wt 
Va i 
oi t 
»e 
* 

RY 
Eg ti 

* i? a 
Nese: 
a rt 
Hy) 

“I 

id 


nd aa 
re : 


i en 


wii, 





> Sect < 
sears _— ‘ = 
SPH er 2 
enn 5 4 wines siete 
2, ~eemgicae > RSS ee - 
pS 


-_~ 
a 


* ip eS egg en 
Aaa ae . 
ix, > ¥ > 


7 ‘ 
“+t ; 
BY a! is “) 
in : 
‘i at 
2 i} “ey 
wr i 
i iy 
Baht he 
. ie 
4 i i 
’ . ba 
- i } 
» 
| 
. . 
“ 





rar 





3008 Pextties, Prince of Tyre. 


Fer witked Cleon and his Wife, when Fame 
Had [pread their curfed Deed, and henour’d Name 
Of Pericles, to rage the Cety turn, 
That lim and bis, ‘they in his Palace burn. 
The Gods for Aderder feemed fo content, 
Fo punifb, although not done, but meant. 
So on your Patiences ever mere attending, 
Mew Foy wait on you, here our Play bath ending, 
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= m@ R. Flowerdaley a Merchant, traaimg at 
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Matthew Flowerdale, Ais Prodigal Son. 
Mr: Flowerdale, Brother to the Merchant. 
| ta 


Sir Lancelot Spurcock, of Lewlome z# Kent. 
Szr' Arthur Greenfhe od, a Commander, 
Oliver, @ Cornih Clothier, 

¥ 52, a ae y o 
Weathercock, 4 Parafite ta Sir Lancelot Spurcock, 
Tom Civet, 1% love with Frances. 

Dafhidill : 2 

é Vervants LO ‘ 77? | a nc ~pl At he eo! * 

Artichoak, 4 ieCs & “Lh Fb oY wise Liali e€ior Spt uf cack, 


7 i > 
roi> SEW? b. t¥ 42 a A= 
ick and Ralph, twe cheatin io Gameffers. 


CUCK ty lA tS 


uftin, @ Pander to Miftre/s Apricock 4 Bawa; 


Frances, ? 
Luce, SB ugbters to Sir Lancelot Spurcoek, 


Delia, 


Sheriff and Officers. 
Al Citizen and bis Wife. 
‘Drawers. 


SCENE Loudon, and the 


Parts adjacent. 
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ACT L SGENE I 


Enter Flowerdale.the Merchant, and his Brother. 


FAT HE R. 
= ies Rother, from Venice, being thus difguis’d 
| L-come to prove the humours of my Sons 
How hath he born himfelf fince my departure, 
I leaving you his Patron and his Guide 2 
Une. ah Brother, fo, as you. will 
trleve to hear, 
And [ almoft jae to report it. 

Fath, Why how 1st, Brother ? What, doth he {pend 
Beyond the allowance I lefc him? 

Une. How! beyond that? and far more; why, your 
Exhibition is nothing, he hath fpent that, and fince hath 
barrow’d, protefted with Oaths, alledeed Kindred to. wrin 
Mony from me; by the Love I bore his Father, by ‘the For- 
tunes might fall upon himfelf, to furnifh his Wants: That 
done, I have had fince his Bond, his Friend and Friends 
Bond ; although I know that he {pends is yours, yet it 
Bricves me to fee the unbridled Wilduefs thatreignsover him 

Fath. Brother; what isthe manner of his Life? how is 
the Name of his Offences? if they do not relith altogether 
Of Damnation, -his Youth may privilege his Wantonnefs: 
my felf ran an unbridled Courfe ’till thir'y, nay, almoft 
“cll forty; well, youfee how Tam: For Vice once looked 
R 4 . inte 
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j 3012 The London Prodigal. 


into with the Eyes of Difcretion, and well ballanced with 
the weights of pecsion, F the Courfe paft, feems fo abomina- 
ble, that the Landlord of himfelf, which is the Heart of his 
Body, will rather intomb himfelf’ in the Earth, or feek a 
new Tenant to remain in him, which once fetled, how much 
becter are they that in their Youth ‘have known all thefe 
| ae Vices, and lefc em, than thofe that knew little, and in their 

Ue aye Age run into ’em? Believe me, Brother, they that die moft 
Virtuous, have in their Youth liv’d moft Vicious: and 
none knows the Danger of the Fire more than he that falls 


- 





into It: Bu t fay, how is the Courfe of his Life? let’s hear 
his Particulars, 


One. Why Wil tell you, Brother, he is a contii 1ual Swear. 


er, anda bre ker 6 ite 1S Orth: S, which is bads 
Fath, Lerant i ee {wear is bad, but not in keeping 
thofe Oaths is bet tee who will fet by a bad thing? 


Nay by my Fa ith, I ‘hold this rather a Virtue than a Vice, 
Well, T pray proceed. 

Unc. He tsa mighty Brawler, and comes commonly by 
the ‘roitt. 

Fath, a my Faith this is none of the worft neither, for 
if he braw! and be beaten for it, ic will in time make him 
fhun it: For whe it brings a Man or Child, moreto Virtue 


toan Correction? What reig ns over him elfe2 


Une. He isa great Drinker, and one tha t will forget himfelf. 


Fath, O belt zt als Vic ce fhould be fe: reotten, let him 
drink on, fo he drink not Churches. Nz Vy and ne be the 

worft, I hold it rather Happi 1¢{s in him, than any Iniquity. 
Hitl et he aby more Attendan a 


Onc. Brother, he is‘one that will borrow of any Man. 


Fath, Why you lee fo doth the Sea, it borrows of all the 
fmall Currents in the World to encreafe himfelf. 


One. Ay, but the Sea pays it again, and fo will never 
your Son. 


Fath. No more would the Sea, neither, if it were asdry 


as my Son, 
Une. Then, promeg, I {ee you rathe r like thefe Vices in 
your Son, than any way condemn them, 


ri] Fath, Nay mit fake me Not, Brother, for though I flur 
Hue ae them over now, as thine gs flight and nothing, his Crime 


ing in the Bi d, it would gall my Heart, t they fhould ever 
reign in him, Flows 


-- * ae 


The London Prodiga ; 3013 


Flow. Ho2 who's within ho? 
[ Flowerdale kuocks svithin, 
Unc. That’s your Son, he is come to borrow more Mony. 
Fath. For God's fake give it out I am dead, 
See how he'll take it. 
Say I have brought you News from his Father. 
I have here drawn a formal Will, as it were from my felf, 
Which Til deliver him. 
Unc. Go to, Brother, no more: I will. 
Flow. Uncle, where are you, Uncle¢ { Within. 
Unc. Let my Coufin in there. 
Fath. I ama Sailor come from Venice, and my Name is 
Chriftopher. 


Enter Flowerdale. 

Flow. By the Lord, in truth, Unele, 

Unc. In truth would a ferv’d, Coufin, without the 
Lord. 

Flow. By your leave, Uncle, the Lord is the Lord of 
Truth. <A couple of Rafcals at the Gate, fet upon me for 
my Purfe. 

Unc. You never come, but you bring a brawl] in your 
Mouth. 

Flow. By my Truth, Uncle, you muft needs lend me 
ten Pound. 

Unc, Give my Coufin fome fmall Beer here. 

Flow. Nay look you, you turn it toa Jeft now, by this 
Light, I fhould ride to Croydon Fair, to meet Sir Lancelot 
Spuroock, \ fhould have his Davghter Lace, and for {curvy 
ten Pound, a Man {hall lofe nine hundred threefcore and 
odd Pounds, and a daily Friend befide, by this Hand, Un- 
Cle, “tis true. | 

Une. Why, any thing is true for ought I know, 

Faw. Tofee now; why you fhall have my Bond, Un- 
cle, Tom White's, Fames Brock’s,or Nick Hall's; as good Ra- 
picr and Dagger Men, as any be in England; let's be damn’d 
if we do not pay you, the wort of us all will net damn 
our felves for ten Pound. A pox of ten Pound. | 

Une. Coufin, this is not the frit time I have beliey’d 
Fou, 

Flow, 
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Flow. *Sblood, how fhould my Father come dead? 

Fath, \ faith Sir, according to the ofd Proverb, 
The Child was Born, and cryed, became Man, 
After feli Sick, and Died. 

Unc. Nay, Coufin, do not take it fo heavily. 

Flow. Nay, i cannot weep you Extempory, marry fome 
two or three Days hence I fhall weep without any ft intance. 
But I hope he died in good Memory. 

Fath. Very well, Sir, and fet down evéry thing in pood 
order, and the Katherine and Hue you talkt of, I came over 
in; and I faw all the Bills of Lading, and the Velvet that 
you talk of, there is no fuch aboard. 

Floy, By Gad, I affure you, then there’s Knavery a 
broad. 

Fath. I'll be {worn of that: there’s Knavery abroad, al- 
tho’ there was never a piece of Velvet in Vexice. 

Flow. Ihope he died in good Effate. 

Fath. ‘To the report of the World he did, and made his 
Will, of which I am an unworthy Bearer, 

Flow. His Will, have you his Will? 

Fath. Yes, Sir, and in the prefence of your Uncle I was 
willed to deliver if, 

Unc. I hope, Coufin, now God hath bleffed you with 
Wraith, you will not be unmindful of me. 

Flow. I'll do reafon, Uncle; yet ifaith I take the denial 
of this ten Pound very hardly. 

Unc. Nay, I deny’d you not. 

Floy. By Gad you deny’d me dire@ly. 

Unc. Il be judge'd by this good Fellow. 

Fath, Not directly, Sir. 

Flow. Why, he faid he would lehd me none, and that 
had wont to bea direét denial, if the old Phrafe hold: Well, 
Uncle; come we'll fall tothe Legacies, in the Name of 
God, dimen. , 

Item, \ bequeath to my Brother Flowerdale, three Hun- 
dred Pounds, to pay fuch trivial Debts as I owe in Loz- 
don. 

liem, To my Son AZat. Flowerdale, l bequeath two Bail 
of faife Dice, videlicet, high Men and low Men, Fullomes, 
ftop Cater Traies, and other Bones of Funétion, 

Flow. *Sblood, what doth he mean by this? 
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be Une. Proceed, Coufin. 
Ki i | Flow. Thefe Precepts I leave him, let him borrow of his 
ren Oath, for of his Word. no body will truft him. Let him 
de 


by no means marry an honeft Woman, for the other will 
keep her felf. Let him fteal as much as he can, that a 
guilty Confcience may biiog him to his deftinate Repentance : 
E think he means Hanging. And this were his laft Will and 
Teftament, the Devil ftood laughing at his Beds feet while 
he madeit. “Sbloud, what doth he think to fop off his 
Pofterity with Paradoxes? 

Fath. This he made, Sir, with his one Hands. 

Flow. Ay, well, nay come, good Uncle, let me have this 
Ten Pound, imagine you have loft it, or robb’d of it, oF 
mifreckon’d your felffo much: any way to make it come 
eafily off, good Uncle. 

One. Nota penny. 

Fath. Vfaith lend it him, Sir, I ie felf have an Eftate 
m the City worth twenty Pound, all that Pil ingage for 
him, he faith it concerns him in a Marriage. 

Flow. Ay marry doth it, this is a Fellow of forme Senfe, 
this: Come, good Uncle. 

Unc. Will you give your Word for it, Keffer ? 

Fath, L wi il, Sir, Wi ihingly. 

Unc. Well, Coufin, come to me an Hour hence, you 
fhall have it 2a 

Flow, Shall ¥ not t fail? 

Vue. You fhall net, come or fend. 

Nay I'll come my felf. 

Fath, By may troth, would I were your Worfhip’s Mam 

eet . Whar wuld it thou ferve? 

ith. Very willingly, Su. 

vines 1. ‘Why [il cell thee what thou fhale do, thou 
fait chou haft. twenty Peund, go into Birchin-Lanes 
put thy felf into Cleaths, thou fhalt ride with me to 
Croydon Fatr. 

Fath, 1 thenk you, Sir, 1 willattend you. 

Flow. Well, Uncle, you will not fail me an Hour hence. 

Unc. Iwill Boks Coufin, 

Flow, What's thy name, Keffer? 

Fath. AY; Sir. 


Flow. 
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Flow. Well, provide thy felf: Uncle, farewel “till anon 
| Exit Flowerdale. 

Unc. Brother, how do you like your Son? 
Fath. Vfaith Brother, like a mad unbridled Colt, 

Or as aHawk, that never ftoop’d to lure: 

The one mult be tamed with an Iron bit, 

The other muft be watch’d, or ftill the 1s wild, 

Such is my Son, a while let him be fo; : 

For Counfel ftill is Folly’s deadly Foe. 

['ll ferve his Youth, for Youth muft have his courfe, 

For being reftrain’dy it makes him ten times worfe: 

His Pride, his Riot, all that may be nam'd, 

Time may recal, and all his Madn<fs tam’d. | Exeunt. 
Enter Sir Lancelot, Afaffer Weathercock, Dafhidil, 
Astichoak, Luce, azd Frank. 

Lanc. Sirrah, Arthichoak, get you home before ; 
And as you prov’d your fel€a Calf in buying, | 
Drive home your fellow Calves that you have bought. 
Art. Yes, forfooth, fhall not my Fellow Daffdil go 
along with me ? 
Lanc. No, Sir, no, 1 muft have one to wait on me, 
Art. Daffdil, farewel, good fellow Dafiail. 
You may fee, Miftrefs, Tam fet up by the halves, 
Taftead of waiting on you, I am fent to dive home Calves. 
Lanc. V faith Frank, I muft turn away this Daffidil, 
He’s grown a very foolifh fawcy Fellow. 
Fran. Indeed-law, Father, he was fo fince I had him: 
Before he was wife enough for a Foolifh Serving-Man. 
Weath. But what fay you to me, Sir Lancelo:? 
Lanc. ©, about my Daughters, well, [ will go forward, 
Here’s two of them, God fave them; but the third, 
© fhe’s a Stranger in her courfe of Life, 
She hath refufed you, Mafter Weathercock, 
Weath. Ay by the Rood, Sir Lancelot, that the hath, but 
had fhe try’dme, the fhould nave found a Man of me indeed, 
Lanc. Nay be not angry, Sir, at her denial, the hath 
refus'd feven of the worfhipfull’ft, and. worthieft Houfe- 
keepers this day in Kent: Indeed fhe will not marry, I fup- 
pofe. 
Weath, The more Fool fie, 
Lawce, What, is it Folly toloye Chafltity ? 
eS Weath, 
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Fhiope to God “tis fhe, nay I know ‘tis fhe now, for the 


ds her Shoe a little awry. 
trea ; 
ry 3 . 
Lane. Wheie is this Inn’? We are palt it, Dafiai 
at of The Ben Sign is here, Sir, but the black Gate is 


before. 
; SS eR l sivines: emaert eh anne es a _f£ 
Civ’. dg Whig 4 piey Adio ¥ i DOTTOW a piece OF 4 
Word Witla You Q 


ra) * T . oe 
Aj. INU PICKCS, Gil. 


= 
Lat 


- v7 , ! Tax 
os \/ v7 fHan-tnhe waco 
Civ. v . = Sivwis Lady Fat a9 
°° aA 
r SY trriroe ma AtT wen x 
I pra aV 5 Wilidk ff aa pOUGE r Gen itlewor men be ? 


Daf. r] ¥ ey may bé Ladies, oc; ifthe Deftinies and More 
tality wor 

Gv. What's her Name, Su? 
) Daf. Miltiels Frances Spurcock, Sir Lancelot . Spurcock’s 
Dauchrer. 
Civ. Is fhe a Maid, Sir 3 
me Daf. You may ask. Plzte and Dame Proferpine that : I 
P would be loth to be ridled, , Sie. 
me 6Civ. Is the aries ba mean, Sir? 
Daf. The Fates know not yet what Shoe-maker thall make 





ci. 1) pray act in. you, Sir ¢ I would be very eld to 
. 7 belt .w. the Wine of that Gentlewoman, 
| Daf. At the George, Sir. 
Cv. God fave you, Sir. 
Daf. 1 pay your Name, Sir 2 
Ciy. My Name is Matter Crver, Sir, 
Def. A {weet Name, God be with you, goed Mafter 
Civet. | Exit Civet. 
Lanc. A; have we ‘Py’ d you itout St. George? 
For ali your Dr g° n, you had beft fell’s good Wine, 
That needs no iy ath : well, we ‘ll net fit by ir, 
As you'do on your H rfe, this Room fhal] ferve: 
Drawer, let me have Sack for us Old Men; 
For thefe Girls and Ko avcs {mall Wines are beft, 
A Pine of Sack, no. aore. 
Draws A Quart of Sack inthe three Tuns, 
Lance, Pp) Piot, draw but a Pint, Daffidil 


Mf 
“Ly? *y 


Call for W ne to mice ir felves drink, 
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Fran. And a Cup of Imall Beer, and a Cake, good “haa 
i . : 4 H) na} | 
Enter heed i} 
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Enter young Flowerdale. 

Floy. How now, fie, fit in the open Room, now good 
Sir Lancelot, and my kind Friend, worfhipful Malter Wea- 
thercock. What at your Pint ¢ a Quart for fhame. 

Lancs Nay Roytter, by your leave we will away. 

Flow. Come, give’s fome Mufick, we'll go Dance, 

Be gone, Sir Lancelot, what, and fair day too 

Lanc. ’T were foully done, to dance within the Fair. 

Flow. Nay if you fay fo, faireft of all Fairs, then ll 
not dance, a Pox upon my Taylor, he hath {poil’d me a 
Peach-colour Sattin Suit, cut upon Cloth of Silver, but 
© ever the Rafcal ferve me fuch another Trick, I'll give 
him leave, i’faith, to put me in the Calender of Fools, 
and you, afd you, Sir Lancelot , and Mafter Weathercock, 
my Gold{mith too on t‘other fide, I befpoke thee, Luce, 
a Carkenet of Gold, and thought thou fhould’ft a had it 
for a Fairing, and the Rogue puts me in Rerages for Orient 
Pearl = but thou fhalt have it by Sunday Night, Wench. 

Enter the Draawer. 

Draw. Sir, here is one that hath fent you a Pottle of 
Rhenith Wine, brewed with Rofe-Water. 

Flow. To me 2 

Drav. No, Sir, to the Knight ; and defires his more Ac 
yuaintance. 

Lanc, To me 2 what’s he that proves fo kind ? 

Daf. Lhavea trick to know his Name, Sir, he hath 
» Month’s Mind here to MiftrefS Frances, his Name 1s Ma- 
fer Givet. 

Lanc. Call him in, Daffdil. 

Flow. O, 1 kaow him, Sir, he is a Fool, bur reafonable 
rich, his Father was one of thefe Leafe-mongers, thefe Corns 
mongers, thefe Muny-mongers, but he never had the Wit 
to be a Whore monger. 

Eater Mafter Civet. 

Lanc. 1 promife you, Sir, you are at too much chatge. 

Giv. The charge is {mali charge, Sir, ‘I thank God my 
Pather left me wherewithal, if it pleafe you, Siry I have 
a great Mind to this Gentlewoman here, in the way of Mar- 
riage. 

Lanc, 1 thank you, Sir: pleafe you to comegto Lew= 
fome, to my poor House, you fhall be kindly welcome =f 
knew 
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knew Your Father, he was a wary Husband. To pay here, 
Drawer ¢ 
Draw. All is paid, Sir ; this Gentleman hath paid all; 
Laac. Vfaith you do us wrong, 
But we fhall live to make amends e’er longs 
Matter Flowerdale, is that your Man ? 
Flow. Yes Faith, a good old Knave. 
Lanc. Nay then I think you will turn wife, 
Now you také fuch a Servant : 
Come, you'll ride with us to Lew/ome, let’s away, 


Tis {carce two Hoursto the end of Day. | Exennt; 
Enter Sir Arthur Greenfhood, Oliver, Lieutenant and 
Soldiers. 


Arih. Lieutenant, lead your Soldiers to the Ships, 
There let them have their Coats, at their arrival 
They fhall have pay; farewel, look to your Charge. 

Sol. Ay, we are now fent away, and cannot fo much as 
ipeak with our Friends. 

Oli. No Man whet ere you ufed a zutch a Fafhion, thick 
you cannot take your leave of your vreens. 

Arth. Fellow, no more. Lieutenant, lead them off. 

Sol, Well, if I have notmy Pay and my Cloaths, 

Pl] venture a running away, though I hang for’e. 

Arth, Away, Sirrah, charm your Tongue. 

[ Exeunt Soldiers: 

Ol. Bin you a Preffer, Sir ? . 

4rth. 1 am a Commander, Sir, under the King. 

Oli. Sfoot Man, and you be ne’er zutch a Commander; 
Shud a fpoke with my vreens before I chid a gone, fo thud: 

Arth. Content your felf Man, my Authority will Riretch 
to prefs fo good a Man as you. Fs 
_ Oli, Prefsme 2 I devy, prefs Scoundrels, and thy Mef- 
fels; Prefs me, chee fcorns thee i'faith: For feeft thee; 
here’s a worfhipful Knight knows, cham not to be preffed 
by thee. | 

Eimer Sir Lancelot, Weathercock; young Flowerdale, old 

| Flowerdale, Luce azd Frank, 

Lane, Sir Arthur, welcome to Lewfome, welcome by 
my Troth : What's the matter Man, why are you vext? — 
_ Oli. Why Man he would prefs me. 

Vox, Vis aoe s 
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Lane, O fie, Sir Arthur, prefs him ¢ 
He isa Man of reckoning. 

Weath, Ay, that he is, Sir Arthur, he hath the Nobles, 
The golden Ruddocks he. 

Arth. The fitter for tae Wars: 

And were he nor in favour 
Wich your Worfhips, he fhould fee, 
‘Trat | have Power to prefs {fo good as he. ’ 

Oli, Chill ftand to the Trial, fo chill. 

Flow. Ay marry-fhall he, prefs Cloth and Karfy, 
Whitc-Pot and drowfen Broth; tut, tut, he cannot. 

Oli. Well, Sir, though you fee vlouten Cloth and Karfy; 
chee a zeen zutch a Karfy-Coat wear out the Town fick a 
zilken Jacket, as thick a one you wear. 

Flow. Well fed viitan viattan. 

Oli, A and well fed Cocknel!, and Boe-Bell too : What 
doeft think cham aveard of thy Zilken-Coat, no fer vere 
thee. 

Lanc. Nay, come no more, be all Lovers and Friends. 

Weath. Ay» ‘tis beft fo, good Mafter Oliver. 

Flow. Is- your name Malter Oliver, I pray youe 

Oli, What tit and be tit, and grieve you. 

Flo. No, but I'd gladly know if a Man might not have 
a foolith Plot out of Mafter Oliver to work upon. 

Oli, Work thy Plots upon me, ftand afide, work thy 
foolith Plots upon me, chill fo ufe thee, thou’ wert never fo 
ufed fince thy Dam bound thy Head, work upon meé 

Flow. Let him come, let him come, 

Oli. Zytrha, Zyrtha, if it were not for fhame, chee 
would a given thee zutch a whifter poop under ‘the Ear, 
chee would have made thee a vanged another at my Beet: 
Stand afide, lec me loofe, cham all of a vlaming Firesbrand; 
ftanc sfide. 

Flow, Well, I forbear you for your Friends fake. 

Oli. A vig for all my vreens, doft thou tell me of my 
vreens ¢ 

Lancs No more, good Mafter Oliver,no more, Sir Arther. 
‘And Maiden, here in the fight of all your Suitors, every Man 
of worth, Pi tell you whom I faineft would prefer to the 
hard Bargain of your Marriage Bed 5 fhall I be plain among 
you, Gentlemen § l= 7 

2 Arte 
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Arth. Ay, Sir, ‘tis beft. 

Lanc. Then, Sir, firft to you, I do confefs you a moft 
gallant Knight, a worthy Soldier, and honeft Man: But 
Honefty maintains a French-hood, goes very feldom in a 
Chain of Gold, keeps a {mall train of Servants; hath few 
Friends : And for this wild Oats here, young Flowerdale, 
I will not judge, God can work Miracles, but he were bet 
ter make a- hundred new, than thee a thrifty and an honeft 
one. 

Weath. Believe me he hath hit you there, he hath touch’d 
you tothe quick, that he bath. 

Flow. Woodcock a my fide, why, Mafter Weathercock, 

ou know I am honeft, howfoever trifles, 

Weath, Now by my troth I know no otherwife, 
©; your old Mother was a Dame indeed : 

Heav’n hath her Soul, and my W ife’s too, [ truit : 
And your good Father, honeft Gentleman, 
He is gone a Journey, as I hear, far hence. 
Flow: Ay, God be praifed, he is far-enough, 
Ele is gone a Pilgrimage to Paradife, 
And Jefe me to cut a Caper againft Care. 
Luce look on me that amas light as Air. 

Luce. \'faith I like not Shadows, Bubbles, Broth; 
T hate a light Love, as I hate Death: a 

Lanc. Girl, hold thee there: 

Look on this Devon fhire Lad : 
Fat, fair, and lovely, both in Purfe and Perfon. 

Oli; Well, Sir, cham as the Lord hath made me, you 
know me wellivin, cha have threefcore pack of Karfay, and 
Blacken Hall, and chief Credit belide, and my Fortunes 
may be fo good as anothers, zo it may. 

Lanc. *Tis you Llove, whatfoever others fay: 

Arth. Thanks, faireft. | 

Floy. What, would’{t thou have me quarrel with him? 

Fath. Do but fay he fhall hear from you. ; 

Lanes. Yet, Gentlemen, howfoever I prefer this Devon. 
foire Suitor, V1! enforce. no love, my Daughter fhall have 
her liberty to chufe whom fhe likes beft. = 
In your Love-fuit proceed : 

Not all of you, but only one muft {peed 
Weathe You have faid well + Indeed right well 
5 3 Enter 





—— P - 
an ee as 


= 


i 
i he th 
f el eae meet 
1 itt 
{ Mott Bite F 
NUE Se 
a i ae 
’ nF 
i : 
iP 
i We 
| - 
: ,, 
oS ba te . 
i] 47 rT 
- ; | 
Lf 
H 
fats oes 
28) Lee a 
ay be 
HH E 
mit ict 
neat ' 
ay iF 
teat 
THM 
% . | : 
»* in Wee 
eh 
i¥ 
? ] 


ce 4 =“. 


So = 


rn 
ae 


er % 
Llp ae er 
~+ S<_ * “ 


: 
=e 


pt 7 4s uot = “> 
Pgs eee — 
ee Aw S~ 1. 
- ape et eX ee . hy ; 
gOS 40 SEO Z = : 
~ : ¢ 
a — —= : ‘ 
Pal Kiet re — - =e 
a : > ‘ 


= x 





ai al 


PRU eee " _—— 


2924 #47 London Prodigal. 


Enter Arthichoak. 

Art, Miftrefs, here’s one would fpeak with you, my 
fellow Daffidil Wath him. in the Cellar already, he knows 
him, he met him at Croydon Fair. 

Lane. O, I remembe rs a little Man. 

Art. Ay, avery little Man. 

\ Lane. And yet a proper Mian. 

Art, A very proper, very little Man, 

Lanc. His name is Monfieur Civer. 

Art. The fame, S1°. | 

Lanc. Come, Gentlemen, if other Suitors come, 

My foolifs Daughter will be fitted too: 
But Delia my Saint, no Man dare move. 
| Exeunt all but young Flowerdale, Oliver, axd ola Flowerdale, 

Fiow. Wark you, Sir, a word. 

Ol:. What ha an you fay to me now 2 

Flow. Ye fhail hear from me, and that very fhortly. 

Oli. Xs that all, vare thee well, chee vere thee not a vigs 

| Exit Olivets 

Flow. What ifhe fhould come now ?I1 am fairly drei 

Fath, 1 do not mean that you fhall meet with him, 
But prefently well go and draw a Will; 

W heré well fer down Land, that we never faw, 
And we will have it of fo large a Sum, 

Sit Lancelot fhall intreat you take his Daughrer : 
This being formed, give it Malter Weathercock, 
And make Sir Lancelot’s Daughter Heir of all: 

And make him fwear never to fhew the Will 

Yo any. one, until that you be dead. 
This done, the foolifh changeling Weathercock 
Will ftraicht difcourfe unto Sir Lancelot, 
The Form and Tenor of your Teftament. 
Nor ftand to paufe of it, be rul’d by me: 
What will enfue, that fhall you quickly fee. 
Flow, Come let’s about it; if thac a Will, fweet Kes, 
€an get the Wench, I hall renown thy Wir. [ Excunt. 
Enter Dafhdil and Luce: 
Daf. Miftrefs, {till froward 2 
No kind Jooks unto your Daffdil, now by the Gods. 
Luce. Away my foolifh Knave, let my Hand go. 
3 gee Ae 
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Daf. There’s your Hand, but this thall go with me: 
My Heart is thine, this ismy true Loves Foe, 

Luce. I'll have your Coat ftript o’er your Ear for this, 
You fawcy Rafeal. 

Enter Lancélot and Weathercock. 

Lanc. How now, Maid, what is the News with you? 

Luce. Your Manis fomething fawcy. | Exize Luce. 

Lanc. Go to, Sirrah, Vil talk with you anon, 

Daf. Sir, I am a Man to be talked withal, 
lam no Horfe, I trow 5 
I know my Strength, then no more than fo. 

Weath. Ay, by the Matkins, good Sir Lancelot, Tfaw him 
the other Day hold up the Bucklers, like an Hercules, 
Pfaith God-a-mercy, Lad, | like thee well, 

Lanc. Ay, sy; like him well, go Sirrah, fetch me a cup 

of Wine, 
That e’er I part with Mafter Wearhercoce, 
We may drink down our farewel in French Wine. 

Weath. { thank you, Sir, I thank you, friendly Knight, 
Pil come and vifit you, by the Moufe-foot I will; 

In the mean time, take heed of cutting Floweraale, 
He isa defperate Dick, [ warrant you. 

Lanc. He is, he is: Fill, Daffidil, fill me fome Wine. 

Ha, what wears he on his Arm? 
My Daughter Luce’s Bracelet, ay, ‘tis the fame; 
Hato you, Matter Weathercock. 

Weath. i thank you, Sir: Here, Daffdil, an honeft: Pel- 
low, afd a tall, thou art. Well; I'll take my leave, good 
Night, and I hope to have you and all your Daughters at 
my poor Houle, in good footh I muft. 

Lanc. Thanks, Matter Weathercock, 1 fhall betbold to 
trouble you, -be fure, 

Weath, And welcome, heartily farewe’. | [Exit Weath, 

Lane. Sitrah; I faw my Daughter's Wrong, and with. 
al her Bracelet on your Arm; off with it; and with it my 
Livery too. Havel care to fee my Daughter match’d witi 
Men of Worthip, and are you grown fo bold ? Go, Sirah, 
from my Houfe, or V’t! whip you hence. 

Daf. Vil not be whipt, Sir, there’s your Livery, 

This is a Servingman’s reward, what care I, 
I have means to truft to, I fcorn Service, I. | Exiz Datidil. 
= pe : LAK 
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Lance. Ay alufty Knave, but I muft let him go. 
Our Servants mutt be taught what they fhould know. 
RlLEv wir A . AAA Lace. 

Luce. Sir, as | am a Vaid, L do affect you above any 
Suitor that I have, although that Soldiers icarce know how 
to love. 


ty 


Cc A mh ates ; | 


pend 


Arth. 1 am a Soldi oTy and a Gentleman, 
Know what belongs to War, what to a Lady: 
W hat Man offends Mey that my Sword fhall right: 
What Woman lov ot am hee faithful ik night. 
Luce. (neither dautien our Valour nor your Love, 
But there be {ome that bear a , Soldier’ form, 
That {wear by him they never think upon, 


Go fwageerin ig up and down from Houfe to Houfe, 
Crying, God pays: And— a 

ck Vfaith, Lady, Pil defcry you fu ich a Man. 
Of them there be ma Ay: which you bi ave : ipo: Ke of, 
That bear the name and fh ape oF So idict Sy 
Yet, God knows, very feldom faw the War: 
eee haunt your Taverns and your Ordinaries, 
Your Alé-houfes fometimes, for all a-like, 
To nphOS ¢ the biutifh humour of their Minds, 


Being mark’d down for the Bondmen of Defpair: 





Their mirth bs song iD Wine, but ends in Blood, 


heir. Drink is clea , but their Conceits are mud. 
Luce. Yet eae — great Gentlemen Soldiers, 

rth, No they are asi etched Slaves, 
Whofe defperate lives doth bring them timelefs Graves. 

Luce. Both for your {clf, and for your form of Lifé, 
If I may chufe, I'll be a Soldier’s Wife. 

Enter Sir Lancelot ana Oliver. 

Oli. And tut truft toit, fo then. 

Lanc. Aflure your fel 
You thal] be married sake all {peed we may: 

One Day th nal! ferve for Trantesan nd for Luce. : 

Oli. Why che wood vain koow the time, for providing 
Wedding ap iments. 


Lant. Why no more but this, Srft get your affurance 


: 
made 


Je tou +, ig my Dau puter S Jointure, that difpateh’d, we 
will in two Days make Provifion. 
Oli. Why Man, chilbhave the Writings made by te Morrow’ 


Lancs 
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Lanc. To Morrow be it then, let’s mec at the King’s-Head 
in Fifh-ftreet. 

Oli. No, fie Man, no, let’s meet at the Rofe at Temple- 
Jar, that will be nearer your Counfellor and mine. 

Lanc. At the Refe be it then, the hour nine, 
He that comes laft forfeits a Pist of Wine. 

Oli, A Pint is no Payment, 
Let it be a whole Quart, or nothing. 

Enter Artichoak. 

Art. Mafter, here is a Man would fpeak with Mafter Ol- 
ver’; he comes from young Mafter Flowerdale, 

Oli, Why chil fpeak with him, chil {peak with him. 

Lanc. Nay, Son Oliver, Vil furely fee 
What young Flowerdale hath fent to you. 
[ pray God it be no Quarrel. 

Oli. Why Man, if he quarrel with me, chil give him his 
Hands full, | 


, 
S 


Enter old Flowerdale. 

Fath. God fave you, good Sir Lancelot. 

Lanc. Welcome, honeft Friend. 

Fath. To youand yours my Mafter wifheth Heath, 

But unto you, Sir, this, and this he fends: 
There is the length, Sir, of his Rapier, 
And in that Paper fhall you know his Mind. 

Oli. Here, chil meet him my Friend, chil meet him. 

Lanc, Meet him, you thall not mect the Rufhian, fe. 

Oli. And Ido mot meet him, chil give you leav cto call 
Me Cut. Where is't, firrah ? where is’t? where is’t2 

Fath. The Letter fhows hoth Time and Place, 

And if you be a Man, then keep your word. 

Lene. Sir, he fhall not keep his word, he fhall not mect. 

Fath, Why let him chufe, he'll be the bettcr known 
For.a bafe Rafcal, and reputed fo. 

Oli. Zirrah, zirrah; and *twere not an old Fellow, and 
fent after an Errant, chid give thee fomething, but chud be 
no Mony: But hold thee, for f fce thou art fomewhat te- 
ftorn, hold thee, there’s vorty Shillings, bring thy Matter a 
veeld, chil give thee vorty more, look thou bring him, chil 
mall him tell him, chil mar his dancing Treffcls, chil ufe him, 
he was ne'er fo ufed fiace his Dam bound his Head, chil make 
him for capering any more chy vor theese. 

S 4 | Fath, 
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Fath. You feem a Man, ftout and refolute, 
And I will foreporr, whate’er befall. 

Laac. And fail out ill, affure thy Mafter this, 
Pl] make him fly the Land, or ufe him worfe, 

Fath. My Mafter, Sir, deferves not this of you 
And that you'll fhortly find. 

Lanc. ‘Thy Matter is an Unthrift, you a Knave, 

And I'll attach you firft, next clap him up: 
Or have him bound unto his geod Behaviour, 

Oli, I wood you were a Sprite if you do him any hargy 
for this: And you do, ¢hil nere {ee you, nor any of yours, 
while chil haye Eyes open: What do you think, chib be 
abaffelled up and down the Town for a meffel, and a fcouns 
drel, no chy bor yeu: Zirrah chil come, zay no more, chil 
come, tell him. 

Fath, Well, Sir, my Mafter deferves not this of you, 
And that you'll fhortly find, | Exite 

Oli. No matter, he’s an Unthrift, I defie him, | 

Lanc. No, gentle Son, let me know the. Place. 

Oli. Now chye-vor you. ; 

Lane. Let me fee the Note. 

li, Nay, chil watch you for zuch a Trick, 
But if chee meet him, zo, if not,zo: chil make him know 
me, or chil know why I fhall not, chil vare the worfe. 

Lanc. What will you then negle& my Daughter’s Love? 
Venture your State and hers for a loofe brawl ? 

Gli, Why Man, chil not kill him, marry chil veze him 
too, and again; and zo God be with you vather, 

What, Man, we fhall meet to Morrow. [ Exit, 

Lancs, Who would have thought he had been fo defperate. 
Come forth my honeft Servant Artichoak. 

Exter Artichoak. 

Arti, Now, what’s the Matter ? fome brawl toward, I 
Warrant you. ; 

Lanc. Go get methy Sword bright fcower’d, thy Buckler 
mended, O for that Koave, that Villain Daffidil would have 
done good Service. But to thee. rs 

“4rti, AY, this is the tricks of all you Gentlemen, when 
you and in need of a good Fellow. O for that Daffidil. 
O where 1s he ? bur if you be angry, and it be but for.the 

| ioe wagging 
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wagging of a Straw, then out a Doors with the Knave, turn 
the Coat over his Ears. This 1s the humour of you all, 

Lanc. O for that Knave, that lufty Daffidil: 

Arti. Why there ’tis now: our Years Wages and our 
Vails will fcarce pay for brok:n Swords and Bucklers thar 
we ufe in our Quarrels. But Til not fight if Daffdil be a 
t’other fide, that’s flat. 

Lanc, *Tis no fuch matter, man, get Weapons ready, 
and be at Londou eer the break of Day; watch near the 
Lodging of the Devonfbire Youth, but be unfeen; and as 
mx goes out, as he will go out, and that very early without 

oubt. 

Arti. What, would you have me drayeupon him, 

And he goes in the Street? 

Lanc. Not for a World, Man, into the Fields. Fortothe 
Field he goes, there to meet the defferate Flowerdale: Take 
thou the part of Oliver my Son, for he fhall be my Son, 
and marry Luce: Do’ft underftand me, Knave? 

Arti. Ay, Sir, I do underftand you, but my young Mi- 
ftrefs might be better provided in matching with my fellow 
Dafiil. : 

Lanc. No more; Daffidil is a Knave. 

That Daffidil is a moft notorious Krave, [Exit Artie 
Enter Weathercock. , 

Mafter Weathercock, you come in a happy time; the de- 

fperate Flowerdale hath writ a Challenge; and who think 

you muft anfwer it, but the Devonflire Man, my Son 

Oliver’? | 

~ Weath. Marry I am forry for it, good Sir Laxcelor, 

But if you will be rul’d by me, we'll fray the fury. 

Lanc. As how, I pray? 

Weath. Marry I'll tell you, by promifing young Flowerdale 
the red-lip’d Luce. | 

Lanc. I'll rather follow her unto her Grave. 

Weath Ay, Sit Lancelot, 1 would have thought fo too, bute 
you and I have been deceiv’d in him; come read this Will, 
or Deed, or what you call it, 1 know not: Come, come, 
your Spectacles I pray. 

Lane. Nay, I thank God, I fee very well. 

Weath, Marry, God blefs your Eyes, mine have been dim 
almoft this thirty Years. ar ne ; 
asa 7 Lane. 
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Lanc. Ha, what is this? what is this ? 

Wearh, Nay there is true Love indeed, he gave it tome but 
this very Morr, and bad me keep it unfeen from any one; 
good Youth, to fee how Men may be deceiv’d. 

Lanc. Paffion of me, whata wretch am I to hate this lo. 
ving Youth? he h made me, together with my Lace he 
loves fo dear, Exec f all his Wealth. 


ey, ‘eee AAa. he beech o:can waAnan 
Weath, Ali, all, good Wian, ne Hath piven you ai. 
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Two Houten furpith'd well in Coleman: [tr eet 5 
Befide whatfoever his Uncle] sto him, 
Being of sreat Demeans ard Wealth at Peckham. 
= a 1: = , TI ¥ 
Weath. How like you this, goad Knight ? How hike you this¢ 
Lanc. 1 have done him wrong, but now Cll make amends, 
The Devoz [hire Nian {hall whiltle for a VWV-ite. 
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Weath Why that is friendly faid, let’s ride to Londom 
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and prevent their match, by promifing your Daughter to 
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Lanc. We'll ride to Loudon, or it fhall not need, 
>| 


We'll crofs to Dedford-/irand, anda take a Boat. 
NV here be thefe Knaves? what sdrtichoak? what Fop? 
Enter Artichoak. 

“vt. Here be the very Knaves, but not the merry 
Knaves. 

Lanc. Here take my Cloak, I'll have a walk to Dedfora. 

Art, Sir, we have been fcouring of our Swords and 
Bucklers for your Defence. 

Laws. Defence me no Defence, let your Swords ruft, 
Vilhave no fighting ; Ay, let blows alone, bid Delia fee all 
things be in rcadinef$ againft the Wedding, we'll have two 
at once, ard that will fave Charges, Mafter Weathercock. 

Art. Well, we will doit, Sir, [Excunte 

Exter Civet, F:ank, and Delia. oa 

Civ. By my troth this is good luck, I thank God for this 
In good footh I have even my Heart’s defire: Sifter Delia, 

now 
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now I may boldly call you fo, for your Father hath frank 
and freely given me his Daughter Frazk. 

Frank, Ay, by my.troth, Tom, thou haft my good will 
too, for I thank God I long’d fora Husband, and would I 
might never itir, for one his name was. Jom. 

Del. Why; Sifter, now you have your With. 

Civ. You fay very true, Sifter Delia, and I prethee call 
me nothing but Jom; and I'll call thee {weet Heart, and 
Frank. Will it not do well, Sifter Delia? 

Del. Ut will do very well with both of you. 

Frank. But Tom, muft I go as I do now- when I am 
married 2 

Give No Frank, Vi have thee go like a Citizen 
Ina garded Gown, and a French Hood. 

Frank. By my Troth that wall be excellent indeed, 

Del. Brother, maintain your Wife to your Eftate, 
Apparel you your felflike to your Father : 

And let her go like to your ancient Mother; 
He {paring got his Wealth, left it to you, 
Brother take heed of Pride, fome bids Thrift adieu. 

Civ, So.as my Father and my Mother went,. that’s a Jeft 
Indeed, why fhe went in a fring’d Gown, a fingle Ruff, 
and a white Cap; and my Father in a A4ocado Coat, a 
pair of red Sattin Sleeves, and a Canvas back. 

Del. And yet his Wealth was allas much as yours. 

Gv. My Eftate, my Eftate, I thank God, is forty 
Pound a, Year in good Leafes and Tenements; befides 
twenty Mark a Year at Cuckolds-Haven, and that comes to 
usall by Inheritance. 

Del. That may indeed, *tis very firly plied, 

I know not how it comes, but fo it falls ont 
That thofe whofe Fathers have dicd wondrous rich, 
And took no Pleafure but to gather Wealth, 
Thinking of little that they leave behind; 
For them they hope, will be of their hke mind, 
But falls out contrary, forty Years fparing 
Is {carce three feven Yeats fpending, never caring 
What will enfuc, when all their Coin is gone, 
And all too late, then Thrift is thought upon; 
Oft have I’ heard, that Pride and Riot kift, 
And then Repentance cries, for had 1 wilt ? 

Civ, 
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Giv. You fay well, Sifter Delia, you fay well; but I 
mean to live within my Bounds; for look you, I have fee 
down my reft thus far, but to maintain my Wife in her 
French Hood, and her Coach, keep a couple of Geldings, 
and a braceof Gray-hounds, and this is all I'll do. 
Be, Del, And you'll do this with forty Pounds a Year ? 
| | aM Civ. Ay, and a better Penny, Sifter, 
a Frank. Sifter, you forget that at Cuckolds Haven. 
We | Cv. By my Troth well remembred, Fraxzk, 
aes I'll give thee that to buy thee Pins. 

2 Del. Keep you the reft for Points, alas the Day; 
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bls {hall have Wealth though all the World fay nays 
omits Brother, will you in, Dinner {tays for us. 

Civ. Ay, good Sifter, with all my Heart. 

Frank. Ay, by my Troth, Tom, forl havea good Stomach. 

Civ. ‘And [ the like, fweer Frank; no Sitter, 
Do not think Pil £0 beyon J Oy Bounds : 
HN EAB Del, God Prant you may nor. | Exeunt. 
ea a jeter young Flowerdale, and his Father, with foils in 
Bs ¢ ie their Hands 
aE i Flow. Sitrab, Kit, tarry you there, ¥ have {pied Sir Lan= 
Teri Lea celot and old Weathercock coming this way, they are hard 
| at Hand, E will by no means be fpoken withal. 

Fath. Pll warrant you, go get you In. 
Enter Lancelot and Weathercock. 


Adel 

Pe * a a at 

pitt: Lanc. Now; my honeft- Friend, thou doft belong to 
an Mafter Flowerdale? 


Ati Fath. I dos Sir. 
ee Lanc, Xs he within, my good Fellow? 
hse eae Fath. No, Sir, he is net within. 
tel Lanc. \ prethee, if he be within, let me {peak with him. 

Faith, Sir, to tell you true, my Mafter is withm, but 
indeed would not be {poke withal; there be fome terms 
that ftands upon his Reputation, therefore he will fot ad- 
mit any Conference ‘till he hath fhook them off. 

Lanc. 1 prethee tell him his very good Friend Sir Lante- 
tet Spurcock intreats to fpeak with him. 

Fath, By my troth, Sir, if you come to take up the mat- 
ter between my Mafter and the Devonfbire Man, you do 
but beguile your hopes, and lofe your Labour. 
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Lanc. Honeft Friend, { have not any fuch thing to him, 
I come to {peak with him about other Matters, 

Fath, For my Matter, Sir, hath fet down his Refolutien, 
either to redeem his Honour, or leave his Life behind 
him. 

Lanc. My Friend, I do not know any Quarrel touching 
thy Mafter or any other Perfon, my Bufineds is of a diffe- 
rent Nature to him, and I prethee fo tell him. 

Fath. For howfoever the Devon {pire Man is, 

My Mafter’s Mind is bloody; that’s a round O, 
And therefore, Sir, Intreaties are but vain. 
Lanc. I have no fuch thing to him, I tell thee once a- 
ain. 
: Fath. 1 will then fo fienifie to him. { Bie Father. 
Lanc, Ay; Sirrah, § fee this Matter is hotly carried. 
But 1’ll labour co diflwade him from ir. 
Enter young Flowerdale and his Father, 
Good morrow, Matter Flowerdale. 

Flow. Good morrow, good Sir Lancelot, 
Good morrow, Mafter Weathercock; 

By my troth, Gentlemen, I have been reading over 
Nick Machiavel; 1 find him 

Good to be known, not to be followed: 

A peftilenc human Fellow, I have made 

Certain Annotationggof him fuch as they be; 

And how is’t, Sir Lancelot? ha? how is’t2 

A mad World, Men cannot live quiet init. 4 

Lanc, Mafter Flowerdale, I do underftand™there is fome 
Jar between the Devon fbire Man and you, 

Fath. They, Sir? they are good Friends as can be, 

Flow. Who Matter Oliver and 12 as good Friends as 
ean be. : 

Lanc. Xt is a kind of fafety in you to deny it, and a ge 
nerous filence, which too few are iodued withal: But, Sir, 
fuch athing I hear, and I could with it otherwife. 

Flow. No fuch thing, Sir Lancelot, at my réputation, as 
1 am an honeft Man. 

Lanc. Now I do believe you then, if you do 
Ingage your Reputation there is none, 

_ Flow. Nay I do not ingage my Reputation there is not;: 
~ You fall not bind me to any condition of hardnef: 


But 
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But if there be any thing between us, then there is, 
If there be not, then there is not. Be, or be not, all is one, 
Lanc. 1 do perceive by this, that there is fomething be- 
tween you, and I am very forry fer it. 
Flow. You may be deceiv’d, Sir Lancelot, the Jtalian 
Hath a pretty faying, Owefto? I have forgot it too, 
°Tis out of my Head, butin my Tranflation (him, 
If’t hold thus, thou haft e Friend, keep him; if a Foe trip 
Lanc. Come, I do fee by this there is fomewhat between 
And before God I could with it otherwife. (you, 
Flow. Well what is between us, can hardly be alterd: 
Sir Lancelot, I am to ride ferth to morrow, ; 
That way which T muft ride, no Man muft deny 
Me the Sus, I would not by any particular Man, 
Be denied common and general Paflage. If any one 
Saith, Flowerdale, thou pafleft not this way; 
My anfwer is, ! muft either on or return: 
But return is not my Word, I mutt on: 
If I cannot then make my way, Nature 
Hath done the laft for me, and there’s the Fine. 
Lanc. Mr. Flowerdale, every Man hath one Tongue, 
And two Ears; Nature in her Building, 
Is a moft curious Work-mafter. 
Flow. That is as much as to fay, a Man fhould hearmote 
Than he fhould {peak 
Lanc. You fiy true, and indeed I have heard more, 
Than at tliig.time I will {peak. 
Flow. You fay well. 
Lanc. Slanders are more common than Troths, Mafter 
Flowerdale, but Proof is the Rule for both. 
Flov. You fay true, what do you call him 
Hath it there in his third Canton? 
Lanc, Uhave heard you have been wild: I have believ’dit. 
Flow. ’ Twas fit, *twas neceflary. | 
Lanc. But I have feen fomewhat of late in you, 
That hath confirm’d in me an Opinion of 
Goodnefs toward you. 
Flow. UFaith, Sir, I am fure I never did you harm: 
Some good I have done, either to you or yours, 


I am fure you know not, neither is it my will you fhould. 
Lance 
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Lanc. Ay, your Will, Sir. 
Flow. Ay, my Will, Sir; *sfoct do you know ought of 
Begod and you do, Sir, I am abusd. (my Will? 
Lanc. Go, Mr. Flowerdale, what I know, I know; 
And know you thus much out of my Knowledge, 
That I truly love you. For my Daughter, 
She’s yours. And if you like a Marriage better 
Than a Brawl, all quirks of Reputation fet afides go with 
me prefently: And where you fhould fight a bloody Battel, 
you fhall be married to a lovely Lady. 
Flow. Nay but,, Sir Lexcelot? 
Lane. If you wil! net imbrace my offer, yet affure your 
{elf thus much, I wil! have order to hinder your Encounter. 
Flow. Nay but hear me, Sir Lancelot. 
Lanc. Nay, ftand not you upon imputative Honour, 
Tis meerly unfound, unprofitable, and idle 
Inferences; your Bufinefs isto wed my Daughter, therefore 
giveme your prefent word todoit; Til go and provide the 
Maid, therefore give me your erefent Refolution, either 
now or never. 
Flow, Will you fo put me to ite (never. 
Lance Ay, afore God, either take me now, or take me 
Elfe what I thought fhould be our match, fhall be our parting, 
So fare you well for ever. 
Flow. Stay; fallout, what may fall, my Love 
Is above all: 1 will come. 
Lanc. 1 expec you, and fo fare you well. 
| Exit Sir Lancelot. 
Fath. Now, Sir, how fhall we do for wedding Apparel? 
Flow. By the Mafs that’s true; now help Ki, 
The Marriage ended, we'll make amends for all. 
Fath, Well, no more, prepare you fer your Bride, 
We will not want for Cloaths, whatfoe’er betide. 
Flow. And thou fhalt fee, when once I have my Dower 
In Mirth we'll {pend full many a merry Hour: 
As forthis Wench, I not regard a Pin, 
It is her Gold muft bring my Pleafures in. 
Fath: 1s’t it poflible, he hath his fecond living, 
Forfaking God, himfelf to the Devil giving; 
But that 1 knew his Mother firm and chatft, 
My Heart would fay, my Head the had difgrac’d: 
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Efe would I fwear, he never was my Son, 
Bit her fair Mind fo foul a deed did fhun. 
Enter young Flowerdale’s Uncle. 
Unc. How now, Brother, how do you find your Son 3 ; 
Fath. O Brot! er, heedlefs as a Libertine, 
Er’n grown a Matter in the School of Vice, 
One that doth nothing, but invent Deceit; 


Fer all the Day he humours up and down, 


Ew he the next Day pene deceive his Friend : 
Eb thinks of nothing but the prefent time: 
For one Groat Pena down, he’ll pay a Shilling; 
Bit then the Lender muft needs ftay for it. 
When I was young, I had the feope of Youth, 
Both wild, and wanton, carelefs and defperate : 
But fuch mad Strains as he’s poffeft withal, 
I ‘thought it wonder for to dream upon. 
Unc, Itold you fo, but you would not believe it. 
Fath, Well I have found it, but one thing comforts me; 
Bother, to morrow he’s to be married 
To beauteous Luce, Sir Lancelot Spurcock’s Daughter. 
Ey Une. 1s’t poffible ¢ 
Fath. ’Tis true, and thus I mean to curb him; 
This Day, Brother, I will you fhall arreft him ; 
Hany thing will tame him, it muft be that, 
Por he is rank in Mifchief, chain’d to a Life, 
That will encreafe his Shame, and kill his Wife. 
Unc. What, arreft a on his wedding Day 2 
That were unchriftian, and an unhuman part: 
How many couple ev’n for that very Day, 
Five purchaft feven Years forrow afterward 2 
Fyrbear it then to Day, do tt to Morrow, 
And this Day mingle not his Joy with Sorrow. 
Fath. Brother, Ill have it done this very Day, 
And in the view of all, as he comes ftom Church. 
Lo but obferve the Courfe that he will take, 
Upon my life he will forfwear the Debr: 
And for we'll have the Sum fhall not be flight, 
Siy that he. owes you near three thoufand Pounds 
Good Brother, let it be done immediately. 
One. ie feeing you will have it fo, 
I do’t, aod ftraight provide the Sheriff, —_, 
Fak. 
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Fath. So Brother, by this means fhall we perceive 
What Sir Lancelot in this pinch will do: 
And how his Wife doth ftand affe@ed to him, 
Her Love will then be tricd to the utrermoft : 
And all the reft of them. Brother, what I will do, 
Shall harm him much; and much avail him ‘too. [ Exenm. 

Ol, Cham afhured thick be the Place, that the fcoundr:} 
Appointed to meet me, if a come, zo: ifa come Not, Zo. 
And che war avife, he would make a Coyftrel an us, 
Ched vefe him, and che vang him in hand, che would 
Hoyft him, and give it him too and again, zo chud: 
Who a been there, Sir Arthur ? chil ftay afide. 

4rth. 1 have dog’d the Devox/fbire Man into the Field, 
For fear of any harm that fhould befal him: 
Dhad an inckling of that yefternight, 
That Flowerdale and he fhould meet this Morning. 
Though of my Soul, Oliver fears him not, 
Yet for I'd fee fair play on either fide, 
Made me to come, to fee their Valours try d——_= 
Good Merrow to Matter Oliver. 

Oli. God and good Morrow. 

Mrih, What, Matter Oliver, are you angry 2 

Oli, What an it be, tyt an grieven you? 

Arth. Not me at all, Sir, but [ imagine 
By your being here thus arm’d, 
You flay for fome that you fhould fight withal. 
‘ Oli. Why and he do, che would not dezire you to také 

iS part. Ss 

“rth: No, by my troth, I think you need it not, 
For he you look for, I think means not to come. 

Oli, No, and che war afhure of thar, ched avefe himi 
another Place. 

Enter Dafhdil. 

Daf. O, Sir Arthur, Mater Oliver, aye, 
Your Love, and yours, and mine, fweet Miftrels Late 
This Morning is married to young Flowerdale. 

rth, Married to Flowerdale ! ’tis impoflible. 

Oli. Married, Man? che hope thou doft but jeQ i 

© make an a volowten merriment of it, * 

Daf, O "tis too true, here comes his Unele: 3 
Vou. VI. : T Entiy 
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Enter young Flowerdale’s Uncle, with Sheriff and Officers. 
Unc. Good morrow, Sit Arthur, good morrow, Matter | 
Oliver. 
Oli. God and good Marn, Mr. Flowerdale, 1 pray tellen | 
us, is your f-oundrel Kinfman married ¢ 
Avib. Mr, Oliver, cali him what you will, but he is macried + 
to Sir Lancelot’s Daughter here. . 
Onc, Sit Arthur, unto her ? 
Oli, Ay; ha the old vellow zerved me thick a trick ? 
Why Man, he was a promife, chil chud a had her: 
Is a zitch a vox, chil look to his Water che vor him + 
Unc. The Mafick plays; they are coming from the Church. | 
Sheriff, do your Olfice: Fellows, ftand ftoutly to ite | 
Enter allto the Wedding. | 
Oli. God give you Joy, as the old zaid Proverb is, and ¢ 
fome Zorrow among. You met us well, did you noté : 
Lanc. Nay, be not angry, Sir, the fault is in més 
I have doneallthe wrong, kept him from coming to the Field 
to. you, as 1 might, Sir, for lam a Juftice, and {worn tF 
keep the Peace. 
Weath. Ay mary is he, Sir, a very Juttice, and {worn to 
keep the Peace, you muft rot difturb the Weddings. 
Lanc. Nay, never frown nor ftorm, Sir, if you do, 
ll have an order taken for you. 
Oli, Well, well, chil be quiet. 
Weath. Mr. Flowerdale, Sir Lancelot, look you, who here 
is 2 Mr. Flowerdale. 
Lanc. Mr. Flowerdale, welcome with all my Heart. 
Flow. Uncle, this is fhe faith : Mafter Under-Sherift, 
Arreft me? At whofe Suit ? Draw, Kit, 
Onc. At my Suit, Sir. 
Lanc. Why, what's the Matter, Mr. Flowerdale ? 
Onc, This is the matter, Sir, this Unthrift here 
Hath cozeh’d you, ‘and hath had of me 
In feveral Sums three thoufand Pound. 
Flow, Why, Uncles Unele. 
Unc, Coufin, Coufin, you have Uncled me, 
And if you be not ftaid, you'll prove 
A cozener unto all that know you, 
be : 
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Lanc. Why; Sir, fappofe he be to you in debt 
Ten thoufand Pound, his State to me appears, 
To be at leaft three thoufand by the Year. 
Unc. O, Sir, I was too late inform’d of that Plot, 
How that he went about to cozen you: 
Andform’d a Will, and fent it to your good 
Friend there, Mafter Weathercock, in which was 
Nothing true, but brags and lies. 
Lanc. Hay hath he not fuch Lordfhips, 
Lands, and Ships? 
Unc. Not worth a Groat, not worth a Half-penny he. 
Lanc, I pray tell us true, be plain, young Flowerdale. 
Floy. My Uncle here’s mad, 
And difpos’d todo me wrong, 
But here’s my Man an honeft Fellow 
By the Lord, and of good Credit, knows all is true. 
Fath. Not I, Sirs I am too old to lie 3 I rather know 
You forg’d a Will, where every Line you writ, 
You ftudied where to quote your Lands might lye. 
Weath. AndI prithee where be thy honeft Friends ? 
Fath. I’faith no where, Sir, for he hath none at all. 
Weath, Benedicity, we areover-reach’d, I believe. 
Lanc. I am cozen’d, and my hopefull’ft Child undone. 
Floy. You are not cozen’d, nor 1s fhe undone, 
They flander me, by this Light, they flander me : 
Look you, my Uncle here’s an Ufurer, and would undo me, 
But I'll ftand in Law, do you but bail me, you fhall do no 
You Brother Civer, and Mafter Weathercock, do but {more 
Bail me, andlet me have my Marriage Mony 
Paid meé, and vwe'll ride down, 
And there your own Eyes {hall fee 
How my poor ‘Tenants there will welcome me. 
You fhall but bail me, you fhall do no more, 
And you, greedy Gnat, their bail wall ferves 
Unc. Ay, Sir, Til ask no better bail. 
Lanc. No, Sir, you fhall not take my bail, nor his, 
Nor my Son Civet’s, I'll not be cheated, I. 
Sheriff, take your Prifoner, PII not deal with, him : 
Let’s Uncle make falfe Dice with his falfe Bones, 
I will not have to do with him : Mock’d, gull’d, and wrong’d 
Sree T2 Come, 
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Come, Girl, though it be late, it falls out well, 

Thou fhalt not live with him in Beggar’s Hell. 

Luce, He is my Husband, and high Heav’s doth know, 

With what unwillingnefs I went to-Church, 

But you enforc’d me, you compell’d me to it: 

The holy Church-man pronoune’d thefe Words but now, 

I muft not leave my Husband in diftrefs: 

Now | muft comfort him, not go with you. 
Lanc. Comfort a Cozener ? On my curfe forfake him. 
Lace, This day you causd me on your Curfe to take him 

Do not, I-pray, my grieved Soul opprefs 5 

God knows:my Heart doth bleed at. his diitrefs. 

Lanc. O Mafter Weathercock, 
I mutt confefs I fore’d her to this match, 
Led with Opinion his falfe Will was true. 

Weath,..Ah, he hath over-reach’d me too. 

Lanc. She might haveliv’d like Delia, ina happy Virgin's 
fate. 

Del. Father, be patient, Sorrow comes too late. 

Lance Andon her Knees fhe bege’d and did intreat, 

If the muft needs tafte a fad Marriage Life, 

She crav’d to be Sir Arthur Greenfbield’s Wife. 

Arth, You have done her and me the greater wrong. 
Lanc. O take her yer. 

Arth. Not I. 

Lanc. Or, Matter Oliver, accept my Child, and half my 

Weaiih is yours. 

Oli. No, Sir, chil break no Laws. 
Luce. Never fear, fhe will not trouble you. | 
Del. Yet, Sifter, in this Paffion do not run: headlong te 

Confufion. You may affeé him, tho’ not follow him. 

Frank. Do, Sifters. hang him, let him go. 
Weath. Do faith, Mittrefs Luce, leave him. 
Luce, You are three grofs Fools, let me alone, 

1 fwear, ['!] live with him in all his moan, 

Oli, But an he have his Legs at liberty, 

Char aveard he will never live with you. 

Arth. Ay, but he is now in Hucklters: handling for fun: 
ning aways 
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Lanc. Hufwife, you hear how you and I are wrong’d, 

And if you will redrefs it yet you may: 
But if you ftand on terms ‘to follow him, 
Never come near my fight, nor took on me, 
Gall me not Father, look not for a Groat, 
For all the Portion I will this day give 

Unto thy Sifter Frances. 

Fran. How fay you to that, Tor 2 
I fhall have a good deal, 

Befides, P’ll be a good Wife; anda good Wife 
Is a good thing I can tell. 

Civ. Peace, Frank, I would be forryto fee thy Sifter caft 
away, as lama Gentleman. 

Lanc, What, are you yet refolv’d ? 

Luce. Yes, I am refolv'd. 

Lanc. Come then away, or now, or never come. 

Luce. This way I turn, go you’ unto your Feaft, 
And 1 to weep, that am with Grief oppreit. 

Lanc. For ever fly my fight sComce, Gentlemen, 
Let’s in, I'll help you-to far better Wives than her. | 
Delia, upon my Bleffing talk not to ‘her, 

Bafe Baggage, in fuch hafte to Begegary 2 

Unc. Sheriff, take your Prifoner to your charge. 

Flow. Uncle, be-gad you have us’d me very hardly, 
By my troth, upen my Wedding-day. 

[Bxeunt all but Luce, young Flowerdale, bis Father, 
Uncle, ‘Sheriff and Officers. 
Luce. O Matter Flowerdale, but hear me f{peak, 
Stay but a little while, good Matter Sheriff, 
Tf not for him, for my fake pity him* 
Good Sif, ftSp not your Ears at my Complaint, 
My Voice grows weal; for Womens words are faint. 

Floy, Look. you, the kneels to you. 

Onc. Fair Maid, for you, I love you with my Heart, 
And grieve, {weet Soul,’ thy Fortune is. fo bad, 

That thou fhould’ft match ‘with fuch a gracelefs Youth, 
Go to thy Father, think’ not upon hit; 
Whom Hell hath mark’d to be the Son of Shame. 
_ Luce. Impute his wildnefs, Sir, unto bis Youth, 
And think that now’s the time he doth repent - 
Alas, what good or gain can you receive, 
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To imprifon him that nothing hath to pay? 
And where nought is, the King doth lofe his due; 
© pity him as God fhall pity you. 
Unc. Lady, I know his Humours all too well,| 
And nothing in the World can do him good, 
But mifery it felf to chain him with, 
Luce. Say that your Debts were paid, then is he free2 
Unc. Ay, Virgin, that being anfwer’d, I have done. 
But to him that 1s all as impoflible, 
As I to fcale the high Pyratmids, 
Sheriff, take your Prifoner; Maiden, fare thee well, 
Luce. O gonot yet, good Matter Flowerdale: 
Take my word for the Debt, my Word, my Bond. 
Flow. Ay, by Gad, Uncle, and my Bond too. 
Luce. Alas, I ne’er ought nothing but I paid its; 
And I can work, alas, he can do nothing : 
I have fome Friends perhaps will pity me, 
His chiefeft Friends do feek his Mifery. 
All that I can, or beg, get, or receive, 
Shall be for you: .O do not turn away: 
Methinks within a Face fo reverend, 
So well experienc'd in this tottering World, 
Should have fome feeling of a Maiden’s Grief: 
For my fake, his Father’s and your Brother's fake, 
Ay, for your Soul’s fake that doth hope for Joy, 
Pity my {tate, do not two Souls deftroy. 
Unc. Fair Maid, and up; not in regard of him, 
But in pity of thy hap!efs Choice, 
{ do releafe him: Mafter Sheriff, I thaak you: 
And Officers, there is for you to drink. 
Here, Maid,take this Mony,there isa hundred Axgels; 
And, for I will be fure he fhall not have it, 
Flere, Keffer, take it you, and-ufe it f{paringly, 
But ler not her have any want at all. 
Dry your Eyes, Neice, do not too much lament 
For him, whofe Life hath been in riot fpent: 
If well he ufeth thee, he gets him Friends, 
If ill, a thameful end on him depends. [Exit Uncles 
Flow. A plague go with you for an old Fornicator: 
Come, Kit, the Mony, come, honeft Ki, 
Fath, Nay by my Faith, Sir, you fhall pardon me. fe 
Flow. 
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Flow. And why,Sir, pardon you? give me the Mony, 

ou old Rafcal, or I will make your 

Luce. Pray hold your Hands, give It him honeft Friend. 

Fath. Wf yowbe fo content, with all my Heart. 

Flow. Content, Sir, ’sblood fhe fhall be content 
Whether fhe will or no. A rattle~baby come to follow meé¢ 
Go, get you gone to the greafic Chuff your Father, 

Bring me your Dowry, or never look on me. es 

Fath. Sir, the hath forfook her Father, and all her Friends 
for you. 

Flow. Hang thee, her Friends and Father all together 

Fath. Yet part with fomething to provide Her Lodging. 

Flow. Yes, } mean to part wih her and yous but if I 
part with one Angel, hang me at a Poft. I'll rather throw 
them at a caft of Dice, as I have done a thoufand of their 
Fellows, 

Fath. Nay then I will be plain, degenerate Boy, 

Thou hadft a Father would have been afham’¢. 

Flow. My Father was an Afs, an old Afs. 

Fath, Thy Father? proud licestious Villain 
What are you at your foils? I'll foil with you. 

Lace. Good Sir, ferbear him. 

Fath. Did not this whining. Woman hang on me, 

Td teach thee -what is was to abufe thy Father: 
Go hang, beg, {tarve, Dice, Game, that whenall’s gone, 
Thou may’lt after defpair and hang thy felf. 

Luce. © do not curfe him. . 

Fath, 1 do not curfe him, and to pray for him were vain, 
It grieves me that he bears his Fathers Name. _ 

Flew. Well, you old Rafcal, I fhall meet with you. 
Sirrah, get you gone, I will not ftrip the Livery 
Over your Ears, becaule you paid for it: 

But do nct ufe my Name, Sirrah, 
Do you hear ? Look you do nat 
Ufe my Name, you were beft. 
Fath. Pay me the twenty Pourd then that I leat you; 
Orlgive me Security when I may have It. 
Flow, V'll pay thee nota Penny, 
And for Security I'll give thee none. 
Minckins, look you do not follow mé, look you do not: 


if you do, Beggar, I shall flit es — Luce. 
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Luce. Alas, what fhall l do? 
Flow, Why turn Whore, that’s a good Trade, 
And fo perhaps I’ll fee thee now and then, 
[ Exit Flowerdale, 

Luce. Alas-the-day that ever I was born. 

Fath: Sweet Miftre, do not weep, Pll ftick to you. 

soma my Friend, I know not what to do, 
My Father and my Frie ns they have defpis’d me: 

A [ a wret ice Maid, thus calt away, 
bows neicher-where to go, nor what to fay. 
it grieves me at the Soul, to fee her Tears 
in the Crimfon Rofes of her Checks: 
iy, take comfort, do not mourn in vain, 
[have a litle living in this Town, 
The which I chick comes to a hundred Pound, 
Ali thar ard more fhall be at your difpofe; 
Vil ftrait go help you'te fome ftrange difguife, 
And place you in a Service in this Town: 
Ori cre you, fhall know all, yet your felf unknown : 
Come, grieve no more, where no help can be had, 
Weep not for him, that 1s more worfe than bad. 
Luce. thank you, Sir. | Exeunt. 
Enter Lancelot, Adafter Weathercock and the reft. 

Oli, Well, cha a bin zerved many a flattith Trick, 
But fuch a lerripoop as thick ych was ne’er a farved. 

Lanc. Son Civet, Daughter Frances, bear with me, 
You fee how I am prefs’d down with inward Grief, 
About that lucklefs Gir], your Sifter Luce. 

But ’tis fall’n out with me, as with many Families befide, 
They are moft unhappy, that are moft belov’d. 

Civ. Father, ’tis fo, *tis ev’n faln out fo, 

But what remedy? fer Hand to your Heart, and let it pafs, 
Here is your Daughter Frances and 1, and we'll not fay, 
We'll bring forth as witty Children, but as pretty 
Children as ever fhe was; tho’ fhe had the prick 

And praife for a pretty Wench: But nisoee done is 

The Moufe, you'll come ? 

Lanc. Ay, Son Civert, Til come. 

Civ. And you, Matter Oliver ? 

Oli.. Ay, for che a vext out this shat oa fee if a gan 
Make a besser veatt theres 

Gini 
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Civ. And you, Sir Arthar? 

Arth. Ay, Sir, although my Heart be full, 
T’'ll be a Partner at your Wedding Feaft. 

Civ. And welcome all indeed, and welcome; come Frank, 
are you ready? 

Frank, Jefhue, how hafty thefe Husbands are, I pray, 
Father, pray to God to blefs me. 

Lanc. God blefs thee, and I do; God make thee wife, - 
Send you both Joy, f with it with wet Eyes. 

Frank, But, Father, fhall not my Sifter Delia go along 
with us? She is excellent good at Cookery, and fuch 
things. 

ri. ¥es marry fhall fhe: Delia, make you ready. 

Del. I am ready, Sir, I will farft go to Greenwich, 
From thence to my Coufin €hefferfield, and fo to London. 

Civ. It thall fuffice, good Sifter Delia, it fhall fuffice, 
but fail us not, good Sifter, give order to Cooks and o- 
thers, for I would not have my fweet Frank to foil her 
Fingers. 

Frank. No by. my troth not I, a Gentlewcman, and a 
married Gentlewoman too, to be Companion to Cooks, 
and Kitchin-boys, not £ i’faith, I fcorn that. 

Gv. Why, I do not mean thou fhalt, fweet Heart, thou 
feeft I'do not go about it; well, farewel too: You Gods 
pity Mr. Weathercock, we fhall have your Commpany too? 

Weath. With all my Heart, for I love good Cheer. 

Civ. Well, God be with you all, come, Frank. 

Frank. God be with you, Father, God be with you, 
Sir Arthur, Mafter Oliver, and Mafter Weathersock, Sifter, 
God be with you all: God be with you, Father, God be 
with you every one. 

Weath. Why, how now, Sir Arthur, all a mort, Matter 
Oliver, how now, Man? 

Cheerly, Sir Lancelot, and merrily fay, 
Who can hold that will away- 

‘Lan. Ay, fhe is gone indeed, poor Girl, undone, 
But when thefe be felf-will’d, Children muft {mart. 

Art. But, Sir, that the is wro-ged, you are thechiefeft 
Caufe, ‘therefore ’tis reafon you redrefs her wrong, 
- Weath. Indeed you muft, Sir Lancelor, you mutt, 

‘ps make Se Se Lance. 
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Lanc. Muft? who can compel me, Mr. Weathercock? 
I hope I may do what I lift. 
Weath. 1 grant you may, you may do what you Lift. 
Oli. Nay, but and you be well evifen, it were not good, 
By this vrampc ee and vrowardnels, to caft away 
As pretty a dowffabel, as 2m chould chance to fee 
tn a Summers ways ag tell you what chall do, 
Chil go {py up and down the Town, and fee if I 
Can hear any Tale or Tydings of her, 
And take her away from thick a Mcffel, vor cham 
Athured, heel but bring her to the {poil, 
And fo var you well, we fhall meet at your Son Civee’s, 
Lanc. \ thank you, Sir, L take it very kindl 
rth Yo find her out, Ul {pend my deareft Blood, 
So well I lov’d her, to aff: ct her Good. | Exeunt Ambo, 
Lance O Matter Weathercock, 
What hap had I, to force my Daughter 
From Mafter Oliver, and this good Knight, 
Toone that hath no Goodnefs in his Thought ? 
Weath, Ml luck, but what remedy ? 
Lanc. Yes, 1 have almoft devifed a Remedy, 
Young lsechihets tle 1S fure a Prifoner. 
Weath, Sure? nothing more fure, 
Lanc. At id yet perhaps his Uncle hath releas'd him. 
Weath. Xt may be very like, no doubt he hath, 
Lane. Well if he be 1n Eason I} have Warrants 
To tache my Daughter ‘till the Law be tried, 
For I wall fue him upon Cozenage. 
Weath, Marry may you, and overthrow him too. 
Lanc: Nay that’s not fo; I may chance be {coft, 
And fentence paft with him. 
Weath. Beli eve me, fo he may, therefore take heed. 
ELanc, Well howfoever, yet 1 will have warrants, 
In Prifon, or at Liberty, all’s one: 
You will help to ferve them, Mafter Weathercock? 


[ Exeunt. 
Enter Flowerdale. 
Flow. A plague of the Devil, the Devil take the Dice, 
The Dice, and the Devil, and his Dam go tocether 5 
OF all my hundred golden Angels, 
I have not left me one Denier : 
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A pox of come a five, what fhall I do? 
T can borrow no moreof my Credit: 
There’s not any of my acquaintance, Man nor Boys 
But I have borrowed more or lefs of: 
I would I knew where to take a good Purie, 
And go clear away, by. this Light I'll venture for it. 
Gods lid my Sifter Delia, 
Vil rob-her, by this Hand. 
Enter Delia and Artichoak. 
Del. I prethee, Artichoak, go not fo fait, 
The Weather is hot, and I am fomething weary. 
Art, Nay I warrant you, Miftrefs Delia, [li not tire you 
With leading, we'll go an extream moderate pace. 
Flow. Stand, deliver your Purfe. 
Art. O Lord, Thieves, Thieves. [ Exit Artichoak. 
Flow. Come, come, your Purfe, Lady, your Purfe. 
Del, That Voice I have heard often before this time, 
What, Brother Flowerdale become a Thief 2 
_ Flow. Ay, plague on’t, I thank your Father. 5 
\ Bat Sifter, come, your Mony, come: 
What the World muft find me, I am born to live, 
Tis not a Sin to fteal, when none will give. 
Del, O God, is all Grace banifht from thy Heart, 
Think of the Shame that doth attend this Fact, 
Flow. Shame me no Shames, come give me your Purfe 5 
I'll bind you, Sifter, left { fare the worfe. 
Del. No, bind me not, hold, there is all | have, 
And would that Mony would redeem thy Shame 
Enter Olivety Sir Arthur, azd Artichoak. 
Art. Thieves, Thieves, Thieves. 
Oli. Thieves, where Man? why how now, Miftiefs Dela. 
Ha you a liked to been a robbed ¢ 
Del, No, Mafter Oliver, *tis Matter Flowerdale, he. did 
but jeft with me. 
Oli. How, Flewerdale, that Scoundrel? Sirrah, you meten 
us well, vang the that. 
Flow. Well, Sir, V'll not meddle with you, becaufe | 
have a Charge. 
Del, Were Brother Flowerdale, Vil lend you this fame 
Mony. | 


Flow. \thank you, Sifter. 
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Oli. T wad yor were yfplit, and you let the Mezel have 
a Penny; but fince you cannot keep it, chil keep it my felf, 
“rth, “Tis pity to relieve him in this fort, 
Who makes a triumphant Life his daily {port. 
Del. Brother, you fee how all Men cenfure you, 
Farewetl, and I pray God amend your Life. 
Oli, Come, chil bring you along, and you fafe enough 
Prom twenty fuch Scoundrels as thick an one is, 
Farewel and be hanged, Zyrrab, as | think fo thou 
Wilt be fhortly’ come, Sir 4rthar. 
| Exeunt all but Flowerdale, 
Floy. A plague go with you for a karfie Rafcal; 
This Devon fbire Man I think is made all of Pork, 
His Hands madeonly far to heave up Packs: 
His Heart as fat ind big as his Face, 
As differing far from all brave gallant Minds, 
As ¥ to ferve the Hogs, and-drink with Hinds, 
As Tam very neir now; well what remedy, 
When Mony, Means, and Friends, do grow fo fmall, 
Then farewel Life, and there’s an end of all. [ Exite 
Enter young Floverdale’s Father, Luce like a Dutch Frow, 
Civet and his Wife Frances. 
Civ. ‘By my t'oth Goda Mercy for this, good Chriftopher 
T thank thee formy Maid, ‘like her very well, how doft 
thou like her, Frances? 
Fran, \n good Sadnels, Tom, very well, excellent well, 
She fpeaks fo pratily, I pray what’s your Name? 
Eyce. My name, forfooth, be called Tanikin, 
Franc. By mytroth a fine Name: 'O Tanikin, you are ex- 
cellent for dreflirg ones Head a new Fathion. 
Euce. Me fall io every ting about da Head, 
Giv. What Countrywoman is fhe, Keffer? 
Fath. A Datco Woman; Sir. 
Civ, Why thes fhe is outlandifh, is the not? 
Fath. Ay, Sir, the is, ) 
Fran, © then hou canft tell how to help me to Cheeks 
and Eas? | 
Luce. Yes, Miftrefs, very well. 
Fath, Cheeks and: Earsy why, Mitftrefs Frances, want you 
Checks and Ears? methinks you have very fait ones. | 
:, i ee * f Frans 
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Fran. Thou arta Feol indecd, Zon, thot knoweft what 
, a Ay, ay, Keffer, ’tis fuch as they weaia their Heads, 
I prithee, Kit, have her in, and thew her ay Houle. 

Fath. L will, Sir; come Tan:kin. 

Fran. © Tom, you have not buffed me io day, Tom. 

Giy. No Frances, we muft not kifs afore Folks, 

Franck. 
—" Enter Delia and Artichok, see 
onder, my Sifter Delia is come, welcome, good sitter. 

te Neaeumes good Sifter, how do you like the Tire 
of my Head? 

Del. Very well, Sifter. | | 

Civ. lam glad you're COE Sifter Deliz, to give order 

supper, they will be here toon. 

ares Avs me if good luck had not ferv'd, fhe had 
Not been here now, filching Flowerdale had like 
To pepper’d us, but for Matter Olver, we iad been robb’d. 

Del. Peace, firrah, no more. 

Fath. Robb’d! by whom? 

Art. Matry by none but by Flowerdae, he is turn’d 

hief. 
: Civ. By my Faith, but that isnot well, but God be prais'd 
for your Efcape, will you draw pear, Sifter? 

Fath. Sirrah, come hither, would Flowerdale, he that was 
my Mafter, a robbed you, I prethee tell me true? 

Art. Yes: iFaith, even that Flowerdah that was thy 
Matter. 

Fath. Hold thee, there is a French Crovn, and {peak no 
more of this. | 

Art. NotI, not a word, now do I fmell Knaverys 
In every Purfe Flowerdale tzkes, he ts half: 
And gives me this. to keep Counfel, not a vord I. 

Fath, Why God a Mercy. sa 

Fran. Sifter, look here, I-have a new: Ditch Maid, 
‘And the {peaks fo fine, it would do your Heart good. 

Ciy. How do you like her, Sifter? 

Del. T like your Maid well. a = 

Gv. Well, dear Sifter, will you draw rear, and give diz 
reétions for Supper, Guefts will be here piefently, 
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Del, Yes, Brother, leid-the way, V’ll follow you. 
| Exeunt all but Delia and Luce. 
Hark you, Dutch frow, a word. 
Luce, Vat is your vill wit meé 
Del. Sifter Luce *tis not your broken Language, 
Nor this fame Habt, can difguife your Face 
From I that know you; pray tell me, what means this? 
Luce. Sifter, I {ce you know me, yet be fecret; 
This borrowed Sh:pe that I have ta’én upon me, 
Is but to keep my ‘lf a {pace unknown 
Both from my Father, and my neareft Friends; 
Until I fee how tixe will bring to pals, 
The defperace Cowfe of Mafter Flowerdale. 
Del. O he is worfe than bad, I prethee leave him, 
And let not once ty Heart to thiak on him, 
Luce. Do not pefuade me ence to fuch a Thought, 
Imagine yet, that be is worfe than nought; 
Yet one good timemay all that Il] undo, 
That all his forme: Life did run into. 
Therefore, kind Siter, do not difclofe my Eftate, 
If cer his Heart dbth turn, ’tis ne’er too late. 
Del. Well, feeitg no Counfel can remove your Mind, 
Til not difciofe you, that art wilful blind. 
Luce. Delia, i thank you. -Inow muft pleafe her Eyes, 
My Sifter Frances, nither fair nor wife. [ Exenat. 
Enter Flowerdale Solus. 
Flow. On goes te that knows no end of his Journey, 
I have pais’d the vey utmoft bounds of Shifting, 
Ihave no Courfe mw but to hang my felf; 
1 have liv’d fince y:fterday two a Clock, ofa 
Spice-cake I had ata Burial: And for Drink, 
I got it at an Ale-houle among Porters, fuch as 
Will bear Out a Ma, if he have no Mony indeed; 
1 mean out of thei: Companies, for they are Men 
Of godd Carriage. Who comes here? 
The two Cony-catchers, that won all my Mony of me. 
Vl ery if they'll led me any. 
Enter Dick and Ralph. 
What Mr. Richard how do you ? 
How dott thou Raph? By Gad, Gentlemen, the world 
Grows bare with me, will you do as much as lend : 
Me of 
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Me an Angel between you both, you know you 
Won ahundred of me the other Day. 

Ralph. How, an Angel ? Gad damn us if we Joft rot every 
Penny within an Hour after thou wert gone. 

Flow. Iprethee lend me fo muchas will pay for my Supper; 
I'll pay you again, as I am a Gentleman. 

Ralph. Faith, we have nota farthing, not a mite; 

I wonder at it, Mr. Flowerdale, 

You will fo carek fly undo your felfs 

Why you will lofe more Mony in an Hour, 
Than any Honeft Man {pends in a Year; 

For Shame betake you to fome honeft Trade, 
And live not thus fo like a Vagabond. 

Flow.. A Vagabond indeed, more Villains you: 
They pave me Counfel that firlt cozen’d me; 
Thofe Devils firft brought me to this Iam, 

And being thus, the firft that do me wrong, 
Well, yer I have ove Friend left in ftore, 
Not far from hence there dwells a Cockatrice, 
Oné that I firft- put in a Sattin Gown, 
And not a Tooth that dwells within her Head, 
But ftands me at the leaft in twenty Pound: 
Her will I vificnow my Coyn Is gone, 
And as I take it here dwells the Gentlewoman, 
What ho, is Miftrefs Apricock within? 

Enter Ruffian, 

Ruf, What fawcy Rafcalis that which knocks fo bold ? 
O, is it you, old fpend-thrift? are you here ¢ 
One that is turned Cozener about the Towa: 

My Miftrefs faw you, and fends this Word by me, 

Bither be packing quickly from the Door, 

Or you fhall have fach a Greeting fent you ftraight, 

As you will little like on, you had beft be gone. _. [ Exit. 

Flow, Why fo, this is as it fhould be, being poor, 
Thus art thou ferv’d by a vile painted Whore, | 
Well, fince thy damned crew do fo abufe thee, 

I'lltry of honeft Men, how they will ufe me. 
Enter an ancient Citizen. 
Sir, I befeech you to take Compailion of a Man; 
One whofe Fortunes have been better than at this Inftane 
they feem to be: but if 1 might crave of you fome little 


Portion, 


| Exennt. 
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Portion, as would bring me to my Friends, I would ref 
thankful, until I had requited fo great a Courtefie, 

Cit, Fie, fie, young Man, this Courfe is very bad, 
Too many fuch have we about this City ; 

Yet for I have not feen you in this fort, 

Nor noted you to be a common Beggar, 

Hold, there’s an Angel to bear your Charges 

Down, go to your Friends, do not on this depend, 

Such bad Beginnings oft have worfer Ends. | Exit Cit. 

Flow. Worfer ends: nay, if it fall out 
No worfe than in old Angels I care not, 

Nay, now I have had fuch a fortunate Beginning, 
I'll not let a fixpenny Purfe efcape me : 
By the Mafs here comes another. 

Enter a Citizen's Wife with a Torch before her. 
God blefs you, fair Miftrefs. 
Now would it pleafe you, Geatlewoman, to look into the 
Wants of a poor Gentleman, a younger Brother, I doubt 
not but God will treble reftore it back again, one that 
never before this time: demanded Penny, Half-penny, nor 
Farthing. 

Cit. Wife. Stay, Alexander, now by my Troth a very 
proper Man, and tis great Pity; hold, my Friend, there's 
allthe Mony I have about me, a couple a Shillings, and 
God blefs thee. 

Flow. Now God thank you, fweet Lady; if you have 
any Friend, or Garden-houfe, where yeu may imploy a 
poor Gentleman as your Friend, I am yours to command 
in all fecret Service. 

Cit. Wife. I thank you good Friend, I prithee let me fee 
that again I gave thee, there is one-of them a brafs Shilling, 
give me them, and here is half a Crown in Gold. 

[ He gives it here 
Now out upon thee, Rafcal: fecret Service! what doft thou 
make of me? It were a good Deed to have thee whipt: 
Now I have my Monyagain, I'll fee thee hang’d beforel give 
thee aPenny. Secret Service? on, good Alexander. — 

[ Exeunt Ambo. 

Flow. This is villanous luck, I perceive Difhonefty 
Will not thrive; here comes more, God forgive me, 

Sir Arthar and Mr. Oliver, aforegod Vil fpeak to thet 
30 
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God fave you, Sir drthur ; God fave you, Mr. Okver, 

Oli, Been you there, zirrah, come will you taken your 
felves to your Tools, Coyftrel ? 

Flow. Nay, Mr. Oliver, I'll not fight with you, 

Alas, Sir, you know it was not my doings, 
It was only a Plot to get Sir Lancelor’s Daughter : 
By Gad I never meant you harm. 

Oli, And whore is the Gentlewoman thy Wife, Mezel 2 
Whore is fhe, Zirrah, ha 2 

Flow. By my troth, Mr. Oliver, fick, very fick; 

And Gad is my Judge, I know not what means to make for 
her, good Gentlewoman. 

Oli. Tell me true, is fhe fick ; tell me true itch’ vife thee. 

Flow. Yesfaith, I tell youtrue: Mr. Oliver, if you would 
do me the {mall kindnefs, but to lend me forty Shillings : 
So Gad help me, I will pay you fo foon asmy Ability fhall 
make me able, as I am a Gentleman. 

Oli. Well thou zaift thy Wife is zick; hold, there’s vor- 
ty Shillings, give itto thy Wife, look thou give it her, or [ 
fhall zo veze thee, thou wert not zo yezed this zeven year, 
look to it. 

rth, Ifaith, Mr. Oliver, it is in vain 
To give to him that never thinks of her. 

Oli, Well, would che could yvind it. 

Flow. I tell you true, Sir Arther; as I am a Gentleman. 

Oli, Well, farewel zirrah: come, Sir 4rthur. 

| Exeunt Ambo. 





Flow. By the Lord, this is excellent. 
Five golden Angels compaft in an Hour, 
In this Trade hold, [ll never feek a new. 
Welcome, {weet Gold, and Beggary adieu, 

Exter Uncle and Father. 

* Unc. See, Keffer, if you can find the Honfe. 

Flow, Who’s here, my Uncle, and my Man Keffer ? 
By the Mats ’tis they. 
Flow do you Uncle, how doft thou, Keffer ?_ 
By my troth, Uncle, you muft needs lend 

e fome Mony, the poor Gentlewoman 
My Wife, fo Gad help me, is very fick. 
1 was robb’d of the hundred Angels 
You gave me, they are gone. ese 
Vox. VI. U Une, 
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Ont. Ay, they are gone indeed, come, Kafer, awiy. 
Flow. Nay, Uncle, do you hear, good Uncle ¢ 
Une. Out Hypocrite, £ will not héar thee fpeek, 
Come, leave him, Keffer. 
Flow, Keffer; honett Keffer. 
Fath. Sit, } have nought to fay to you, 
Open the Door to my Kin, thow had’ft Belk 
Lock’t faft, for there’s a’ falfe Koave withott. 
Flow, You are aa old lying Rafcal, 
So you are. 


l Exeant ambo: 
Enter Lice. s, 

Luce. Vat is the matter, Vat be you, YonKer ¢ 

Flow. By this light a Dutch Frow, they fay they are cal- 
led kind, by this Light I'll try her. 

Luce. Vat be you, Yorker, why do you not (peak? 

Flow, By my troth, Sweet Heart, a poor Gentleman that 
would defire of you, if it ftand with your likibg, the bounty 
of your Purfe. 

Enter young Flowerdale s Father. 

Luce: © here God, {fo young an Armine. 

Flow. Armine, Sweet-heart, I know not what you mean 
by that, but I am almoft 4 Beggar. 

Luce. Are you not a married Man, vere been your Vife? 
Here is all I have, take dis, 

Flow. ‘What Gold, young Frow ? this is brave. 

Fath. If he have any Grace, hell now repent. 

Luce. ‘Why {peak you not, vere be your Vife ? 

Flow. Dead, dead, the’s dead, “tis fhe hath undone meé 
pe Spent me all I had; and kept Rafcals under my Nofe to 
Nae ae brave me. 

foes Lace. Did you ufe her vell ?— 

Flow. Ufe her, there’s never’a Gentlewoman in England 
could be better ufed than 1 did her; I could but Ceach 
her; her Diet flood me in forty pound a Month, but the 
is dead, and in her Grave my Cares are buried. 

Luce. Indeed dat vas not {cone, 

Fath, He’ is turn’d more Devil than he was before. 

Wie SEE Flow. Thou doft belong to Mafter Civet here, doft thou 
Ts ea not f | | 
a hs Luce. Yes, me do. 
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Flow. Why there’s it, there’s not a handful of Plate 
But belongs to me, Gad’s my Judge: 

If £ hadefuch a Wench as thou art, 

There’s.never a Man tn Exzglayd would make more 

Of her, than 1 would: do, fo the had any ftock, 

| They call within 

O why Tanikin. 

Luce. Stay,. one doth call,,1 fhall come by and by a- 
vali. 

Flow. By this:Hand, this Durch Wench ts inlove with me, 
Were it not admirable'to make her fteal 
All Civet’s Plate, and run away. 

Fath, ’ T were beaftly. _O Maller, Flowerdale, 

Have you no fear of God, nor Confcience : 

What do you mean, by this vile courfe you take ? 

Flow. What dol mcan? why, to live, that I mean. 

Fath. To live in this fort, fe upon the courfe, 

Your Life doth thow, you area very Coward, 

Flow, A Coward, I pray in what? 

Fath, Why you will borrow Six-pence of a Boy, 

Flow. ’Snail:, is there fuch a Cowardice in that? I 
dare borrow it of a Man, ay, and of the talleft Man in 
Exgland, if he will lend it me: Lt me borrow ic how I 
éan, and let them come by it. how they dare. And it is 
wellknown, I mighr ride outa hundred times if 1 would, 
fo I mighr. | 

Futh.. It was-not want of Will, but Cowardice, 

There is none that lends to you, but know they gain: 

And what is that but only ftealth.in you ? 

Delia might hang -you now, did not her Heart 

Take pity of you for her Sifter’s fake. 

Go get you hence,, left ling’ring here you flay, 

You fall into their Hands you look not for. 

Flow, Vil tarry here, “tll the Datch Frow comes, — 

If all the Devils in Hell were here, [Exit Father. 
Enter Sir Lancelot, Adv. Weathetcock, and Artichoak. 
Lance. Where is the Door?are we hot paft it, rti- 

choak @ 

Art, By th’ Mafs here’s ones 
Pilask him: Do you hear, Str? ae 
W har, are you fo proud ? do you hear, which is the way 
as U2 To 
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To Mr. Giver’s Houfe? what, will you not fpeak? 
© me, this is filching Flowerdale. 
Lanc. O wonderful, is this lewd Villain here ? 
O you cheating Rogue, you Cut-purfe, Cony-catcher, 
What Ditch, you Villan, is my Daughter’s Grave ¢ 
A cozening Rafesl, that muft make a Will, 
Take on him that ftri@ Habit, very that: 
When he fhould turn to Angel, a dying Grace, 
T’ll Father-in-Law you, Sir, I'll make a Will: 
Speak, Villain, where’s my Daughter? 
Poifon’d, I warrant you, or knock’d a the Head: 
And to abufe good Mafter Weathercock, with 
H 8 forg’d Will, and Mafter Weathercocky 
To make my grounded Refolution ; 
Thea to abufe the Devon fbire Gentleman: 
Go, away with him to Prifon. 
Flow, Wherefore to Prifon? Sir, I will not go. 
Enter Mafter Civet, his Wife, Oliver, Sir Arthur, young 
Flowerdale’s Father, Uncle, and Delia. 
Lanc. O here’s his Uncle: 
Welcome Gentlemen, welcome all: 
Such a Cozener, Gentlemen, a Murderer too 
Fo; any thing I know, my Daughter is mifling, 
Hath been look’d for, cannot be found, a vild upon thee. 
Unc. He is my Kin{man, although his Life be vile, 
Therefore, in God’s name, do with him what you will. 
Lane. Marry to Prifon. 
Flow. Wherefore to Prifon, {nick-up? I owe you no- 
thing. 
oie Bring forth my Daughter then, away with him. 
Flow. Go feek your Daughter, what do you lay to my 
Charge ? 
Lanc. Sufpicion of Murder, go, away with him. 
Flow. Murder your Dogs, I murder your Daughter! 
Come Uncle, I know you'll Bail me. 
Unc. Not I, were there no more, 
Than I the Jaylor, thou the Prifoner. 
Lanc. Go, away with him. 
Enter Luce like a Frow. 
Luce. O my Life, where will you ha de Man? 
Vat hade Yonker donee § Soci | 
saciid Wertlis 
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Weath. Woman, he hath kill’d his Wife. 
Luce. His Wife, dat is not good, dat is not feen. 
Lanc. Hang not upon him, Hufwife, if you do I'll lay 
you by him, 
Luce. Have me no, and or way do you leave him, 
He tell me dat he love me heartily. 
Fran. Lead away my Maid to Prifon! why,7om, will you 
fuffer that? 
Civ. No, by your leave, Father, fhe is no Vagrant :- 
She is my Wite’s Chamber-maid, and as true as the 
Skin between any Man’s Brows here. 
Lanc. Go to, you're both Fools: - 
Son Civet, of my Life this is a Plot; 
Some ftragling Counterfeit profer'd to you: 
No doubt to rob you of your Plate and Jewels: 
I'll have you led away to Prifon, Trull. 
Lace. Lam no Trull, neither Outlandith Frow, 
Nor he, nor I fhall to the Prifon go: 
Know you me now? nay, never ftand amaz‘d. 
._ Father, I know I have offended you. 
‘And though that Duty wills me bend my Knees 
To you in Duty and Obedience; 
Yet this ways dol turn, and to him yield 
My Love, my Duty, and my Humblenefs, 
Lanc. Baltard in Nature, kneel to fuch a Slave? 
Luce. O Matter Flowerdale, iftoo mach Grief 
Have not ftopt up the Organs ef your Voice, 
Then fpeak to her that is thy faithful Wife, 
Or doth Contempt of me thus tie thy Tongue ? 
Turn not away, I am no e&chiope, 
No wanton Crefid, nor a changing Hellen: 
But rather one made wretched by thy Lofs, 
What turn’ thou ftill from me? O then 
I guefs thee wofull’ft among haplefs Men, 
Flow. I am indeed, Wife, wonder among Wivcs ! 
Thy Chaftiry and Virtue hath infus’d 
Another Soul in me, red with Defame, 
For in my blufhing Cheeks is feen my Shame. 
Lane. Out Hypocrite, I charge thee truft him not. 
Luce. Not truft him ?———by the hopes of after Blifs, 
I know no Sorrow can be compar'd to his, 
F U 3 Lance 
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Lanc. Well, fince thou; wert,ordain’d ta Beggary, 
Follow thy Fortune, | di fie thse. 

Oki, Ywood.che were fo well ydoufled as was ever white 
Cloth in tocking Mill, an che ba not made me weep, 

Fath, Ut be nath.any Grace he'll sow repent, 

rth, It moves my Hesrt,.. 

Weath. By my xeoth Lomuft weep, I cannot.chufe. 

Onc. None but a Bealt would fuch a Maid mufufe. 

Flow, Content thy, felf,,.1 hope to win bis Favour, 

And to redecm.my ,Reputation loft: | 
And, Gentlemen, believe me,, 1 befeech you, 
I hope your Eyes fhail. behold fuch Change, 

As fhall deceive your Expettation. 

Oli. Lwould che were \iplit now, but che believe him. 

Lanc. Hows,believe him! 

Weath, By the Matkins, I.do. 

Linc. What-do ;you think that,e’er he will have Graceé 

Weath. By my Faith it.will go hard. 

Oli. Well, che yor ye he 1s, chang’d.5,-and, Mr,, Flowerdale, 
in hope you been fo, hald, shere’s.vorty pound toward your 
zetting up;,.what be not afhamed,,vang it Man, vang tt, be 
a good Husband, loven to. your Wifes. Add you, thall not 
want for vorty more, J che vori.thee, 

Arth, My means are little,, but.f you'll follow.me, 

I will inftruét-you in my ableft Powers 
But to your Wife L, give,this Diamond, 
And prove true Diamond fais in ali your.Life. 
Flow. Thanks,.good Sir Arthar: Mr. Oliver, 
You being my Enemy, and grown fo kind, 
Binds me in all endeavour.to.rettore. 
Oli. What, reftore me no reftorings, Man, 
I have vorty Pound more here,,. vang at: 
Zouth chil devie London. elfex What, do net think me 
A Mezel or a Scoundrel, to throw away my Mony?. che 
have an hundred, Pound more. to pace. of any. good..Spo- 
tation: I hope your under and your Uncle will vollow my 
zamplas. 

Unc. You have gueft right of me, if he leave.off this 
courfe of Life, he fhall be mine Heir. 

Lanc., But he fhall never get.a Groat of me; 

A Cozener, a Deceiver, one that-kill’d bis. painful 
bad: Fathers 
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Father, honeft Gentleman, 

That pafs’d the fearful danger of the Sea, 

To get him living, and maintain him brave. 

Wearh, What hath he kili’d his Fasher? 

Linc. Ay, Sir, with conccir of his vile Courfes. 

Fath. Sir, you are mifinform’d. 

Lanc. Why, thou old Knave, thou told’ft mefo thy felf, 

Fath. 1 wrone’d him then: 

Atid toward my Mafter’s Stock, 

There’s twenty Nobles for to-make amends. 

Flow. No, Kefter, f bavg troubled thee, and wroig’d thee 
What thou in love gives, Iin.loye reftore. [| morey 
Fran. Ha, ha, Sifter, there you pliid bo-peep with us; 

Tom, what fhall I give her toward Houfhold? | 

Sifter Delia, thal] I give her my Fan ? 

Del, You were beft ask your Husband. 

Fran. Shall 1, Tom? | 

Ciy. Ay, do, Frank, Vl buy thee a new one, witha long- 
er handle. | 

Fran, A ruffet,one,, Te. 

Civ. Ay with ruffet Feathers. 

Frau, Here, Sifter,there’s miy Fan toward Houfhold, to 
keep you warm. 

Luce. thank you, Sifter. | | 
Weath. Why this is well, and toward. fair Lyuce’s Stock, 
here’s forty’ Shillings: Ard forty good Shillings more, 
I'll give her, marry.. Come Sir Lawcelor, | muft have you 
Friends. | inten 

Lanc, Not Tf, ‘all this is Counrericit, 

He will confume it, were it a Million. 
Fath. Sir, what is your Daughter's. Dower worth ? 
Lanc. Had the been married to an honeft Man, 

It had been better than a thoufand’ Pound. 

Fath, Pay it him, and I'll give you my Bond, 

To make her Jointere better worth than three. 

Lanc. Your Bond, Sir? why, what are you ? 

Fath. One whofe word in London, tho’ I fay it, 

Will pafs there for as much as yours. 

Lanc. Wert not thou late that Untarift’s Serving-man2 
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Fath, Loek dn me better, now my Scar is off: 
Ne’er mufe Man, at this Metamorphofie. 

Lanc, Matter Flowerdale! | 

Flow. My Fathe:! O I fhame to look on him: 
Pardon, dear Fachcr, the Follies that are paft. 

Fath, Son, Son, I do, and joy at thisthy Change, 
And applaud thy Fortune in this virtuous Maid, 

Whom Heav’n hath fent to thee to fave thy Soul. 
Luce. This addeth Joy to Joy, high Meav’n be prais’d, 
Wesih. Mr. Flowerdale, welcome from Death, good Mr, 
(Flower dale, 
*T was faid fo here, *twas faid fo here good Faith. 

Fath. 1 caus’d that Rumour to be {pread my {clf, 

Becaule I’d {ce the Humours of my Sen, 

Which to relate the Circumftance 1s needlefs: 

And Sirrah, fee you run no more into that fame Difeafe: 
For he that’s once cur’d of that Malady, 

Of Riot, Swearing, Drunkennefs, and Pride, 

And falls again into the like diftrefs, 

That Fever is deadly, doth,till Death endure : 

Such Men die mac, as of a Oalenture. 

Flow. H.av’n helping me, I'll hate the courfe as Hell, 

Unc. Say it, and doit, Coufin, all is well. 

Lanc. Will, being in hope you'll preve an honeft Man, 
Ttake you to my favour. Brother Flowerdale, 
Welcome with all my Heart: I fee your Care 
Hath brought thefe Ads to th's Conclufion, 

And I am glad of it, come let’s in and feaft, 

Oli. Nay zoft you a while, you promis’d to make 
Sir Arthur and me amends, here is your wileft 
Daughter, f:e which an’s fhe’ll have. 

Lanc. A God’s name, yeu have my good will, get hers. 

Oli. How fay you thea, Damfel. 

Del. 1, Sir, am yours. 

Oli, Why, then fend for a Vicar, and chil have it 
Difpatched in a trice, fo chil. 

Del. Pardon me, Sir, I mean I am yours, 

In Love, in Duty, and Affe@ion. 
But not to love as Wife, fhall ne’er be faid, 
Delia was buried, married, but a Maid. 
: | Arih, 
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Arth. Do not condemn your felf for ever, 
Virtuous Fair, you were born to love. 
Oli. Why you fay true, Sir Arsbur, the was ybore to it, 
So well as her Mother; but I pray you thew us 
Some Zamples or Reafons why you will not marry? 
Del. Not that J do condemn a married Life, 
For ’tis no doubt a fanétimonious thing: 
Rut for the care and croffes of a Wife, 
The trouble in this World that Children bring, 
My Vow’s in Heav’n in Earth to live alone, 
Husbands, howfoever good, I will have none. 
Oli. Why then, chil live a Batchelor too, 
Che zet not a vig by a Wife, if a Wife zet not a vig 
By me: Come, fhall’s go to Dinner? 
Fath. To morrow I 'crave your Companies in AZark-lanp: 
To Night we'll frolick in Mr. Civer’s Houfe, 
And toeach Health drink down a full Caroufe, 
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Dramatis Perfonee. 


(ipl hee 
a Pe U K E of Norfolk. 
i Bit dk: Duke of Suffolk. 
aa karl of Bedford and his Hof. 
Dee Cardinal Wollcy. 
eye Gardiner, Bi/hop of Winchefter. 
Bie i be Sir Thomas Moor. 
TS Sir Chriftopher Hales. 
Sér Kaiph Sadler. 
Old Cromwell, a Black{mith of Putney. 
ete at Young Thomas Cromwell, bis Son. 
hy Hae Majfter Bouler, a Merchant. 
rch Banifter, « broken Bo Clete and bis Wife. 
i ee Bagot, 2 cruel covetous Broker. 
Ta « Friskiball, a Ficeastide Merchant. 
ae The Governors of the Englith Heufe at Aner 
Biri States and Officers of Bononia. 
rates Goodman Seely, and his Wife Joan. 
Lieutenant of the Tower. 
AAD fad Hodge, Will and Tom, old Cromwell's Servawts. 
RR Two Citizens. 
iad tie gaa Two Merchants. 
5 ie ; 4A P oft. 
ae: ef y Meffengers. 
i H ' Ufbers, and Servants. 


se 
ag 
en ee egies eS 


THE 


jeye | i 
; ade 4 K 
44 i a4 ‘; 
ie 
Ha 
i aaa 
PRY: i eed 
D Fee, 
tbe 
5 


















E2026 ae : ee 


THE 
LIFE and DEATH 


OF 


Thomas Lord Cromwell. 





ACT Li: S$ C.EeN Be 


Enter Hodge, and two other Smiths, Servants to 
old Cromwell. 


HODGE. 


we} OME, Matters, I think it be paft five a 
rE] Clock, is it not time we were at Work ? my 
Sj old Mafter he’ll be ftirring anon. 

| 1 Smith. I cannot tell whether my old Ma- 
fter will be ftirring or no; but I am fure I 
can hardly take my Afternoons Nap, for my 
young Mafter Thomas, he keeps fuch a quile in his Study, 
with the Sun, and the Moon, and the feven Stars, that I do 
verily think hell read out bis Wits. 
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Hodge. He Skill of the: Stars 2 
There's Goodman Car of Fulham, 
He that ‘carried us tothe ftrong Ale, where Goody Trundel 
Had her Maid got with Child: O, he knows the Stars, 
He'll tickle you Charles's Wain in nine Degrees: 
That fame Man will tell Goody Trundel 
When her Ale thall mifcarry, only by the Stars. 
2 Smith. Ay, that’s a great Virtue indeed; I think Thomas 
Be no Body in comparifon to him. 
1 Smith, Well, Mafters, come, fhall we to our Hammers? 
Fiodée.’ AY, ‘contents firft lets take our Mornings 
Dradcht, and then to “ork roundly. | 
2 Smith, Ay, agrecd, go-in, Hodge. | Exeunt. 
Enter young Cromwell. 
Crom. Good Moirow, Mornj I do falute thy brightnefs, 
The Night feems tedious to my troubled Soul: 
Whofe black Obfcurity binds in my Mind 
A thoufand fundry Cogitations : 
And. now Aurora with 42 lively dies 
Adds Comfort to my Spirit that mounts on high. 
Too high indeed, my ftate being fo mean: 
My Study like a mineral-of Gold, 
Makes my Heart proud, wherein my hope’s inroll’d; 
My Books-are ald the Wealth I do poll is, 
And untosthem 41 have ingag’d my Heart ; 
©, Learning, how divine thou feem’ft to me ! 
Within whofe Arms.is all, Felicity. 
eace with your Hammers, leave your knocking there, 
| Here within they beat with their Hammers, 
Youdo difturb my Studysand my Rett; 
Leave off, I fay, you mad me with the Noife, 
Enter Hodge, and the two Aten, 
Hodve: Why, how now, Mafter Thomas, how now ; 
Will you not let us work for you? 
Grom. You fret my Heart, with making of this Noife. 
Hodge. How, fret your Heart? Ay, but Thomas, you'll 
Fret your Father’s Purfe if you let us from Working. 
2 Smith. Ay, this *tis for him ‘to make him a Gentleman: 
Shall we leave work for your mufing? that’s well faith : 
But here comes my old Mafter now. : 
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Enter old Cromwell. 
Old Crom. Yow idle, Koaves, what are you loytring now 2 
No Hammers walking, and my work to to? 
What not a Heat among your work to day ¢ 
Hodge. Marry, Sir, your Son Thomas will not let us 
work at all. 
Old Crom. Why Knave I fay, have I thus caik’d and car’d, 
And all to keep.thee like a Gentleman, 
And doft thou let my Servants at their work; 
That fweat for thee, Knave? labour this for thee ? 
Crom, Father, their Hamavers do offend my Study. 
Old Crem. Out of my Doors, Koave, if thou kit it not; 
I cry you Mercy, ,are your Ears {o fine? 
I tell thee, Knave, thefe get when I do fIcep} 
I will net have'my Anvil flaid for thee, 
Crem. Thexe’s Mony, Father, L will pay your Mer, 
He throws. Mdony among theres 
Old Crom. Have I thus brought thee uo urto my Coft, 
In hope that one, Day thou would'ft relieve my Age, 
And art thou now fo lavifh of thy Coin, 
To {catter it. among theie idle Kaaves 2 
Grom. Father be patient; and content your {elf, 
The time will come I fhall held Gold as trafh: 
And here I {peak with a prefaging Soul, 
To build @ Palace where now this Cottage ftands, | 
As fine as is King Henry’s Houle at Sheen. (Beggar ; 
Old. Crom. You build a Houle? yeu Knave, you'll be a 
Now afore Gid all-is but caft away 
That is beftow’d upon. thus thriftlefs Lad: 
Well, had I bound him to fome horeft Trade, 
This had not been; but it was his Mother’s doing, 
To fend him to the Univerfity : 
How? build a Houfe where now this Cartage ftands, - 
As fair as that at Sheen ? he ‘fhall’nort hear me. 
A good Boy Tom, I con thee thank Tom, 
Well faid 7om, Grammarcies Tom: 
In to your work, Kmaves;. hence faucy Boy. . 
| Exeunt all but young Cromwell. 
“Crom. Why fhould my Birth keep down my mounting 
Are not all Creatures fubje& unto time ? (Spirit 2 
To time, who doth abufe the World, 
And 
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And fills it full of hodge podge Baftardy ; 
There’s Legions now of Beggars on the Earth, 
That their Original did {pring from Kings; 
And many Monarchs now, whofe Fathers were 
The riff-raff of their Age; for Time and Fortune 
Wears out a noble train to Beggary ; 
And from the Dunghil Minions do advance 
To State; and mark, in this admiring World 
This is but Courfe, which in the name of Fate 
Is feen as often as it whirls about : 
The River Thames that by our Door doth pafs, 
His firft beginning is but {mall and fhallow, 
Yet keeping on his Courfe grows to a Sea. 
And likewife Wol/ey, the wonder of our Age, 
His Birth as mean as mine, a Butcher’s Son; 
Now who within this Land a greater Man? 
Then, Cromwell, cheer thee up, and tell thy Soul, 
That thou may’ft live to flourifh and controul. 

Enter old Cromwell. 

Old Crom. Tows Cromwell, what Tom I fay. 

Crom. Do you call, Sir? 

Old Crom. Here is Mafter Bow/er come to know if yoit 
have difpatch’d his Petition for the Lords of the Counfel, 
or no. 

Grom: Father, I have, pleafe you to ¢all him in. 

Old Grom. That’s well faid, Tom, a good Lad, Tom. 

Exter Majter Bowler. 

Bow. Now, Matter Cromwell, have you difpatch’d this 
Petition 2 

Crom. 1 have, Sir, here it is, pleafe you perufe it. 

Bey. Xr fhall not need, we'll read it as we go by Water. 
And, Mafter Cromwell, I have made a Motion | 
May do you good, and if you like of it. 

Our Secretary at Msxswerp, Sir, is dead, 

And the Merchants there have fent to me, 
For to provide a Man fit for the place: 

Now I do know none fitter than your felf, 

If with your liking it ftand, Mafter Cromaell. 

Crom. With all my Heart, Sir, and I much am bound, 
In Love and Duty for your Kindnefs fhown. 2 
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Old Crom. Body of me, Tow, 

M:ke hafte, left fome Body 

Get between thee and home, Tom, 

J thank you, good Matter Bow/er, 

I thank you for my Boy, | 

Ithank you always, I thank you molt heartily, Sir: 

Ho, a Cup of Beer here for Matter Bow/er. | 
Bow. Ic tha'l not need, Sirs Matter Cromwell, will you 
0¢ 
Crom. 1 will attend you, .Sir. 

Old Crom. Farewe!, Toms, God blefs thee, Tom, 
God {peed thees good Tom. Exennt. 
Enter Bagot, a Broker, folus. 
Bag. I hope this day fs fatal unto fome, 

And by their lofs muft Bagor feek to gair. 

This is the Lodging of Mafter Friskibal, 

A liberal Merchant, and a Florextine, 

To whom Baniffer owes a thoufarnd Pound, 

A Merchant-Bankrupt, whofe Father was my Matter. 

What dof care for pity or regard 


oud z = ees 
Ae eg a oh ES 
—e - : 3 ——— 
er eee SS 


He once was wealthy, but he now is fall’n, i 
And this Morning have I got him arrefted es 
At the Suit of Mafter Friskibal, 1 
And by this means fhall I be fure of Coin, | , 
Por doing this fame good to him unknown: 
And in good time, fee where the Merchant comes, 
Exter Friskibal, 

Good morrow to kind Mafter Friskibal, 

Frif. Good morrow to your felf, good Mafter Bagot, 
And what’s the News you are fo early ftirring ? 
It is for Gain, I make no doubt of that. 

Bag. It is for the Love, Sir, that I° bear to you. 

When did you fee your Debtor Baxiffer ? 
__frif. | promife you, I*have not feen the Man 
This two Months day, his Poverty is fuch, 

As I do think he thames to fee his Friends. 

Bag. Why then affure your felf to fee him ftraight 

or at your Suit I have arrefted him, 
And here they will be with him prefently. 

Frif. Arreft him at my Suit? you were ta blame, 

I know the Man’s misfortunes to be fuch, a 
avi Xx As 
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As he’s not able for to pay the Debt, 
And were it known to fome, he were undone. 
Bag. This is your pitiful Heart, to think at {o, 
Bet you are much deceiv'd in Banift er: 
Why, fuch as he will break for Fafhion fake, 
And unto thofe they owe a thoufand Pound, 
Pay fcarce a hundred. OO, Sir, beware of him, 
The Man is lewdly given to Dice and Drabs, 
Spends all he hath in Harlots companies, 
Ic is no mercy for to pity him: 
I {peak the truth of him, for nothing elf:, 
Bur for the kindnefs that I bear to you. 
Frif. If it be fo, he hath deceivd me much, 
And to deal ftri@ly with fuch a one as he, 
Better fevere than too much lenity : 
Bur here is Mafter Baniffer himfelf, 
And with him, as I take’t, the Officers. 
Enter Banifter, his Wife, and two Officers. 
Ban. O Matter Friskibal, you have undone me : 
My ftate was well nigh overthrown before, 
Now altogether down-caft by your means. 
Mrs, Ban. O, Mr. Friskibal, pity my Wiusband’s cafe, 
He is a Man hath liv’d as well as any, 
>Till envious Fortune, and the ravenous Sea 
Did rob, difrobe, and fpoil us of our own. 
Frift Miftrcfs Banifter, T envy not your Husband, 
Nor willingly would I have us’d him thus: 
But that L hear he is fo lewdly given, 
Haunts wicked Company, and hath cnough 
To pay his Debts, yet will not be knowo thereof, 
Ban. This is that damned Broker, that fame Baget, 
Whom I have often from my Trencher fed : 
Inerateful Villain for to ufe me thus. 
Bag. What I have {id to him is nought but Trath. 
Mrs. Ban. What thou haft {aid {prings from an envious Heart 
A Cannibal that doth eat Men alive: 
But here upon my Knee believe me, Sir, 
And what I fpeak, fo help me God, Is true, 
We fcarce have Meat to feed our little Babes : 


Moft of our Plate is in that Broker’s Hand, 
| Which 
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Which had we Mony to defray our Debts, 
O think, we’ would not bide that Penury : 
Be merciful, kind Mafter Friskibal, 
My Husband, Children, asa my felf will eat 
But one Meal’a day, the other will we keep and fell. 
Frif- Go to, [ fee thou art an envious Man. 
Good Miltrefs Baniffer, kneel not to me, 
I pray :ife up, you fhall have your defire. 
Hold Officers ; be gone, there’s for your pains. 
You know you owe to mea choufand Pound, 
Here take my Hand, if e’er God make you able, 
And place you in. your former {tate again, 
Pay me: but if fill your Fortune frown, 
Upon my Faith I'll never ask you Crown : 
1 never yet did wrong to Men in thrall, 
For God doth know what to my felf may fall. 
Ban. This unexpeGted Favour-undeferv'd, 
Doth make my Heart bleed inwardly with joy - 
Ne’er-may. ought profper with me is my Own, 
If I forget this kindnefs you have fhown, 
Mrs. Ban, My Children in their Prayers both night and day, 
For your good Fortune and Succefs {hall pray. 
Frif. I thank you both, I pray go dine with me, 
Within thefe three Days, if God give me leave, 
I will to Florence to my native home; 
Hold, Bagot, there’s a Portague to dripk, 
A'though you ill deferv'd. ic by your merit 
Give not. fuch cruel {cope unto your Heart 5 
Be. fure the ill. you do will be requited : 
Remember what I fay, Bagot, farewel, 
Come, Mafter Baniffer, you thall with me, 
My Fare’s but fimple, but welcome heartily. 
( Exexnt_all but Bagot. 
Bag. A Plague go with you, would you had eat your Laft, 
Is this the thanks I have for, all my pains ¢ 
Confufion light upon you. all for me: 
Where he bad wont to give a {core of Crowns, 
Doth he now foift me with @ Portague ¢ 
Well, I will be reveng’d upon. this Banifter. 
I'll to his Creditors, buy. all the Debts he owes, 
As feeming- that I do it for good will, 
x 2 
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I am fure tohave them at an eafie rate; 
And when ‘is done, in Chriftendom he ftays not, 
But il mak: his Heart vake with forrow, 
And. if that Baziffer become my Debtor, 
By Heav’nind Barth 1'Il make his Plague the greater. 
| Exit Bagot. 
Enter Chorus. 


Che. New, Gentlemen, imagine 
That Yeung Cromwell és in Antwerp, 

Ledger for the Englith Merchants : 

And Banift.r, to fan this Bagot’s Hate, 

Hearing that he hath got fome of his Debts, 

Is fled to Antwerp, with bis Wife and Children, 

Which Bagot hearing, is gone after them : 

And thither fends bis Bills of Debt before, 

To be reverg’d on wretched Banifter t 

What doth fall out, with Patience fit and fee, 

A juft Recuital of falfe Treachery. [ Exit. 
Enter Cromwell in his Study, with Bags of (ony before 

him, cafting of Account. ‘ 
Crom. Thus far my reckoning doth go ftraight and ev ny 

Bur, Cromwell, this fame plodding fits not thee; 

Thy Mind is altogether fet on Travel, 

And not to live thus cloyfter’d, like a Nun - 

It is not this fame trath, that I regard, 

Experienc: is the Jewel of my Heart. 

Enter a Poft. 
Poft. I pray, Sirs are you ready to difpatch me¢ 
Grom. Yes, here’s thofe Sums of Mony you muff carry- 

You go fo far as Frankford, do you not ¢ 
Poft. I do, Sir. 

Crom. Well, prethee make all the hatte thou canft, 

For there be certain Englifb Gentlemen 

Are bound for Venice, and may happily want, 

And if that you fhould linger by the way: 

But in hope that you will make good {peed, 

There’s two Angels to buy you Spurs and Wands. 
Poft, I thank you, Sir, this will add wings indecd. 
Grom. Gold is of Pow’r to make an Eagles fpeed. 

) Emer Miftre/s Banifter. 
What Gentlewoman is this, that grieves fo much fe 
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Ie feems fhe doth addrefs her felf to me. 
Mrs. Ban. God fave you, Sir, pray is your Nume Mafter 
Cromovell ? 
Crom. My Name is Thomas Cromwell, Gentlewoman. 
Mrs. Ban. Know you not one Bagot, Sir, thit’s come to 
Antwerp % | 
Crom. No, truf me, J never faw the Man, 
But here are Bills of Debt I have received 
Againtt one Baniffer, a Merchant fala into decay. 
Mrs. Ban. \oro decay indeed, long of shat Wretch - 
Iam the Wifeto woful Baxiffer; 
And by that bloody Villain am purfu’d, 
From London, here to Antwerp: 
My Husband he is in the Governor’s Hands, 
And God of Heav’n knows how he'll deal with nim; 
Now, Sir, your Heart is fram’d of milder Temper, 
Be merciful to a diftreffed Soul, 
And God no doubt will treble blefs. your Gain. 
Crom. Good Mittrefs Baziffer, what 1 can, I will, 
In any thing that lics within my pow'r. 
Mrs. Ban. O {peak to Bagot, that fame wicked Wretch, 
An Angel’s Voice may move a damned Devil. 
Crom. Why is he come to Astwerp, as you hear? 
Mrs. Ban. (heard he landed fome two Hours fince. 
Crom. Well, Miftrefs Baniffer, affure your feif, 
I'll {peak to Baget in your ewn behalf, 
And win him tall the pity that L can: 
ean time, to comfort you, in your diftre(s, 
Receive thefe Angels to relieve your need, 
And be affur’d, that what I can effed, 
To do you good, no way I will neglect, 
Mrs. Ban. That mighty God that knows each Mortal’s Heart, 
Keep you from trouble, forrow, grief and {mart. 
[Exit Atifirs/s Banifter. 
Crom. Thanks, courteous Woman, forthy hewty Pray’r: 
It grieves my Soul to fee her mifery, 
But we that live under the Work of Fate, 
May hope the beft, yet know not to what ftate 
Our Stars and Deftinics have us aflign’d, 
Fickle is Fortune, and her Face is blind, [ Exit. 
x 3 Enter 
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Enter Bagot Solus. 
Bag. Soy di goes well, 1¢ is as I would have it, 
Banifter, he is with the Governor: 
And fhortly hall have Gyves upon his Heels, 
It plads my Heart to think upon the Slave; 
I hope to have his Body rot in Prifon, 
And after here, his Wife to-hang her felf, 
And all his Children die for want of Food. 
The Jewels Ihave brought to’ Asiwerp 
Are reckon’d to be worth five thoufand Pound, 
Which fcarcely ftood me in three hundred Pound ; 
I bought them at an eafie kindof rate, 
I care not which way they came by them 
That fold them me, it comes not near my>Rieart ; 
And left they fhould be ftolr, as {ure they are, 
I thought it meet to fell them»here in Axtwerp, 
And fo have lefc them in the Governor’s Hand; 
Who offers. me within two hundred Pound 
Of all. my Price: but now no more of that, 
I muft go fee and if my Bills be fefe, 
The which I fent to Mafter, Gomavell, 
That if the Wind fhould keep meon the Seay 
He might arreft him:here before I came: 
And in good time, fee where he is: God faveyou, Sir, 
Eater Cromwell. 
Crom. And you ; pray pardon-me, I know you not. 
Bag. It may be fc, | Sir, but my Name 1s Bagot, 
The Man that ent to you the Bulls of Debt, 
Crom. ©, the Mamthat purfues Baniffer, 
Here are the Bills of Debt you fent to mes 
As for the Man, you know’ beft wheres; . 
It is reported you’ve aFlinty Heart, 
A Mind thie will nct ftcop to any P.ty; 
Ao Bye thit knows not how to fhed a Fear, 
A Hand thit’s always open for Reward. 
But, Mefter Bagor, would you be rul’d by me, 
You fhould turn all thefe to the contrary; 
Your Heart thould ftill have feeling of remorfe, 
Your Micd, aceording-to-your State, be liberal 
To thofe that ftand in need, and in diftrefs; 
Your Hand to help them that do ftand in want, 
Rather than with your Poife to hold them down, For 
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For every ill curn fhow your felf more kind, 
Thus fhould I do; pardon, I fpeak my Mind. 

Bag. 1, Sir, you {peak co hear whatl would fay, 

But you mutt live, I know, as well asI: 

I know this Place to be Extortion, 

And ‘cis not for a Man to keep fafe here, 

But he muft lye, cog, with his deareft Friend ; 
And as for Pity, fcorn it, hate all Confcience : 
But yet I do commend your Wit in this, 

To make a fhow of what I hope you are fot, 
But I commend you, and it is well done? 
This is the only way to bring your Gair. 

Grom. My Gain? I had rather chain me to an Oars 
And like a Slave, there toil out all my Life, 

Before I’d live fo bafe a Siave as thou, 

I, like an Hypocrite, to make a fhow 

Of feeming Virtue, and a Devil within 
No Bagot, if thy Confcience were as clear, 
Poor Baniffer ne'er had been troubled here. 

Bag. Nay, good Mafter Cromwell, be not angry, Sir. 
I know full well that you are no fuch Man, 

But if your Confcience were as ¥ hite as Snow, 
It will be thought that you are otherwife. 

Crom, Willit be thought that I am otherwife? 
Let them that think fo, know they are decetv'ds 
Shall Cromwell liye to have his Faith mifconfter’d ¢ 
Antwerp, for all the Wealth within thy Town, 

I will not tarry here full ewo Hours longer - 

As good luck ferves, my Accounts are all made even, 
Therefore I'll ftraight unto the Treafurer - 

Bagot, I know you'll co the Governor, 

Commend me to him, fay I am bound to Travel, 
To fee the fruitful Parts of Jraly, 

And as you ever bore a Ch iftian Mind, 

Let Banifter fome Favour of you find. 

Bag. For your fake, Sir, PL help him all I can, 
To ftarve his Heart ont e’er he gets a Groat; 

So, Mafter Cromwell, do I take my leaves 
For I muft ftraighr unto the Governor | Exit Bagot. 

Crom. Farewel, Sir, pray you remember what I faid. 
No, Cromwell, no, thy Flcart was ne'er fo bafe, 

x 4 To 
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But ’t falls out well, I little it repent, 
Flereafter, time in Travel fhall be fpent. 
Enter Hodge, his Father’s Atlan, 

Hodge. Your Son Thomas, quoth you, I have been The. 
mafe; 1 hid thought it had been no fuch matter toa cene by 
Water; for at Putney il go you to Pari {b-Garden for two 
Pence, fit as ftill as may be, without any wagging or joulting 
in my Guts, ina little Boat too: Here we were fcarce four 
Miics in the great green Water, but I thinking to g0 to my 
After: s Lunchines, as twas my mapner at hom;, but [ 


re: Deen 
felt a kind of rifing in my Guts: At laft, one of the Sailors 
ipying of me, bé a good cheer, fays he, fet’ down thy Victu- 
als, and up with it, thou haft nothing but an Eel in thy 
Belly: Well, to’c went I, to my Viétuals went the Sailors, 
and thinking me to be a Man of better Experience than ap 
in the Ship, ask’d me what Wood the Ship was made dh 
They all fwore Itold them as rightas if { had been acquaint. 
ed with the Carpenter that made it: At laft we grew near 
Land, and [grew villanous hungry, went to my Bag, the 
Devil a bit there was,the Sailors had tickled me} yet I cannot 
blame them, it was apart of kindnefs, for I in kindnefs told 
them what Wood the Ship was made of, and they inkind- 
nefs eat up my Vidtuals, as indced one good turn asketh 
another: Well, would J, could I; find my Matter Thomas 
in this Dutch Town, he might put fome Exgiifh Beer into 
my Belly. FO 3 
Crom. \W hat, Hodge, my Father’s Man,bymy Hand welcome: 
How doth my Father? what’s the News at home2 | 
Hody. Matter Thomas, O God, Mafter Thomas, your 
Hand, Glove and all, this is to give you to uhderftanding, 
that your Father isin Health, and Alice Downing here hath 
fent you a Nutmeg, and Be/s Adake-watera Race of Ginger, 
my Fellows Wildland Tom hath between them fent you a do- 
zen of Points, and Goodman Toll, of the Goat, 2 pair. of 
Mittons, my felf came’in Perfon, and this is all the News, 
Crom. Gramercy good Hodge,and thou art welcome tome, 
Bat to as ill a time thou comeft as may be; — ' 
Fry f am travelling into /taly, rt 
What fay’ft theu, Hodge, wilt thou bear me companny ? 
1 eg o> aoe ra ? <a : p Hodge, 
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Hodge. Will i bear thee company, Tem ? what tell’ me of 
draly? were it to the fartheft part of Flazders, I would go 
with thee, Jom; 1 am thine in all weal and woe, thy own 
to command; what, Tom, { have pafs’d the rigorous Waves 
of WMeptune’s blafts, I tell you, Thomas, Lhave been in danger 
of the Floods, and when I have feen Boreas begin to play the 
Ruffin with us, then would 1 down a my Knees, and call 
upon Vulcan, | . 

Crom. And why upon him? | 

Hodge. Becaufe, as this fame Fellow WNepiune is God of 
the Seas, fo Vulcan is Lord overthe Smiths, and therefore I 
being a Smith, thought his Godhead would have fome care 
yet of me. 

Crom. A good Gonceit: but tell me, haft thou din’d yet? 

Hodge: Thomas, to {peak the truth, nota bit yet, I. 

Crom. Come,go with me,thou fhalt have cheer good ftore 
And farewel, Antwerp, if | come no more. 

Hodge. 1 follow thee, {weet Tom, I follow. thee. 

| Exeunt ambo. 
Enter the Governor of the Englith Houfe, Bagot, 
| sanilter, his Wife, and two Officers. 
Gov. Is Cromwell gone then? fay you, Mr. Bagor, 
W hat diflike, I pray? what was the caufee 
Bag. To tell you true, a wild Brain of his own, 
Such Youth as they cannot fee when they are well: 
He is.ail bentto Travel, that’s his reafon, 
And doth not love to eat his Bread at home, 

Gov. Well, good Forune with him, if the Man be gone, 

We hardly fhall find fuch a Man es he, 

To fit our turns, his Dealings were fo honeft. 

But now, Sir, for the Jewels that I have, 

What do you fay? what, will you take my Price ? 
Bag. O, Sir you offer too much under foot. 

Gov. ’Tis but two hundred Pound between us, Man, 
What’s that in Payment of five thoufand Pound2 

Bag. Two hundred Pound, birlady, Sir, tis great, 
Before I got fo much it made me fwear, 

Gov. Well, Matter Bagot, Vl proffer you fairly, | 
You fee this Merchant, Mafter Baniffer, 2 
Is going now to Prifon at your Suir: 

Flis Subftance all is gone, what would you have ? 
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Yet in regard I krew the Man of W ealth, 

Never difhoneft Dealing, but fuch Mithaps 

Hath fall’a on him may light on me or yous 

Thereis two hundred Pound between us, 

We will divide the fame, I'll give you one, 

Qa that condition you will fet him free: 

His ftate is nothing, that you fee your felf, 

And where nougly is, the King muft lofe his Right. 

Bag. Sir, Sir, jou {peak out of your Love, 

-Tis toolith Love Sir, fure to pity him: 

Therefore content your elt 5 Pits Mind, 

Todo him good! will not bate a Penny. 

_. T ee is my Comfort, though dee doft no good, 

iohty Ebb fdlows a mighty Flood. | 

“ Aiea Bann O tiou bafe Wretch, whom we have fofter’d, 

F.ven asa Serpentfor to poifoa us, 

If God did ever nght a W oman’s wrong, 

To that fame Goi I bend. and bow my Heart, 

To let his heavy wrath fall on thy Heac, 

By whom, my hopes and joys are butchered. 

Bag. Alas! ford Woman, 1 prethee pray thy worlt, 

The Fox fares beter ftill when he is curft, 

Entr Mafter Bowler a, Ad erchant. 
Gov. Malter Bavfer! you're welcome, Sit, from England, 

Wy hat’s the beft News? how do all our Friends? 

Bow. They art all well, and do commend them to you: 

There’s Letter’s kom your Brother and your Son: 

So, fare you well Sir, I muit take my leave, 

My Hafte and Bifinefs doth :equire fo. 
Gov. Bfore you dine, Sir what, go you out of Town? 
Bow, faith wilefs 1 hear fome News in Lown, 

{t away; thee is no remedy. 

; prt Mifter low/er, what is your Bufinels, may I know it? 
Bow. You may, Sir, and fo fhall all the City. 

The King of fatchath had his Treafury robb’d, 

And of the choicft Jewels that be had: 

The valuc of then was feven thoufand Pounds, 

The Fellow that did fteal thefe Jewels is hang’d, 

And did confefs :hat for three hundred Pound, 

He fold them tooxe Bagot dwelling in London: 

Now Bagot’s fled, and as we hear, to Antwerp, 
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And hither am I come to {eek him our, 
And they that firft can tel] me of his News, 
Shall have a hundred Pound for their Reward. 
Ban. How juft is God to right the Innocent 
Gov. Matter Bow/er, you come in happy time, 
Here is the Villain Bagot that you feck, 
And all thofe Jewels have lin my Hands: 
Officers, look to him, hold him faft. 
Bag. The Devilought me a fhame, and now he h:th paid 
if. 
Bow. Is this that Baget? Fellows, bear him hence, 
We will not now ftand for his Reply ; 
Ladeshim with Irons, we will have him try’d 
In England; where his Villanies are known, 
Bag. Mifchief, confufion light upon you al 
O hang me, drown me, let me kilbmy fe'f, 
Let go my Arms, let me run quick to Hell. 
Bow. Away, bear him away, ftop the Skve’s Mouth. 
| They aarry bim away, 
Mrs. Ban. Thy Works are infinite, eréae God of Heav’n. 
Gov. I heard this Bagot was a wealthy Fellow. 
Bow. He was indeed, for when his Goods were kiz'd, 
Of Jewels, Coin, and Plate within his Houfe, 
Was found the value of five thoufand Pound, 
His Furniture fully worth half fo much, 
Which being all ftrain’d for the King, 
He frank'y gave ic to the Axtwerp Merchants, 
And they again, out of their bounteous Mind, 
Have to a Brothcr of their Company, 
A: Man decay’d by Fortune of the Seas, 
Given Bagor’s Wealth to fet him up again, 
And keep it for him, his Name is Baniffer. 
Gov.. Mafter Bow/er, with this happy News, 
You have reviv'’d two from the Gates ot Death, 
This is that Baxiffer, and this his Wife. 
Bow. Sir, { am glad my Fortune is fo good, 
To bring fach tidings as may comfort you. 
Ban. You have giv’n Life unto a Man decm’d dead, 
For by thefe News my Life is newly bred. 
Mrs. Ban, Thanks to my God, next to my Sovereign 
King ; 


| 
n 
43 


And 


eee et Le ee EE 255i aaa ements Sat FSS ; 7 x - : a — - _— 
= : Le ee = ae st z —- =a a ~ : = ‘ A ; + ahi 2d : oath = 
all See ation? one nde ah eg ee —2 ~ eee Se a oe = ae KS = ys ou pee en ae ee ee ‘ 
v) ant 5! = al - = : 3 ~ : te Ep > Soe = = ~ = > * —— — 
? M az = = - . ¥ C Paws wae 4 < — = = - —— = => foe * 
ae = 3 = ee yas el be: im wie at He = => = — = - 
- dat — Se a i ae f = ; cae . rat att 'o amen = ns : Sys 
e XG eS hae Oe — se a ~~ : so = = -3 = u a 
oe on == +, ss = ~ ae = Pw = S Hr as at “1 
= - =< ¥ z ro ss 2 3 — -- = 5t ° " =¥ 
Seater = aes = = ==: Sa - 
= ‘—s>) - bs ro = 
— 


=e deee i 
os ~ $5 a 


axle ow) 
= os 








/.. 


3080 —“The Life and Death 


And laft to you, that thefe good News do bring. 

Gov. The hundred Pound I muft receive, as due 
For finding Bagot, I freely give to you. 

Bew. Andy Matter Baniffer, if fo you pleafe, 

I'll bear you Company, when you crofs the Seas. 
Ban. Vf it pleafe you, Sir, my Company is but neean, 
Stands with your liking, Vil wait on you, 
Gov, 1 am glad thatall things do accord fo well: 
Come, Mafter Bow/er, let us to Dinner: 
Aud, Miftrefs Banifter, be merry Woman, 
Come, after Sorrow now let’s cheer your Spirit, 
Knaves have their due, and you but what you Merit. 
| | | Exeunt OMNES, 
Enter Cromwell and Hodge in their Shirts, and without 
Hats. 

Hodge. Call ye this feeing of Fafhionsé 
Marry would I had ftaid at Pusney ftill, 
©, Mafter Thomas, we are {poil’d, we are gone. 

Grom. Content thee, Man, this is but Fortune. 

Hodge. Fortune, a Plague of this Fortune, it makes mego 
wet-fhod, the Rogues would not leave me a Shoe to my 
Feet ; formy Hofe, they fcorn’d them with their Heels; 
but for my Doublét and Har, O Lord, they embrac’d me, 
snd unlac’d me, and took away my Cloaths, and fodifgracd 
me. 

Crom. Well, Hodge, what Remedy? 

What thift fhall we make now ¢ 

Hodge. Nay {know not, for begging I am naught, for 
ftealing worfe; by my troth, I muft even fall to my old 
Trade, to the Hammer and the Horfe-heels again; but now 
the worft is, I am not acquainted with the Humour of the 
Horfes in this Country 3 whether they are nor coltith, given 
much to kicking, or no, for when } have one Leg in my 
Hand, if he fhould up and lay t’ other on my Chops,I were 
gone, there lay I, there lay Hodge. | 

Crom. Hodge, I' believe thou muft work for us both, 

Hedee. O, Mafter Thomas, have not I told you of this? 
have not I many time and often faid, Tom, or Matter 
Thomas, learn to make a Horfe-fhooe, it will be your own 
another Day; this was not regarded. Hark you, Thomas, 


what do you cal! the Fellows that robb’d us? 
| Crom 


of Thomas Lord C\gmyvell. 3081 


Crom. The Bandetti. 

Hodge. The Bandetti, do you call them? I know not what 
they are call'd here, bur [ am fure we call them plain 
Thieves in England, O, Tom, that we were now at Put 
ney, at the Ale there. 

Crom. Content thee, Man, here fet up thefe two Bills, 
And let us keep our ftanding on the Bridge: 

The Fafhion of this Ceuncry 1s fuch, 

If any Stranger be oppreffed with want, 

To write the manner of bis. Mifery, 

And fuch as are difpos‘'d to fuccour him, 
Will do it. What, haft thou fet them up? 

Hodge. Ay they’re up, God fend fome ro read them, 

And not only to read them, but alfo to look on us: 
And not altogether Jook on us, 
But to relieve us, O cold, cold, cold, 
| One ftands at one end, and one att’ other. 
Enter Friskibal the Aderchant, and reads the Bills, 
Frif: What's here? two Englifbmes sobb’d by the Ban- 
detti, 
One of them feems to be a Gentleman: 
*Tis pity that his Fortune was fo hard, 
To fail into the defperate Hands of Thieves, 
Pil queftion him, of what Eftare heis, 
God fave you, Sir, are you an Exglifhmane 

Crom. I ams Sir, a diftrcffed Englifhman. 

Frif.. And what are you, my Friend, 

Hodge. Who, | Sir, by my troth I donot know my {lf, 
wharI am now, but, Sir, 1 was a Smith, Sir, a poer Far- 
rier of Putney, that’s my Malter, Sir, yonder, I was robb’d 
for his fake, Sir. 

Frif. Lfee you have been met by the Banderti, 

And therefore need not ask how you came thus. 

Bur Friskibal, why doft thou queftion them 

Oftheir Eftate, and not relieve their need2 

Sir, the Coin I have about me is not much: 

There’s fixteen Duckets for to cloath your felves, 

There’s fixteen more to buy your Diet with, 

And there’s fixteen to pay for your Horfe-hire, 

“Tis all the Wealth, you fee, my Purfe poflcffes; 

But if you pleafe for to enquire me out, 

Yeu fhall not want for ought thar I can do, My 
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My Name is Friskibal, a Florence Merchant: 
A Man that always lov’d your Nation. 
Crom. This unexpected favour at your Hands, 
Which God doth know, if ever I thall requite it, 
Neceffity makes me to take your Bounty, 
And for your Gold can yield you nought but thanks. 
Your Charity hath help’d me from defpair ; 
Your Name (hall ftill be in my hearty Prayer. 
Frif; Yt is not worth fuch thanks, come to my Houfe, 
Your want fhall better be reliev’d than thus. 
Crom. I pray excufe me, this fhall well fufice, 
To bear my charges to Bononia, 
Whereas a noble Earl is much diftrefs’d: 
An Englifhman, Raffel the Earl of Bedford 
Is by the French King fold unto his Death, 
Tt may fall out, that { may do him good: 
To fave his Life, PI] hazard my Heart Blood: 
Thirefore, kind Sir, thanks for your liberal Gift, 
T mutt be gone to aid him, there's no fhift. 
Frif. Uli be no hinderer to fo good an Ad, 
Heav’n profper you, in that you go about: 
If Fortune bring you this way back again, 
Pray let me fee you; fo I take my léave, . 
All good a Man can with, £ do bequeath. [Exit Friskib. 
Crom. All good that God doth fend, light on your Head, 
There’s few fuch Meo within our Climate bred. 
How fay you now, Hodge, is not this good Fortune? 
Hodge. How fay you, Til tell you what, Mafter Thomas, 
If all Men be of this Gentleman’s Mind, 
Let’s keep our ftandings upon this Bridge, 
We thal] ger more here, with begging in one Day, 
Than I fhall with making Horfefhooes in a whole Year. 
Crom. No, Hedge, we mutt be gone unto Bononia, 
There to relieve the noble Earl of Bedford: 
Where if I fai) not in my Policy, 
I fhall deceive their fubtle Treachry. : 
Hodg. Nay, \'ll follow you, God blefs us from thie 
ving Bandetti again. ' | Execute 
Enter Bedford and his Hof. 
Bed. Am TI betray’d? was Bedford born to die 


By fuch bafe Slaves, in fuch a place as this ¢ 
| Have 
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Have I efcap’d fo many times in France, 

So many Buttels have I over-pafs’d, 

And made the French ftir, when they heard my Name: 

And am I now berr-y’d u: to my Death? 

Some of their Hearts Blood firft thall pay for ir. 
Hoff. They do defire, my Lord, to {peak withyot. 
Bed. The Traitors do defi.e to have my Blood, 

Bur by my Bich, my Honour, and my Name; 

By allmy Hopes, my Life fheli coft them dear. 

Open the Door, I'll venture out upon them, 

And if I muft dies then [1] die with Honour. 
Hoff. Alas, my Lord, that is a defperate Courfe, 

They have begirt you, round about the Floufe: 

Their meaning is to take you Prifoner, 

And fo to fend your Body unto France. 

Bed. Firft fhali the Ocean be as dry as Sand, 

Before alive they fend me unto France : 

I'll have my Body firft bor’d like a Sieve, 

' And die as Heftor, *zainft the Atermydons, 

E’er France fhall boaft, Bedford’s their Prifoner, 

Treacherous France, that ’gainft the Law of Arms, 

Hath here betray’d thy Enemy to Death: 

But be affur’d, my Blood fhall be reveng’d 

Upon the beft Lives that remain in France. 

Stand back, or elfe thou run’ft upon thy Death. 

Enter Servant. 
Ser. Pardon, my Lord, I come to tell your Honour, 

That they have hired a Weapolitan, 

Who by his Oratory hath promis’d them, 

Without the fhedding of one drop of Blood, 

Into their Hands fafe to deliver you, 

And therefore craves none but himfelf may enter, 

And a poor Swain that attends on him, | Exit Servants 
Bed. A Neapolitan? bid him come ip, 

Were he as cunning in his Eloquence; 

As Cicero the famous Man of Rome, 

His words would be as Chaff againft the Wind. 

Sweet tongu’d Uly/es, that made Ajax mad, 

Were he and his Tongue in this Speaker’s Head, 

Alive he wins me not; thentis no Conqueft. 
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Enter Cromwell like 4 Neapolitan, and Hodge with him. 
Crom. Sir, are.you the Mafter of the Houfe? 
Hoff. 1 am, Sir. 
Crom. By this fame Token you mutft leave this Place, 
_And leave none but the Earl and [ together, 
And this my Peafant here to tend on us. 
Hoff. With all my Heart, God grant you do fome good. 
| Exit Hoft. Cromwell (outs the Door. 
Bed. Now, Sir, what’s your Will with me¢ 
Crom. Intends your Honour not to yield your felf? 
Bed. No, good- man Goofe, not while my Sword doth laft; ” 
Is this your Eloquence for to perfwade me ¢ 
Crom. My Lord, my Eloquence is for to fave you; 
I am not, as you judge, a /Veapolitan, 
But Cromwell your Servant, and an Englifbman. 
Bed. How? Cromwell? not my Farrier’s Son? 
Crom. The fame, Sir, and am come to fuecour you. 
Hodge. Yes Faith, Sir, and lam Hodge, your poor Smith; 
Many a time and oft have [ fhooed your Dapper Gray. 
Bed. And what avails it me, that thou art here? 
Crom, It may avail, if you'll be rul’d by me; 
My Lord, you know the Men of Mantua, 
And thefe Bononians, are at deadly ftrife, 
And they, my Lord, both love and honour you; 
Could you but get out of the AZantua Port, 
Then were you fafe, defpight of all their Force, 
Bed. Tut, Man, thou talk’ft of things impoflible ; 
Doft thou not fee, that we are round befet, 
How then is’t poffible we fhould efcape ¢ 
Crom. By Force we cannot, but by Policy: 
Put on the Apparel here that Hodge doth wear, 
And give him yours; the States they know younot; 
For, as I think, they never faw your Face, 
And at a Watch-word muft I call them in, 
And will defire, that we two fafe may pafs 
To Mantua, where Vil fay my Bufinefs lyess 
Hew doth your Honour like of this advice? 
Bed. O, wondrous good: But wiltthou venture, Hodge ? 
Hod. Will1? O noble Lord, I doaccord,in any thing I can; 
And do agree, to fet thee free, do Fortune what fhe can. 
Bed. Comethen, lct’s change our Apparel ftreight. F 
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Crom. Go, Hodge, make hafte, left they chanee to call. 
Hodge. 1 warrant you I'll St him with a Sate. 
| Exewne Earl and Hodge. 
Crom, Heavens grant this Policy doth take Succefs, 
And that the Earl may fafely {cape away. 
And yet it .grieves rhe for this fimple Wretch, 
For fear they fhould offer him violence; 
But of two Evils ’tis beft to thun the greatelt; 
And better is it that he live inthrall, 
Than fuch a noble Earl as He fhould fill. 
Their {tubborn Hearts, it may be will relent; 
Since he is.gone, to whom their hate is bent. 
My Lord; have you difpatch’d 2 
Enter Bedford like the Clown, and Flodge in his Cloak 
and his Flat, 
Bed. How doft thou like us, Cromwell, is it well 2 
Crom. O, my good Lord, excellent, Hodge, how doft 
feel thy {elf ? 
Hodge. How do I feel my felf 2 why, as a Noblé Man 
fhould do, 
O how I fel Honour come creeping on, 
My Nobility is wonderful Melancholy : 
Is it not molt Gentleman-like to be Melancholy 2 
Crom. Yes, Hodge; now go fit down in thy Study, 
And take State upon thee. 
lodge. | warrant you, my Lord, let me alone to take 
State upon me : but hark, my Lord; do you feel nothing 
bite about you ? 
Bed. No, truft me, Hodge. 
foage. Ay; they know they want their old Pafture ; ’tis 
a ftrange thing of this Vermin; they dare not meddle with 
Nobility. 
Crom. Go take thy place, Hodge, 1 will call them in, 
[Hodge fits in the Study; and Cromwell calls in the States. 
All is done, enter and if you pleafe. 
Ener the States, and Officers with Halberts. 
Gov. What, have you.won him? willhe yield himtelf 2 
Crom. | have, an’t pleafe you, ard the quiet Earl 
Doth yield bimfelf to be difposd by you, 
Gov. Give him the Mony that we promis d-him: 
So let him go, whither he pleafe himfelf. 3 
Vou, VI. | a Crom. 





: | 
© 
q | 
i | 


ICES = 
Ae 5  SE 
\ 


——s 


a 


fe ~~ z Se Se 
3 4 ae - i : ° 
— i rh ne lt er la te Le ——_— 





J? 


3086 | the Life and Death 


Crom. My Bufinefs, Sir, lyes unto Afantua ; 

Pleafe you to give me fafe ConduG@ thither. 

Gov. Go, and conduct him to the Adantua Port, 

And {ce him fafe delivered prefently. 

| Exennt Cromwell and Bedford; 

Go draw the Curtains, let us fee the Earl: 

O, he is writing, ftand apart a while. 

Hodge. Fellow William, I am notas I have been ; 1 went 
from you a Smith, I write to you asa Lord; I am at this 
prefent writing, among the Polonian Cafiges. 1 do commend 
my Lordthip to Relph and to Roger, to Bridget and to Do- 
rvothy, and fo to all che Youth of Pwziney. 

Gov. Sure thefe are the Names of Engli fb Noblemen, 
Some of his {pecial Friends, to whom he writes: 

But flay, he doth addrefs himfelf to fing. 

[Here he fings a Song. 

My Lord, I am glad you are fo Frolick and fo Blithe; 

Believe me, Noble Lord, if you knew all, 

Youd change your merry Veia to fudden Sorrow. 
Hodge. 1 change my mery Vein ? no, thou Bonenian, no} 

IT am a Lord, and therefore let me go; 

And do defie thee and thy Cafes: 

Therefore ftand off, and come not near my Honour. 
Gov. My Lord, this Jefting cannot ferve your turn. 
Hodge. Doft think, thou black Bononian Beatt, 

That l do flout, do gibe, or jeft 2 

No, no, thou Bear-por, know that I, 

A Noble Earl, a Lord par-dy. 

Gov. What means this Trumpet’s found ? | 

[4 Trumpet founds. Enter a Meffengers _ 

Cit. One come from the States of Adantua, 

Gov. What would you with us, {peak thou Man of 

Mantua 2 

Mef; Men of Bononia, this my Meffage is, 

To ler you knqw the Noble Earl of Bedford 

Is fafe within the Town of AZantua, 

And wills you fend the Peafant that you have; 

Who hath deceiv’d your ExpeGation ; ‘ 

Or elfe the States of AZantua have vow'd, , 

‘Phy will reeal the Truce that they have made, 

And aot 2 Man fhall fiir from forth your Town, 
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That fhall return, unlefs you fend him back. 
Gov. © this Misfortuae, how it mads my Heart ? 
The Neopolitan hath beguil’d us all. 
Hence with this Fool, what fhall we do with him; 
The Earl being gone ? a plague upon it all. 
Hodge. No Vilaffure you, 1 am no Earl, but a Smith, Sir} 
One Hodge, a Smith at Putney, Sir ; 
One that hath gulled you, that hath bored yeu, Sir. 
Gov. Away with him, take hence the Fool you came for, 
Hodge. Ay, Sir, and V'll leave the greater Fool with you. 
Me/. Farewel, Benouians. Come, Friend, along with me; 
Hodge, My Friend, afore, my Lordfhip will follow thee 
{ Exit. 
Gov. Well, AZantua, fince by thee the Earl is loft, 
Within few Days I hope to fee thee croft. [ Exennt, 
Enter Chorus: 
Cho. Thus far you fee how Cromwell's Forture pafs'd; 
The Earl of Bediord, being /afe in Mantua, 
Defires Cromweil’s Company inte France, 
To make requital for bis Courtefes 
But Cromwell doth deny the Earl his Suit, 
And tells him that thofe Part he meant to fee, 
He had not yet fet footing om the Land, 
And fo directly takes his way to Spain ; 
The Earl to France, and fo they both do part. 
Now let your Thoughts as fwife as is the Wind, 
Skip fome few Years, that Cromwell fpent in Travel ; 
nd now imagine him to be in England, 
Servant unto the Adafter of the Rolis: 
Where in foort time he there began to flourifh, 
“in Hour fhall {how you what few Years did cherifb. (Exit, 
The Mufick plays, they bring out the Banquet. Rater Sir 
Chriftopher Hales, Cromwell, and two Servants; — 
Hales. Come, Sirs; be careful of your Mafter’s Credit 
And as our Bounty now exceeds the Figure 
Of common Entertainment, fo do you, 
With Looks as free as is your Mafter’s Soul, 
Give formal Welcome to the thronged Tables, 
That fhall receive the Cardinal’s Followers, 
And the Attendance of the great Lord Chancellor: ; 
=e Y a = But 
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But all my Care, Cremovell, depends on thee: 
Thou art a Man differing from vulgar Form, 
And by how much thy Spirit is ranke bove thefe, 
In rules of Art, by fo much it thines brighter by travel, 
Whole Obfervance pleads his Merit, 
Ina molt learn’d, yet anaffeGing Spirit. 
Good Cromwell, caft an Eye of fair Regard 
“Bout all my Houfe, and what this ruder Pleth, 
Through Ignorance, or Wine, do mifcreate, 
Salve thou with Courtefie ; if Welcome want, 
Full Bowls, and ample Banquets will feem feant. 
Crom. Sir, whatloever hes-in me, 
Affure you I will thew my utmoft Duty. [Exit Crom. 
Hales, About it then, the Lords will {traight be here: 
Cromwell, thou hatt thofe parts would rather fute ; 
The Service of the State than of my Houfe : 
I look upon thee with a loving Eye, 
That one Day will prefer thy Deftiny. 


Enter Meffenger. 
Mef. Sir, the Lords beat hand, [ 
fiales. They are. welcome, bid - Cromwell ftraight’ at- | 


tends us, 
And look you all things be in perfe@ readinefs. 
The Mufick Plays. Enter Cardinal Wolfey, Sir Thomas 
Moore. azd Gardiner. | 
Wel, OQ, Sir Chriftopher;.you are too liberal : What, a 4 
Banquet. too ¢ 
Hales. My Lords, if Words-eould fhow: the ample Wel- 
come, that my free Heart affords you, I could then become | 
a Prater: but I now. muft deal like a feat Politician with | 
your Lordthips, defer your Welcome ’till rhe Banquet end, | 
that it may then falve our defe& of Fare: 
Yet welcome now, and ali that tend on you, 
Wol. Thanks to the kind Matter of the Rolls. 
Come and fic down, fit down Sir Thomas Afoore = | 
"Tis ftrange, how that we and the Spaniard differs | 
Their Dinner is our Banquet, after Dinner, 
And they are Men of ative difpofition : 
This I gather, that by their {paring Meat, 
Their Bodies ate more fitter for the Wars: e : 
n 
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And if that Famine chance to pinch their Maws, 
Being us’d to faft, is breeds lefs Pain. 
Hales. Fill me fome Wine; PI anfwer Cardinal Wol/ey: 
My Lord, we Englifb Men are of more freer Souls, 
Than hunger-ftarv'd, and ill-complexion’d Spaniards ; 
They that are rich in Spain, {pire belly Food, 
To deck their Backs with an Jtaliaw Hood, 
And Silks of Sevil, and the pooveft Snake, 
That feeds on Lemmons, Pilchers, and ne’er heated 
His Pallet with fweet Fleth, will: bzar a cafe 
More fat and gallant thao his ftarved Faces 
Pride, the Inquifition, and this belly-cvil, 
Are, inmy Judgment, Spain’s three-headed Devil. 
Afoor. ladeed it is a plague unto their Nation, 
Who ftagger after in blind {maginatior. 
Hal, My Lords, withwelcome, I prefent your Lordfhips 
a folemn Health. 
Moer. I love Health well, but when as Healths do bring 
Pain to the Head, and Bodies furfeiting, 
Then ceafe I Hea!ths: 
Nay {pill not Friend, for though the drops be (mall, 
Yet have they force, to force Men'to the Wall. 
Wol. Sir Chriftopher, is that your Man? 
Hal. Aad like your Grace, he is a Scholar, anda Linguift, 
One that hath travelled many perts of Chiificadom, my 
€ Lord. 
Wol. My Friend, come nearer, have you been a Travelleré 
Crom. My Lord, | have added to my Knowledge, th- 
France, Spain, Germany, and Italy : (Low Countries, 
And tho’ {mall gain of Profit I did find, 
Yet did it pleafe my Eye, content my Mind. 
Wol. What do you think of the feveral States, 
Aisd Princes Courts as you have travelled ? 
Crom. My Lord, no Court with Exgland may compare, 
Neither for State, nor Civil Government: 
Luft dwells in France, in Italy, and Spain, 
From the poor Peafant, to the Prince’s Train ; 
In Germany, and Holland, Riot ferves, 
And he that moft can drink, moft he deferves: 
England 1 praife not : For I here was born, 
“ila | Le | But 
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But that the laugheth the others unto fcorn, 
Wol. My Lord, there dwells » ithin that Spirit, 
More than can be difcern’d by outward Eye; 
Si: Chriftophers will you part with you ivan 2 
Hiules. I have fought to proffer him to your Lordfhip, 
And tow I fee he hath preterr’d himfelf. 
Wil. What is thy Name? 
Crom. Cromwell, my Lora. (our Caufes; 
Wal. Then, Cromwell, here we make thee.Sollicitor of 
And neareft next our felf: 
Gardiner, give you kind welcome to the Man, 
7 | Gardiner Embraces hites 
Meor. My Lord, you are a royal Winner, 
Hath got a Man, befides your bounteous Dinner. 
Well, Koight, pray we come no more: 
If we come often, thou may it fhut thy Door, 
Wol. Sir Chriffopher, had{t thou given me 
Half thy Lands, thou couldeft not have pleafed me 
So much as with this Man of thine, 
My infant Thoughts do {pell: 
Shortly his Fortune fhall be lifted higher, 
True Induftry doth kindle Honour’s Fire, 
And fo, kind Mafter of the Rolls, farewel. 
Hales, Cromwell; farewell. 
Cronz. Crompvell takes his leave of you, 
That ne’er will leave to love, and honour you.’ 
[Exeunt. The Adufick plays as they go ont, 
| Enter Chorus. 
Cho. Aow Cromwell’s highe/t Fortunes do begin, 
Wolfey that low'd him, as he did his Lifes 
Committed all bis Treafure to his Hands: 
Wolfey is dead, and Gardiner his Aan 
Is now created Bifhop of Winchefter : 
Pardon if we omit all Wolfey’s Life, 
Becanfe our Play depends on Cromwell's Death, 
Now fit and fee his higheft State of alls 
His height of rifing, and his fudden fall: 
Pardon the Errors are already paft, 
And live in hope tise beft doth come at laf: 
Ay hope upon your Favour doth depend, — 
édnd look to have your liking er the ends [ Exit. 
Enter 
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Enter Gardiner Bifbop of Winchefter, the Dukes of Norfoik 
and of Suffolk, Sir Thomas Moor, Sir Chriftopher Hales, 
and Cromwell. 

Nor. Matter Cromwell, fince Cardinal Wolfey’s Death, 

His Mijeity 1s given to underftand, 

There’s certain Brlls and Writings in your Hand, 

That much concern the State of Exglana; 

My Lord of Winchefter, is it not fo? 

Gar. My Lord of Norfolk, wetwo were whilome Fellows, 

And Mafter Cromwell, though our Malter’s love, 

Did bind us, while his love was to the King, 

It is no boot now to deny thofe things, 

Which may be prejudicial to the State - 

And though that God hath rais’d my Fortune higher, 

Than any way I leoked for, or deferv'd, 

Yet my Life, no longer with me dwell, 

Than I prove true unto my Sovereign. 

Suf. What fay you, Mafter Cromwell ? have you thofe 

Writings, ay, or no? 

Crom. Here are the Writings, and upon my Knees, 

I give them up unto the worthy Dukes, 

Of Suffolk, and of Norfolk; he was my Matters 

And each virtuous Part 

That liv’d in him, I tender’d with my Heart, 

But what his Head complotted *gainft the Srate, 

My Cotintry’s love commands me that to hate. 

His fudden Death I grieve for, not his Fall, 

Becaufe he fought to work my Country’s thrall. 

Swf. Cromvell,the King thall hear of this thy Duty; 

Whom I affure my felf, will well reward thee; 

My Lord, let’s go unto bis Majefty, 

And fhow thofe Writings which he longs to fee. 

[ Exennt Norfolk aaa Su folk. 
Enter Bedford haftily. | 
Bed. How now, whofe this, Cromwell ? 

By my Soul, welcome to England: 

Thou once didit fave my Life, didft thou not, Cromwell? 
Crom. Vf I did fo, *tis greater Giory _ 

For me that you remember if; = 

Than for my felf vainly to report it. 


Bed, Well, Crowwell, now is the time, , 
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I fhall commend thee to my Sovereign: 

Cheer up thy felf, for I wall raife thy State, 

A Ruffel yct was never found ingrate, [ Exit, 
Hal, O how uncertain ts the Wheel of State, 

W ho lately greater than the Cardina}, 

For Fear, and Love; and now.who lower lies? 

Gay Honours are but Fortune’s. flatteries, 
nd whom this Day Pride and Promotion {wells, 

To Morrow Envy and Ambition quells. 

Adoor, Who fees the Cob-web intangle the poor Fly, 

May boldly fay the Wretch’s Death is nigh, 

Gard. \ knew his State, and proud Ambition, 

Were too too violent to,laft over-long. 

Hal, Who foarstoo near the Sun, with golden Wings, 

Melts them, to ruin his own Fortune brings. 

Enter the Duke of Suffolk, 
Saf. Cromwell, kneel. down in King Henry’s Name, 

Arie, Sir Thomas Cromvell, thus begin thy Fame. 

Enter tue Duke of Norfolk. 
Nor. Cromell, the Mia}: {ty of England, 

For the good liking he conceives of thee, 

Makes thee Mafter of the Jewel-houfe, 

Chief Secretary to himfelf, and withal, 

Creates thee one of his Highnefs’s Privy-Council. 

Enter the Earl of Bedford, 
Bed. Where is Sir Thomas Cromwell, is he Knighted ? 
Sufe He is, my Lord, ; 
Bed. Then, to add Honour to his Name, 

The King creates him Lord Keeper of his Privy-Seal, 

And Mafter of the Rolls; | 

Which you, Sir Chriftepher, do now enjoy: 

‘The King determines higher place for you, (ert, 
Crom. My Lords, thefe Honours are too high for my De 
Moor, © content thee, Man, who would not chufe it? 

Yet thou art wife, in feeming to refufe ite | 
Gard. Here's Honours, Titles and Promotions; 

I fear this climbing wile have a fudden fall, 

Nor. Then come, my Lords, let’s altogether bring 

Thi: new-made Counfellor to Exgland’s King. 

| | Exennt all but Gardiner. 
caiab de Gate 


of Tho 


Gard. But Gardiner means his Glory fhall be dim’d: 
Shall Cromwell live a greater Man than [2 
My Envy with his 1 
I hope to fhorten: Cromwell by the He ad. (Exit 

Exev risbibal wery poor. 

Frisk, © Friskibal, wisat fhall beceme of thee? 
Where fhalt thou go, or which way thale thou turn ? 
Fortune, that turns bermtoo unconitant Wheel, 
Hath turn’d thy Wealth and Riches in the Sea; 
All parts abroad where-ever 1 have been, 
Grow weary of me, and deny me Succour ; 
My Debtors they, that fhould reliev. my want, 
Forfwear my Mony, fay they owe me none: 
They know my State too. mean to bearc ouc Law; 
And here in London,where I oft have been, 
And have done good to.many a wre Sched @ Man, 
Am now moft wretched heres defpis'd my {elf; 
In vainit is more of their Hearts to try 5 
Be patient therefore, lay thee down and die. 

| He lies down. 
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will do for us 
nany a time and 


Enter Gooamai seel ly, nah bis Wife 

Seely, Come J 04 Ans spe itech s fee what he 
now? I wis we have « done “bar bim, whe 
often he might bib e gonea hk ungty to Bed, 

Wife. Alas Man, now he is.made a Lord, he'll never look 
upon us; he'll fu: fill the old Proverbs Ser Beggars a Horfe- 
back and ‘they’ ll ride; a, well a day for my Cow; fuchashe 
ath made us come’ behind hand, we had never pawi'd our 
Cow elfe to pay our Rent. 

Seely, Well Foan, he'll come this way; and by-Gad’s 
Dickers I'll tel] him roundly of it, and if he were ten Lords; 
afhall know that I had not my Cheefe and my Bacon for 
nothing, 

Wife. Do you remember Husband, how he would mouch 
upon my Cheefe-Cakes, he hath forgot this now, but now 
well remember him. 

Seely. Ay, we thall have now three flaps with a Fex 
Tail: But i ‘faith Pll gibber a Joint,but I'll tell him his own; 
ftay, who comes hes? O, ttand up, here he comes, ftand 
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Enter Hodge very fine, with a Tip-ftaf, Cromwell with the 
Mace carried before him , the Dukes of Norfolk aud Suf- 
folk, and Attendants. 

Hodge, Come, away with thefe Beggars here, 

Rife up, Sirrah; come out, good People; 


Run before there ho. 
[ Friskibal rifeth, and flands afar of. 

Seely. Ay, we are kick’d away now, we come for out 
ewn? the time hath been, he would a look’d more friendly 
upon us: And you, Hodge, we know you well enough, tho’ 
you are fo fine. 

Crom. Come hither, Sirrah: Stay, what Menare thefe? 
My honeft Hoft of Hux/low, and his Wife; 

I owe thee Mony, Father, do I not? 

Seely. Ay, by the Body of me, ‘doft thou; would thou 
wouldeft pay me, good four Pound itis, I have a the Pott 
at home. 

Crom. I know ’tis true; Sirrah, give him ten Angels, 
And look your Wife and you do ftay to Dinner = 
And while you live, I freely give to you, 

Four Pound a Year, for the four Pound I ought you. 

Seely. Art not chang’d, art old Tom {till? 

Now God blefs thee, good Lord Tom: 
Home Joan, home; I'll dine with my Lord Tom to Day, 
And thou fhalt come next Week. 
Fetch my Cow; home Foax, home. 
Wife. Now God blefs thee, my good Lord Tom; 
Vil fetch my Cow prefently. 
Enter Gardiner. 

Crom. Sitrah, go to yon Stranger, tell him I defire him 
fay to Dioner: I muft {peak with him. 

Gard. My Lord of Norfolk, fee you this fame Bubble2 
That fame puff; but mark the end, my Lord, mark the 
end. 
Nor. 1 promife you, I like net fomething he hath done; 
But let that pafs; the King doth love him well. 

Crom. Good morrow to my Lord of Winchefter > 
I know you bear me hard about the Abbey Lands. 

Gar. Have I not reafon, when Religion is wrong’d ? 
You had no colour for what you have done. 
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Crom. Yes, the abolifhing of Antichrift, 
And of his Popith order for our Realm: 
I am no Enemy to Keligion, 
But that is done, it is for England’s good: 
What did they ferve for, but to feed a fort 
Of lazy Abbots, and of full-fed Fryers? 
They neither plow, nor fow, and yet they reap 
The Fat of all the Land, and fuck the Poor: 
Look what was theirs, is is King Henry's Hands, 
His Wealth before lay in the Abbey Lands. 
Gar. Indeed thefe things you have allede’d, my Lord, 
When, God doth know, the Infant yet unborn, 
Will curfe the time, the Abbies were pull'd down ; 
I pray you where is Hofpitality ? 
Where now may poor diftrefled People go, 
For to relieve their Need, or reft their Bones, 
When weary Travel doth opprefs their Limbs 2 
And where religious Men fhould take them in, 
Shall now be kept back by a Maftive Dog: 
And thoufand thoufind—— 
Nor. O my Lord, no more: things paft redrefs, 
? Tis bootlefs to complain. 
Croom. What; fhall we to the Convocation-houft2 
Nor. We'll follow you, my Lord, pray lead the Ways 
Enter old Cromwell, like @ Farmer. 
Old Crom. How ? one Cromwell 
Made Lord Keeper fince 1 left Putney, 
And dwelt in York/hire? I never heard better News; 
V'll fee that Cromwell, or it thall go hard, 
Crom. My aged Father! Srate fer afide: 
Father, on my Knee I crave your Blefling: 
One of my Servants go and have him in, 
Ac better Leifure. will we talk with him. 
Old Crom. Now if | dye how happy were the day, 
To fee this Comfort rains forth thowers of Joy. | 
| Exit old Cromwell. 
Nor, This Duty in him fhows a kind of Grace. 
Crom. Go on before, for time draws on apace, 
| Exeunt all but Priskibal. 
Frif? 1 wonder what this Lord would have with me, 
His Man fo ftri@tly gave me charge to ftay: 
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T never did offend him to my Knowledge: 
Well, good or bad, I mean to bide it all, 
Worfe than I am, now never can befal. 
Enter Banilter and his Wife. 
Ban. Come, Wife, I take it be almoft Dinner time, 
For Mr. Newtox, and Mr. Crosby fent to me 
Laft Night, they would come dine with me; 
And teke their Bond in: I pray thee hie thee home, 
And fee that all things be in readinels. 
Mrs. Ban. They fhallbe welcome, Husband, I’\l go before, 
But is not that Man Maller Friskibal ? 
| She runs and embraces him, 
Ban. O Heavn’s! it iskind Matter Friskibul: 
Say, Sir, what hap hath brought you to this pals? 
Frif. The fame that brought you to your Milery. 
Ban. Why. would you not acquaint me with your ftate ¢ 
Is Baniffer your poor Friend forgot ? , 
Whole Goods, whofe Love, whofe Life and all, is yours, 
Frif. I thought your. ufage would be as the reft, 
That had more kindnef; at my Hands than you, 
Yet look’d 2fcance when es they faw me poor. 
Mrs. Ban. Vf Baniffer would bear fo bafe a Heart, 
I never would look my Husband in the Face, 
But hate him as I would a Cockatrice. 
Ban. And well thou mighteft, thould Baxiffer déal fo. 
Since that I faw you, Sir, my {tate is mended: 
And for the thoufand Pound | owe to you, 
I have it ready for you, Sir, at home: 
And tho’ I grieve your Fortune is fo. bad, 
Yet that my hap’s to help you makes me glad: 
And now, Sir, will it pleafe you walk with me. 
Frif. Not yet I cannot, for the Lord Chancellor, 
Hath here commanded me to wait on him, 
For what I know not, pray God it be for good. 
Ban. Never make doubt of that, I'l] warrant you, 
He is as kind a noble Gentleman, 
As ever did poffefs the place he hath. 
Mrs.Ban. Sir, my Brother is his Steward; if you pleafe, 
We'll go along and bear you Company ; 
I know we fhall not want for welcome there. 
Frifs With all my Heart; but what’s become of Bagot$ 
2 Bais 
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Ban. He is hang’d fer buying Jewels of the King’s. 
Frif. A juft Reward for one fo Impious. 
The Time draws on, Sir, will you go along ? 
Ban. Vil follow you, kind Mafter Friskibal. [ Exeunt. 
Enter two Merchants. 
1 Mer. Now, Matter Crosby, I fee you have a care 
To keep yeur Word, in payment of your Mony, 
2 Mer. By my Faith I have reafon upon a Bond, 
Three thoufand Pound is too much to forfeit. 
Yet 1 doube not Mafter Baniffer. 
£ Mder. By my Faith your Sum is greater than mine, 
And yet I am not much behind you too, 
Confidering that to Day I paid at Court. 
2 Mer. Mafs, and well remembred : 
What’s the reafon the Lord Cromwell’s Men 
Wear fuch long Skirts upon their Coats 2 
They reach down to their very Hams, 
t Mer. I willrefolve you, Sir, and thus it is; 
The Bifhop of Winchefter, that loves not Cromwell, 
As great Men are envied as well as le{s, 
A while ago there was ajar between them, 
And it was brought to my Lord Cremyell’s Ear, 
That Bithop Gardixer would fit om his Skirts, 
Upon which Word he madeshis Men long blue Coats, 
And in the Court wore one of them himfelf: 
And meeting with the Bifhop, quoth he, my Lord, 
Here's Skirts enough now for your Grace to fit on: 
Which vexed the Bifhop to the very Heart; 
This is the reafon why they wear long Coats. 
2 Mer. ’Tis always feen, and mark it for a Rule, 
That one great Man will envy ftill another; 
But ’tis a thing that nothing concerns me: 
What, thall we now to Mafter Banifter’s 2 
1 Ader, Ay, come, we'll pay him royally for our Dinner, 
| Exeunt. 
Enter the Ufber, and the Shewer, the ALeat goes over the Stage. 
Ufh. Uncover there, Gentlemen. 
Enter Cromwell, Bedford, Suffolk, old Cromwell, Friskiba] 
Goodman Seely, and Attendants. 
Crom. My noble Lords of Suffolk and Bedford, 
Your Honours welcome to poor Cromyell’s Houfe: 
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Where is my Father? nay, be covered, Father, 

Although that Dury to thefe Noblemen doth challenge it, 
Yet Pil make bold with them. 

Your Head doth bear the Calender of Cares 

What? Cromwell! cover’s, and his Father bare? 

Ir muft not be. Now, Sir, to yous 

Is not your Name Friskibal, and a Florentine? 

Frif; My Name was Friskibal, *ull cruel Fate 
Did rob me of my Name, and of my State. 

Crom. What Fortune brought you tothis Country now? 

Frif, All other Parts have left me fuccaurlefs, 
Save only this, becaufe of Debts I have 
[I hope to gain, for to relieve my want. 

Crom. Did you notonce upon your Florence Bridge, 
Help a diftrefled Man, robb’d by the Banderti, 
His Name was Cromwell 2 

Frif. 1 never made my Brain 
A Calender of any good I did, 

I always lov’d this Nation with my Heart: 

Crom. 1 am that Cromoveil that you there reliev’d, 
Sixteen Duckets you gave me for to cloath me. 
Sixteen to bear my Charges by the way, 

And fixteen more I had for my Horfe-hire, 
There be thofe feveral Sums juft'y return’d: 
Yet it Injuftice were, that ferving at my need, 
For to repay them without Intereft : 

Therefore receive of me thefe four feveral Bags; 
In each of them there is four hundred Mark, 
And bring to me the Names of all your Debtors, 
And if they wilt not fee you paid, I will. 

O God forbid, that I fhould fee him fall, 
That helpt mein my greateft need of all. 

Here ftands my Father that firft gave me Life, 
Alas what Duty is too much for him ? 

‘This Man in time of need did fave my Life, 
And therefore cannot do toomuch for him? 

By this old Man I oftentimes was fed, 

Eilfe might I have gone {upperlefs to Bed. 

Such kindnefs have I had of thefe three Menj 
That Cromwell no way can repay agen. 
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Now into Dinner, for we {tay too long, 
And to good Stomachs is no greater wrong, | Exeunt. 
Enter Gardiner in his Study, and his Man. 
Gard. Sircah, where be thofe Men I caus’d to flay? 
Ser. They do attend your Pleafure, Sir, within. 
Gard. Bid them come hither, and {tay you without, 
For by thofe Men the Fox of this fame Land, 
That makes a Goofe of better than himfelf, 
Muit worried be unto his lateft home, 
Or Gardiner will fail in his intent. 
As for the Dukes of Suffolkand of Norfolk, 
Whom I have fent for to come {peak with me; 
Howfoever outwardly they fhadow ir, 
Yet in their Hearts I know they love him not: 
As for the Earl of Bedford, he is but one, 
And dares nor gain-fay what we do fet down. 
Enter the two Witneffes. 
Now, my Friends, you know I fav’d your Lives, 
When by the Law you had deferved Death; 
And then you promis’d me upon your Oaths, 
To venture both your Lives to do me good. 
Both Wit. We {woreno more than what we wil] perform. 
Gara. 1 take your Words, and that which you mutt do, 
Is fervice for your God, and for your King; 
To root a Rebel from this flourithing Land, 
One that’s aa Enemy unto the Church: 
And therefore muft you take your folemin Oaths, 
That you heard Cromwell, the Lord Chancellor, 
Did with a Dagger at King Henry’s Heart : 
Fear not to {wear it, for I heard him {peak it; 
Lherefore we'll thield you from enfuing Harms. 
2 Wit. If you will warrant us the Deed is good, 
We'll undertake ir. 
Gard. Kneel down, and I will here abfolve you both; 
This Crucifix [ lay upon your Heads, 
And fprinkle Holy-water on your Brows: 
The Deed is meritorious that you do, 
And by it thall you purchafe Grace from Heav'p, 
i Wit. Now Sir we'll undertake it} by our Souls, 
2 Wie. For Cromwell never loved none of our fort, 
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Gard. I know he doth net, and for both of you; 

I will prefer you to fome place of worth. 

Now get you in, until | call for you, 3 

For prefently the Dukes mean to be here. | Exeunt Wits 

Gromwell, fit faft, thy time’s not long to reign; 

The Abbies that were pull’d down by thy means, 

Is now a mean for me to pull thee down: 

Thy Pride alfo thy own Head lights upon, 

For thou art he hath chang’d Religion: 

But now no more, for here the Dukes are come. 

Enter Suffolk, Norfolk, and the Earl of Bedford. 
Saf. Good Even to my Lord Bifhop. 
Nor. How fares my Lord? what, are you all alone? 
Gard. No, sot alone, my Lords, my mind is troubled: 

1 know your Honours mufe. wherefore I fent, 

And in fuch hafte: What, came you from the Kinp2 (him. 
Nor. We did, and left none but Lord Cromwell with 
Gard. O what a dangerous time is this we live in? 

There’s Thomas Wolfey, he’s already gone, 

And Thomas Moor, he follow’d after him: 

Another Thomas yet there doth remain, 

That is far worfe than either of thofe twain: 

And if with fpeed, my Lords, we not purfue it, 

I fear the King and all the Land’ will rue it. 

Bed. Another Fhomas? piay God it be not Cromvell, 
Gard. My Lord of Bedford, it is that Traitor Cromwell. 
Bed. Is Cromwell fale? my Heart will never think it. 
Suf. My Lord of Winchef-er, what likelihood, 

Or proof have you of this his Treachery. 

Gard. My Lord, too much, call in the Men within. 
Enter the Witneffes. 

Thefe Men, my Lord, upon their Oaths affirm, 

That they did hear Lord Cromwell in his Garden, 

Withed a Dagger dticking at the Heart 

Of our King Henry: W hat ts this but Treafon? 

Bed: If it be fo, my Heart doth bleed with Sorrow. 
Suf. How fay you, Friends; what, did you hear thefe 

Words 2 

1 Wit. We did, an’t like your Grace. 


; 
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Mor. Yn what Place was Lord Cromwell when he fpake 
them ? 
2 Wit. In his Garden 5 where we did attend 2 Suit, 
Which we had waited for two years and more. 
Saf. How long is’t ince you heard him {peak thefe Words? 
2 Wit. Some half'a Year fince. 
Bed. How chancé¢ that you ‘conceal’d it all) this time 2 
1 Wit. His Greatnefs made us fear; that was the caufe; 
Gard. Ay, ay, his Greatne(s, that’s the caufe indeed ; 
And to make his Treafon here more manifelt, 
He calls his Servants to him round about, 
Tells them of Wolfey’s Life, and of his Fall, 
Says that himfelf hath many Enemies, 
And gives to fome of them a Park, or Maaor; 
To others Leafes, Lands to other fome : 
What need he do this in his prime of Life, 
An if he were not fearful of his Death 2 
Suf. My Lord, thefe likelihoods are very ereat: 
Bed. Pardon me, Lords, for I muft needs depart ; , 
Their Proofs are great, but greater is my Heart. 
[&xit Bedford, 
Nor. My Friends, take heed of that which yowhave faid ; 
Your Souls mult anfwer what your Tongues. reporté 
Therefore take heed, be wary what you do, 
a Wit. My Lord, we {peak no more but trath, 
Nor. Let them depart, my Lord of Winchefters” 
Let thefe Men be clofe kept until the Day of Trial, 
Gard. They fhail, my Lord ; ho, take in thefe two Men. 
| Exeunt Witnelfess 
My Lords, if Cromwell have a publick Tria), 
That which we do, is void, by his denial ; 
You know the King will credit none but him. 
Nor. ’Tis true, he rules the King ev’a ashe pleafes. 
Saf. How fhall we do for to attach him then? 
Gard. Marry, my Lords, thus, 
By an AG he made himfelf, 
With an intent to intrap fome of our Lives, 
And this ic is:j{f any Counfellos 
Be convicted of High Treafon, 
He thali be executed without a publick Trial, 
Nop. VI. : 3 Z ~ "This 
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This AG, my Lords, he caus’d the King to make. 


Suf. a did indeed, and I remember it, 
And now it is like to fall upon himfelf. 

Nor. Letus not flack it, ‘sis for England's good, 
We mutt be wary, elfe hell go beyond us. 

Gad. Well hath your Grace faid, my Lord of Norfolk, 
Therefore let us pretently to Lambeth, 
“thither comes Cromwell, from the Court to Night, 
Let ws arreft him, fend him to the Tower, 
And in the Morning cut-off the Traitor’s Ficad. 

Nor. Come then abeut it, lee us ouard the Towa, 
This is the Day that Cromaell mult go down. 

Gard. Along my Lords, well, Cromwmellis half dead, 
He thek’d my Heart, but I will thave his Head. [Excunt, 
Enter Bedford folus. 

Bed. My Sout is like .ayWater tioubled, 
And Gardiner is the Man that makes it fo; 
O Cromwell, \ do fear thy end 1s near : 
Yet Wll prevent their Malice if I can, 
A d in good time, fee:where the Man doth come, 
Who little knows how near’s his Dey of Doom. 
Enter Cromwell with bis Train, Bedford makes as though he 
would fpeak,to king : EHe goes ons 
Crom. Yowre well encountred, my good Lordoof Bedford, 
Pray pardon me, Lam fent for to the King, 
And do not know the Bufinefs yet my 4elf, 
So fare you well, for I muft needs be gone. 
[Exit with the Train 
Bed, You muft; well, what remedy ? 
I fear too foon you muft be gone indeed, 
The King hath Bufinefs, but little doft thou know, 
Who’s bufie-for thy Life ; thou think’ft not fo. 
Exter Cromwell and theT rain again. 
Crom. The fecond time well met my Lord of Bedfara : 
I am very forry that my hafte is fuch, 
Liord Marquefs Dor/ét being fick to Death, 
¥ muft receive of him the Privy;Seal. 
At Lambesh, foon my Lord, we'll talk our fill. 
(Exit with the Trait. 
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Bed. How {mooth and eafie is the way to Death. 
Enter a AMeffenger. 
Mef; My Lord, the Dukes of Norfolk. and of Suffolk, 
Accompanied with the Bithop of Winchefer, 
Intreat you to come prefently to Lambeth, 
On earneft matters that concern the State. 
Bed. To Lambeth, fo: Go fetch me Pen and Ink; 
I and Lord Cromyell there fhall talk enough : 
Ay, and our laft, I fear, and if he come. 
| He writes a Letter, 
Here, take this Letter, and bear it to Lord Cromwell, 
Bid him read it, fay it concerns him near, 
Away, be gone, make all the bafte you can; 
To Lambeth dol go, a woful Man | Exit. 
Exter Cromwell and his Train. 
Crom, \s the Barge ready? I will ftraight to Lazbeth, 
And if this one Day’s Butfinefs, once were pat, 
I’d take my eafe to Morrow after trouble. 
How now my Priend, would’ft thou fpeak with me? 
| The Ateffenger brings the Letter, he puts it in bis Pockets 
Mef, Sir, here's a Letter from m iy Lord of Bedford, 
Grom. O good my Friend, commend meto thy Lord, 
Hold, take thofe Angels, bein then for thy pains, 
Me/, He doth defire your Grace,to read * 
Becaufe he fays it doth concern you near. 
Crom. Bid him affure himfelf of that, farewel, 
To morrew, tell him, he fhall hear from me, 

Set on before there, and away to Lazsbeth, [ Exeunt, 
E:ner Winchefter, Suffolk, Norfolk, Bedford, Serjeant 
at Arms, the Herald, and. Halberts: 

Gard, Halberts ftand clofe unto the Water-fide, 
Serjeant at Arms, be bold in your Office, 

Herald, deliver the Proclamation. 

Nar This to give notice'to all. the King’s SubjeGs, 
The late Lord Cronvinell; Lord Chancellor of England, 
Vicar General over the Realm, 

Him to hold and efteem as a Traitor, 
Againft the Crown and Dignity of England, 
So God fave the King: 


Gar. Amen. 
ZL, 2 Béd, 
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Bed. Amen, and root thee from the Land, 

For whilft thou liveft Truch cannot fand. 

Ner. Make a lane there, the Prairor is at hand; 

Kec p back Cromwell's Men : 

Drown them if they come on, Serjean's your Ofhce? 
Enter Cromwell, ‘they make a lane with their Halberts, 
Crom. What means my Lord of Norfolk by tacfe Words? 

Sirs, come along. 

Gard. Kill them, ifthey come on. 
Ser. Lord Cromwell, 110 King Henry's ame, 
I do arreft your Honour of Highs] reafen. 
Crom. Serjeant, me of Treaion ¢ 
| Cromwell's Aden offer to draw. 
Suf. Kill them, if they draw a Sword. 
Crom. Hold; I charge you, as you love me, draw nota 

Who dures zecule Cromwell of Trealon now ? (Sword, 
Gard. This is no Place to reckon up your Crime, 

Your Dove-like Looks were view’d with Serpents Eyes. 
Crom. With Serpents Eyes irdced, by thine they weres 

Bur, Gardiner, do thy. worft, [fear thee nor, 

My Faith compar’d with thine, as much fhall pafs, 

As eoth the Diamond-excell the Glafs. 

Attach’d of Treafon, no Accufers by, 

Indeed what. Tongue dares {peak fo foul a lie? 

Nor. My Lord, my Lord, matters are too well known, 
And it is time the King had note thereof. | 
Crom. The King, let me goto him Face to Face, 

No better Trial I defire than thar, 

Let him hut fay, that Cromavell’s Faith was feign'd, 

Then let my Honour, and my Name be ftain’d ; 

If e’er my Heart againft the King was fet, 

© let my Soul in .Judgment anfwer it: 

Then if my Faith’s confirmed with his Reafon, 

*Gainft whom hath Cromavell then committed Treafon ? 
Suf. My Lord, your Matter fhall be tried, 

Mean time with patience content your felf. 

Grom. Perforce 1 muft with Patience be content: 

O dear Friend Bedford, doft thou ftand fo near ? 

Cromwell rejoyceth, one Friend fheds a Tear: 

And whither ist? which way muft Cromell now ¢ 
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Gard. My Lord, you muff unto the Towiey 
Lieutenant, take him to your Charge, 

Crom. Well, where you pleafe, yet before [ part, 
Let me confer a little with my Men, 

Gard. As you go by Water fo you fhall, 

Crom. 1 have iome Bufinefs prefent to impare. 

Ner. You May not itay, Lieutenant, take you Charge 

Crom. W ell, well, ny Lord, You fe cond Gard eh eet § Fr 


teld 
? 


Norfolk, farewel, thy turn will be the Next. 
| Exit Cromwell and the Lieutenant. 
Gard. His guilty Confcience makes him rave, my. Lord, 
Nor. Ay, let him talk, his time is fh rt enough, 
Gard. My Lord Of Bedford, come, you weep for him, 
That would not fhed a Tear for you, 
Bed, lt grieves me for to fee his fudden Fall. 
Gard, Such Succefs with I unto Trairoys all, «| Exenyp. 
Enter two Citizens. EK 
1 Cit, Why? can this News be trae? is’t polfiblee 
The great Lord Cromyyell arrefted upon High Trezfon, 
J hardly will believe ic can be fo. 
2 Git. It is too true, Sir, would it were other yw 
Condition I fpent half the Wealth J have; 
I was at Lambeth, faw him there atrefted, 
And afterward commited to the Tower. 
r Cit, What was’t for Treafon that he was Committed 2 
2 Git. Kind Noble Gertleman: | May Tue the tine; ; 


ie, 


All that I have, I did enjoy by him, 

And if he die, then al] my State is gone. 

_ 1 Cit, It may be hoped that he fhall-nor dye, 
Becaufe the King did favour him fo much, 

2 Cit. O Sir, you are deceiv’d in thinking fos 
The Grace and Favour he had with the King, 
Hath caus’d him have fo many Enemies: 

He that in Court fecure will keep himfelf, 
Muft not be great, for then he is envied ar. 
The Shrub is fafe, when as the Cedar fhakes, 
For where the King doth love above compare, 
Of others they as much more envied are. 

1.Ciz, ‘Lis pity that this Nobleman fhould fall, 
He did fo many charitable Deeds, 
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+ Cit. Tis trae, and yet you fee in each eftate, 
There's none {9 good, but fome one doth him hate, 
And they before would {mile him in the Face, 

Will be the forcmof to do him difgrace: 
What, will you go along unto the Court 2 

+ Gt. I care nocif Il do, and hear the News, 
How Men will judge what will become of him- 

> Gt. Some Men will {peak hardly, fome will fpeak in pity, 
Go you to the Court. Pil go into the City, 

There I am fure to hear more News than you. 
1 Git. Why then foon will we meet again. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Cromwell iz the Tower. 
Crom. Now, Cromwell, haft thou time to meditate, 
And thick upon thy ftate, and of the time: 
Thy Honours came unfought, ay, and unlook’d for ; 
They fail as fudder, and unlook’d for too: ) 
W hat Glory was in England that had I not? 
Who in this Land commanded more than Cromwell? 
Except the King, who greater than my frlt? 
But now I fee what after Ages thall, 
The greater Men, more fudden is their Fall: 
And now I do remember, the Earl of Bedford 
Was very defirous for to fpeak to me ; 
And afterward fent unto mea Letter, 
The which I think 1 have {till in my Pocket, 
Now may I read it, for I now have leifure, 


And this I take it is. [He reads the Lettéte 


My Lord, come not this Night to Lambeth, 
For if you do, your State 1s overthrown. 

And much°1 doubs your Lifes and if you come: 
Then if you love your felf, fray where you are. 


© God, had I but read this Letter, 
Then had I been free from the Lion’s Paw : 
Deferting this to read until to Morrow, 
1 tpurn’d at Joy, and did embrace my Sorrow. 
Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower and Officers. 

Now, Mafter Lieutenant, when’s this Day of Death? 

Liew. Alas, my Lord, would I might never fee it: 
Here are the Dukes of Suffolk and of Norfolk, 


“a 


Winchefter' 


of Thomas Lord Cemvwell. 


Winchefter, Bedford, and Sir Richard Ratcliff, 
With others, but why they come I know not. 


Crom. No matter wherefore, Cromwell is prepard, 


For Gardiner has my Life and State infnar’d : 
Bid them come in, or you fhrall do them wrong, 


For here ftands he, whom fome think lives too lone, 


Learning kills Learning, and, inftead of Ink 
To dip his Pen, Cromveil’s Heart-blood-doth drink, 
Enter all the Nobles. 


Nor. Good Morrow, Crowell; what, alone fo fad ? 
Crom. One good among you, none of you are bad: 


For my part, it beft fits me be alone, 

Sadnefs with me, not I with any one. 

What, is the King acquainted with my canf? ? 
. o 


Nor. We have, and he hathanfwered us, my Lord. 
Crom. How fhall I comé to fpeak with hiny my {felf2 


Gard, The King is fo advertifed of your Guilt, 
He will by no means admit you to his prefence. 
Crom. No wzy admit me, at I fo foon forgot ? 
Did he but yefterday embrace my Neck, 
And faidthat Cromwell was even half himfelG 
And are his Princely Ears fo much bewitch’d 
With {candalous I¢nomity, and fland’rous Speethés; 
That now he doth deny to look 6n me? 
Well, my Lord of Wincheffer; no doubt but you 
Are much in favour with his Mayjefty, 
Will you bear a Letter from mé to his Grace 2 
Gard. Pardon me, Pj] bear no Trairor’s Lecters: 
Erém. Wa, will you do this kindnefs then ? 


Tell him by Word of Mouth what I fhall fay to yous 


Gard. That will I, 
Crom. But on your Honour will you? 
Gard, Ay; on my Honour, 
Crom. Beac withefs, Lords, 
Fell him, whenhe hath known ycu, 
And try’d your Faith but half fo much a¢ mine, 
He'll find you to:be the falfeft hearted Man 
In England: Pray tell hit this. 
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Bed. Be patient, good my Lord, in thefe Extremities. 


Crom. My kind and honottrable Lord of Bedford, 
Tkitow your Honour always lov'd me well, 
Z | 
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But, pardon me, this ftill fhall be my Theme, 

Gardiner’s the caufe makes Cromwell fo extream: 

Si Ralph Sadler, pray a word with you; 

You were my Man, and all that you poflefs 

Came by my means, to requite all this, 

Will you take this Letter here of me, 

And give it with your own Hands to the King. 

Sad. I kifs your Hand, and never will 1 reft,. 

E’er to the King this be delivered. | Exit Sadler, 
Crom, Why yet Cromwell hath one Friend in ftore, 
Gard. But all the hafte he makes fhall be but vain; 

Here’s a difcharge for your Prifoner, 

To fee him executed prefently : 

My Lord, you hear the tenor of your Life, 

Crom, | do embrace it, welcome my laft date, 

And of this gliftering World I take laft leave, 

And, Noble Lords, I take my leave of you: 

As willingly I go to meet with Death, — 

As Gardiner did pronounce it with his Breath 

From Treafon is my Heart as white as Snow, 

My Death only procured by my Foe: 

I pray commend me to my Sovereign King, 

And tell him in what fort his Cromwell dy’d, 

To lofe his Head before his Caufe was try’d; ved 

But let his Grace, when he fhall hear my Name, 

Say only this, Gardiner procur'’d the fame. 

Enter young Cromwell. 
Liew. Here is your Son come to take his leave. 
Crom. To take his leave? Come hither, Harry Cromwell , 

Mark, Boy, the laft words that I {peak to thee; 

Fla er not Forrune, neitherfawn upon her; 

Gape not for State, yet lofe no {park of Honour 5 

Ambition, like the Plague, fee thou efchew it; 

I die for Vreafon, Boy, and never knew it; 

Yet Jet thy Faith as {potlefs be as mine, 

And Cromwell's Virtues in thy Face fhall thine: 

Come, go along and fee me leave my Breath, 

And I'll leave thee upon the floor of Death. 

Sov. O Father, I fhall die to fee that Wound, 
Your Blood being {pilt will make my Heart to found... 
Crofts 
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Crom. How, Boy, not look upon the Axe? 
How fhall I do then to have my Head ftrook off2 
Come.on, my Child; and fee the end of ail, 

And after fay, that Gardiner was my Fall. 

Gard. My Lord you {peak it of an envious Heart, 

I have done-no more than Law and Equity. 


Bed. O, my good Lord of Winchefter, forbear ; 
It would better feemed you to been abfenr, 


Than with you Words difturb a dy ing Man. 
Cram. Who me, my Lord? no: he difturbs not me, 
My Mind he ftirs not, tho’ his mighty Shock 
Hath brought more Peers Heads down to the Block, 
Farewel, my Boy, al} Cromwell can b«queath, 
My hearty Blefling, fo I take my leave, 
Hang. [am your Death’s Man, pray my Lord forgive me, 
Crom. Ev’n with my Soul, why Manthou art my Door, 
And bring’ft me precious Phyfick for my Soul; 
My Lod of Bedford, 1 defire of you, 
Before my Death a corpora! embrace. 
[ Bedford comes to him, Cromwell embraces hin. 
Farewel, great Lord, my Love Ido commend: 
My Heart to you, «my Soul to Heav’n.ifend ; 
This is my Joy, that eer my Body flier) — 
Your honour’d Arms is my true Wisdingtheet ; 
Farewel, dear Bedford, my Peace is made in Heav’n; 
Thus falls great Cromipell.a poor Ell in lerieth, 
To rife to unmeafur'd height, wine’d with new ftrength, 
The Lands of Worms, which dying-Men difcover. 
My Soul is fhrin’d with Heayn’s Celeftial cover, 
| Exennt Comwell and the Offvers, and others, 
Bed. Well, farewel Cromwell, the trucit Friend 
That ever Bedford thall poffefs again; 
Well, Lords, I fear when this Man is dead, 
You’ll with in vain that Cromwell had a Head. 


Enter one with Cromwell’s Head. 
Offic. Here is the Head of the deceafed Crommyell. 
Bed. Pray thee 20 hence, and bear his Head away, 
Unto his Body, inter them both in Clay. 


Enter 
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Enter Sir Ralph Sadler. 

Sad. How now my Lords, what is Lord Cromwell dead ? 

Bed. Lord Cromwell's Body now doth want a Head. 

Sud. O God, a little fpeed had fav’d his Life, 
Here isa kind Reprieve come from the King, 
To bring him ftraight unte his Majefty. 
- Saf. Ay» ay, Sic Ralph, Reprieves come now too late. 

Gard. My Confciénce now tells me this Deed was ill; 
Would Chrift that Cromwell were alive: again. 

Nor. Come let usto the King, whom well I know, 
Will grieve for Cromwell, that his Death was fo. 

e [ Exeunt onines. 
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PROLOGUE. 


HE doubtful Title, Gentlemen, prefixt 
Upon the Argument we have in Hand, 
May breed f{ufpence, and wrongfully difturb 
The peaceful Quiet of your fettled Tooughts : 
To flop which Scruple, let this brief fuffice, 
It is no pamper d Glutton. we prefent, 
Nor aged Counfellor to youthful Sins 
But one, whofe Virtue foone above ihe reff, 
A valiant Martyr, and a virtuous Peer, 
In whofe true Faith and Loyalty eapreft 
Unio his Sovereign, and his Countri's weal: 
We fivive to pay that Tribute of ou Love 
Your Favour's Merit; let fair Truth be gvac’d, 
Since forg’d Invention former Time defac d. 


Dramatis 





Pe ne eS 
Si 5s at : = Be. 62 


e 





aT 
: a 
= . ce 5 . sit =e 
= —t - * - PS Oe Sean 
< 4 A= 


— 


Dramatis Perfonee. 


r ING Henry the hifth. 
& Sir John Oldeaitle, Lord Cobham, 


Harpool, Servani to the Lerd Cobham. 

Lord Herbet, with Gough his Man. 

Lord Powis, with Owen, and Davy, his Men. 

The Mayor of Hereford, and Sheriff of Wereford- 
thirc, with Bayliffs ond Servants. 

Two Fudges of Afpzxe. 

The Bifbop of Rochefter, and Clun his Sumner, 

Sir John the Parfon of Wrotham, and Well his 
Concubine. 

The Duke of Suffolk. 

The Earl of Huntington, 

The Earl of Cambridge, 

Lord Scroop. 

Lord Grey. 

Chartres the French Agel. 

Sir Roger Acton. 

Sir Richard Lee. 

Majter Bourn, 

Ma/ter Beverley, Rebels. 

Murley, ze Brewer of Dunftable, 


Mafter Butler, Gentleman of the Privy Chambers. | 


Lady Cobham. 

Lady Powis. 

Cromer, Sheriff of Kent. 

Lord Warden of the Cinque-Ports. 

Lieutenant of the Tower. 

The Mayor, Conffable, and Goaler of St. Albans, 
A Kentith Confiable and an Ale-man. 
Soldiers and old Men begging. 

Dick and Tom, Servants to Murley. 
An \rifhman. 

An Hof, Foftler, a Carrier and Kate. 
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ACT I SCENEL 


Enter Sheriff, Lord Herbert, Lord Powis, Owen, 
Bailiff, Gough, aud Davy. 


S42 E RIF. Ff, 










= Sito Lords, I charge ye in his Highnefs Name 
ine y4 A] to keep the Peace, you and your Follow- 
om E YY + ers, 

ieee Vad Bale Laas 

A | YA Her. Good Mafter Sheriff, look unte your 
pees 2 Sea] (cf. 


Pow. Do fo, for we have other BuGnefe, 

| Proffer to fiche Ag ait. 

Sher, Will ye difturb the Judges, and the Affize 2 

Hear the King’s Proclamation, ye were beft: 

Pow. Hold then lee’s hear ir, 

#dcr. Byt be brief, ye were bcft. 

hail; O yes. 

Davy. Coffone; make fhorter O, or thall mar your Yes, 


Bail. O yes Owes, 
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Owen. What, has her nothing to f:y, but O yess 
Bail. O Yes. z | ad jae 
Davy. O nays Py cofs plut, down with her, down with 
her. A Powis, a Powts. 3 
Gough. A Herbert: a Herbert, and down with Powis, 
: | Helter shelter agains 
Sher. Hold in the King’s Name, hold. 
Owen. Down witha Kanaves Name, down. , 
[ ln the fight the Bailiff is knock d down, and the Sheriff 
ji and the other ran AWAY. 
Fer. Powis, { think thy Welth and thou do {mart. 
Pow. Herbert, 1 think my Sword came near thy Heart. 
Her. Thy Heart's belt Blood fhall pay the lofs of mines 
Gough. A Herbet, a Herbet. 
Davy» & Powis, a Pewts. | 
As they are fighting, Enter the Mayor of Hereford, his 
Officers and Towu{men with Clubs. 
May. My Lords, as you are Liegemen to the Crown; 
True Noblemen, and Subjects to the King, 
Attend his Highnefs Proclamation. 
Commanded. by the J ace a 
; i is Aficmbly. 
For keeping Peace at this , 
TE Conk Matter Mayor of Hereford, be brief, 
May. Serjeant, without the Ceremonies of O yes, 
sce aloud the Proclamation. 
onounce alou 7) ) 7 
: Sey, Lhe King’s Juftices perceiving whit publick Mif- 
chief may enfue this private Quarrel, 1n his Meee 
Name, ‘do ftraitly charge and command ll Perfons, © 
what Degree foever, to depart this City of Hereford, exe 
cept fuch as are bound to give gttendance at this Afhzes 
and -het no Man prefume to wear any. Weapon, efpecially 
ke. Forelt Bulls. 
elfh-Hooks, Forett | 
pu Haw? No pillnor Wells hoog? ha ? 
} Proclamation. 
Mar. Peace, and hear the | 5 
a oe thatthe Lord Powis do prefently difperfe. and 
difcharge his Retinue, and depart the City in the Kings 
Peace, he and his Followers, 00 pain of Tmprifonment. , 
Davy Haw? pud her Lord Powis in Prifon? A Powis, 
a Powis. Coffoon, her will live and tye with her Lord. 


Gough. A Herbert, a Herberts ‘ 
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In this fight the Lord Herbert is wounded, and falls to the 
Ground, the Mayor and his Company cry for Clubs : Powis 
runs-away, Gough and Herbert’s Faction are bufie about 
him. Enter the two Fudgess the Sheriff and his Bailiffs 
afore them, &c, 


1 Fudge. Where’s the Lord Herbert? Is he hurt or flain 2 
Sher. He’s here, my Lord. 
2 Fudge. How fares his Lordfhip, Friends 2 
Gough. Mortally wounded, {peechlefs, he cannot live, 
1 judge. Convey him hence, let not his Wounds take 
Air, 
And get him dreft with Expedition, 
[ Exit L. Herbert and Gough, 
Mafter Mayor of Hereford, Matter Sheriff o’th’ Shire, 
Commit Lord Fowis to fife Cuitedy, 
To anfwer the difturbance of the Peace, 
Lord Herbert's Peril, and his high contempt 
Of us, and you the King’s Commi fiioners, 
See it be done with Care and Diligence. | 
Sher. Pleafe it your Lordhhip, my Lord Powis is gone 
paft all recovery. 
2 Fudge. Yet let fearch be made, 
To apprehend his Followers that are left. 
Sher. There are fome of them: Sus, lay hold of them, 
Owen. Of us? and why ? what has her done,. I pray 
you ? 
Sher. Difarm them, Bailiffs. 
May. Officers aflift. | : 
Davy. Here you, Lord Shudge, what reffon for thise 
Owen. Coffoon, pe pufe for fighting for our Lord ¢ 
1 Fudge. Away with them. 
Davy. Harg you, my Lord. 
Owen. Goxgh my Lord Herbert's Man’s a fhitten Kanave. 
Davy. Ice live and tye ir good Quarrel. 
Owen. Pray you do fhuftice, let awl be Prifon, 
Davy. Prifcn, no, | . 
Lord Shudge, I wool give you Pale, good Surety. 


Vo Lu. VI. A a 2 Fudge: 
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2 Fudge. What Bail? what Sureties ? . : 
Davy.. Her Gozer ap»Kici ap Evan; ap Morice, ap More 
gan, sp-Llaellyn, ap Miadoc,ap Ateredith, ap Griffiny ap Da- 
vy, ap Owen, ap Shinken Shmes. : 
2 fudge. Fwo of the molt {ufficient are enow. 
Sher. And’t p'eafe your Lordfhip thefe ere all but one. 
1 Fudge. To Goal with them, and the Lord Herbert's 
Mien. 
We'll talk with them, whim the Affize is done. [ Exennt. 
Riotous, audacious, and uiruly Grooms, 
M.oft-we be fore’d to com: from the Bench, 
To quict Brawls, which every Conftable 
In other civii Places can fipprefs ¢ 
2 Fudge. What was the quarrel that caus’d all this ftir? 
Sher. About Religion, is I heard, my Lord. 
Lord Powis’s detraé&ed fram the Pow’'r of Rome, 
Affirming Wickliff's DoG@rise to be true, 
And Rome's Erroneous: Eot reply was made 
By the Lord Herbert, ther were Tr:itots all 
That would maintain it: Powis an{wer’d, 
They were as true, as noble, and as. wife 
As he, that‘would defendit with their Lives, 
He nam’d for inftance Sir John Oldcaftle 
The Lord Cobham : Herbert seply’d again, 
He, thou and all are Traitors that fo hold. 
The. Lie was giv’n, the f:veral FaGions drawny 
And fo-enrag’d, that we could not appeafe it. 
1 Fudge. This cafe conerns the King’s Prerogative, 
And ’tis dangerous to the State and Commonwealth. 
Gentlemen, Juftices, Mafer Mayor, and Mafter Sheriffs 
It doth behove us all, andeach of us 
In general and. particular, to have care, 
For the fuppreffing of all Mutinies, 
And all Affemblies, excepe Soldiers Mutfters, 
Forthe King’s Preparation into France. 
We hear of fecret Convericles made, 
And there is doubt of fone Confpiracies, 
Which may break out int rebellious Arms 
When the- King’s gone, prchance before he go: 
Note as an initance, this me perillous Fray, 


What 
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What Factions’ might have grovn on either part, 
To the deftruCtion of the King and Realm: 
¥et, in my Confcience, Sir For. Oldcaffle’s 
Innocent of it, only his Name was us’d, 
We therefore from’ his Highnes give this charge 
You Matter Mayor, look to ycur Citizens, 
You Mafter Sheriff, unto your Shire, and you 
As Jultices in every ones Precin 
There be no Meetings. When the vulgar Sort 
Sit on their Ale-Bench, ‘with their ©ups and Cans, 
Matters of State be not their common talk, 
Nor pure Religion by: their Lips prophan’d, 
And there examine further of tlis F; ay. 
Enter a Bailiff aid a Serjeant. 
Sher, Sirs, have ye taken the Lord Powis yet ? 
Bail, No, nor-heard of him: 
Ser. No, he’ssgone far enough, 
2 Fudge. They that are left behind, fhall anfwer all. 
| Exesut; 
Enter the Duke of Suffolk, Bi fbop of Rochefter, Azaffer But- 
ler, Sir John the Pafon of Wrotham. 
Sufe Now, my Lord Bithop. tike free Liberty 
To {pesk your Mind ; what is yor Suit to us-2 
Koch, My noble Lord, no mere than what you know, 
And have been oftentimes invettid with : 
Grievous Complaints have paft between the’ Lips 
Of envious Perfons to upbraid tie Clergy, 
Some carping at the Livisgs which we have ; 
And others {purning at the Cerenoriies 
That are of ancient Cuftom invche Church, 
Amonetft the which; Lord Cobbimi¥ a! Chief: 
What Inconvenience may procéec liefeof, 
Both to the King, and to the Commonwealth, 
May eafily be difcern’d, when®lice’a® frenGe 
This Innovation fhall poffefs ther Minds. 
Thefe Upftarts will! have’ Followers. t6 vipheld 
Their damn’d Opinion, more’ thin Harry thal, 
To undergo his quartel gainft the French, 
Swf. What proof is there agairit themrto’ be had; 
That what you fay the Law mayjuftifie ? . 
| | Al ae Roche 
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Ruch, They give themfelves the Names of Proteftants, 
And meet in Fields and folitary Groves. 

S. Fohn, Was ever heard, my Lord, the like ’till now? 
That Thieves and Rebels, ’sbould Heretieks, 

Plain Hercticks, 1°!) {tand te’t to their Teeth, 
Should have, to colour their vile Practices, 
A Title of fuch worth, as Proteftant 2 

Enter one with a Letter. 

Saf. O but you muft not fwear, ic ill becomes 
One of your Coat, to rap out bloody Oaths. 

Roch, Pardon him, good my Lerd, it is his Zeal. 
An honeft Country Prelate, who laments 
To fee fuch foul diforder in the Church. 

S. ‘Fohn. There’s one they call him Sir Fobn Oldcaftle. 
He has not his Name for nought: For like a Caftle 
Doth he encompafs them within his Walls, 

But ‘till that Caftte be fubverted quite, 
We ne'er fhall be at quict in the Realm. 
Roch. Thisis our Suit, my Lord, that he be ta’en 
And brought in queftion for his Herefie: 
Befide, two Letters brought me out of Wales, 
Wherein my Lord of Hertford writes to me, 
What tumult and fedition was begun, 
About the Lord Cebham, at the Sizes there, 
For they had much. ado to calm the Rage, 
And that the valiant Herbert is there flain. 

Suf. A Fire that muft be quench’d. Well fay no mere, 

The King anon goes to the Council Chamber, 
There to debate of Matters fouching France, 
As he doth pafs by, Pll inform his Grace 
Concerning your Petition. Mafter Butler, 

If I forget, do you remember me. 

But. IY will my Lord. 

Roch. Not as a Recompenee, 

But asa Token of our Love to you, [Offers him a Pur/s 
By me, my Lords, the Clergy doth prefent 

This Purfe, and in it full a thoufand Angels, 
Praying your Lordfhip to accept their Gift. 

Séf. I thank them, my Lord Bithop, for their love} 
But will not take their Mony, if you pleafe = 
lo give if to this Gentleman,. you Maye 


- 
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Roch. Sir, then we cravé your furtherance herein, 

But. The beft I can, my Lord of Rochefter, 

Rech. Nay, pray take it, truft me you (hall. 

S. Fohn, Were ye all three upon Mew Marker Heath, 
You fhould not need ftrain curt’fie who fhould ha’r, 
Sit Fobn would quickly rid ye of that care, 

suf, The King is coming : Fear ye nor, my Lord, 
The very firft thing I will break with him 
Shall be about your matter. , 

Enter the King, and Earl of Huntington ix zalk. 

King. My Lord of Suffolk, 

Was it not faid the Clergy did refufe 
To lend us Mony towardour Wars in France ? 

Suf. It was my Lord, but very wrongfully. 

King. I know it was’: For fTuntington here tclls me 
They have been very bountiful of late. 

Saf. And ftill they vow, my gracious Lord, to be fo, 
Hoping your Mijefty will think on them 
As of your loving Subje@s,: and fupprefs 
All fuch malicious Errors as begin 
Lo fpot their calling, and difturb the Church, 

King. God elfe forbid: why, Suffolk, 

Is there any new Rupture to difquiet them 2 

Suf. No new, my Lord, the old is great enough, 

And fo increafing, as if not cut down, 

Will breed, a feandal to your Royal State, 

And fet your Kingdom quickly in an uproar, 

The Kenti/h Knight, Lord Cobban, in defpight 

Of any Law, or fpirirual Difcipline, 

Maintains this upftart new Religion Rill, 

And divers great Affemblies by his means 

And private Quarrels are commene’d abroad, 

As by this Letter more at large, my Liege, it made apparent. 

King. We do find it here, 

There was in Wales a certain Fray of Jate 

Between two Noblemen. But what of this? 
Follows it ftraight Lord Cobham mutft be he 

Did caufe the fame ? I dare be {worn, good Knichr, 
He neyer dream’d of any fuch contention. 

Koch. But in his Name tke quarrel did b>cin, 
About the Opinion which he held, my Liege. 

aay Kinz, 
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King... What if he did? was either he in place 


-To take part with them? or abett them.in it? 


If brabling Fellows, whofe enkindled Blood 
Secths in their fcry Veins. willneeds go fight, 
Making their Quarrcls of fome words that paft 
Eicher of you, o: you, amongft their Cups, 

Is the Fault yours? or are they guilty of it? 

Suf. With pardon of your Highnefs, my dread Lord, 
Such little Sparks negie€ted, may in time | 
Grow.to a mighty Flame. © Bur that’s not all, 

He doth befide maintain a ftrange Religion, 
And will not be compell’d to come to Mats. 

Roch. We do befeech you therefore, gracious Prince, 

Without Offence unto your Majelty, 
We may. be bold to ufe Authority, 

King, As how? 

Roch. Tofummon him unto the Arches, 
Where fuch Offences have their Punifhment. 

King. To an{wer perfonally, is that your meaning? , 

Roch. It is, my Lord. 

King. How if he appeal? 

Roch. My Lord, he cannot in fuch a cafe as this, 

Suf. Not where Religion is the Pleas my Lord. 

King. I took it always, that our felf ftood ont 
‘As afafficient Refuge: Unto whom 
Not any but might lawfully Appesl. 

But we'll not argue now upon that point. 

For Sir ohn Oldcaftle, whom you accutfe, 

Let me intreat you to difpence a while 

With your high Title of Preheminence. [ Ja {corm 
Report did never yet condemn him fo, | 

But he hath always been reputed Loyal: 

And in my Knowlewge I can fay thus much, 

That he is virtuous, wife, and honourable. 

If any way his Confcience be feduc’d 

To waver in his Faith, I'll fend for him, 

And fchool him privately: If that ferve not, 

Then afcerward you may proceed again{t him. 

Burler, be you the Meffenger for us, 

And will him prefently repair to Court.  « [Exennt. 
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S. Fohn. How now my Lord? ‘why fland you difcontent? 
Infooth, methinks, the King ‘hath well decreed. 
Roch. Av, ay, Sir Fohn, if he would keep his Word : 
But I perceive he-favours him fo much 
As this will be to’ fmall Effe&, I fear. 
S. Fohn, Why'then Ill tell you what you're beft to do: 
If you fufpe& the King will be but cold 
In ‘reprehendine ‘him, fend you a Precefs too 
To ferve upon him, fo you may befire 
To make him anfwer't, howfocver it fall. 
Roch. And well remembred, I wiil have it fo; 
A Sumner fhall be fent about it ftraighr. [ Exit. 
S. Fon. Yea, do fo. In the mean fpace this remains 
For kind Sir fobn of Wratham, honett Fack, 
Methinks the Purfe of Gold the Bifhop gave 
Made a good ‘fhew, it had a tempting Lock: 
Befhrew me, but my Fingers ends do itch 
Fo be upon thofe golden Ruddocks. Well ’tis thus; 
i am not as the World doth take me for: 
If ever Wolf were cloathed.in Sheep’s Coat, 
Then I am he; old huddle and twang ’ifaith: 
A Prieft in thew, but, in plain Terms, a Thicf: 
Yet let me tell you too, an honeit Thief; 
One that will take it where it may be {par’d, 
And {pend it freely in good Fellowfhip. 
I have as many Shapes as Protews had, 
That ftill when any Villany is done, 
There may none fulpectit was Sir fobn. 
Befides, to comfort me, (for what’s this Life, 
Except the crabbed-Bitternefs thereof 
Be fweetned now and then with Letchery ¢) 
I have my Doll, my Concubine as ‘twere, 
Fo frolick with, a lufty bouncing Girl. 
But whilft I loiter here, the Gold may fcape, 
And that muft not be fu;:. It ts mine own. 

Therefore (ll meet him-on his way to Court, : 
And thrive him of it, there will be the fport. | Exit. 
Enter four poor Peeple, fomze Soldiers; fome old Men, 

1. God, help, God help, there's Law for punifhing, 
But there’s no Law. for Neceflity: 
Aa 4 There 
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There be more Stocks to fet poor Soldiers in, 
Than there be Houfes,to relieve them at. 

Old Man. Ay, Houfe-keeping decays in every place, 
Even as St. Peter writ, ftill worfe and worfe. 

2. Mafter Mayor of Rocheffer has given command, That 
none fhall go abroad out of the Parith, and has fet down an 
Order forfooth, what every poor Houfholder mutft give for 
our relief; where there be fome feffed, I may fay to you, 
had almoft as much need to beg as we. 

1. It is a hard World the while. 

: Old Man. Uf a poor Man ask at Door for God's fake, they 
ask him for a Licence or a Certificate from a Juftice. 
“2. Faith we have none, but what we bear upon our Bo- 
dies, our maim’d Limbs, Gold help us. 

4. And yet as lame as I am, I'll with the Kinginto France, 
if I can but crawl a Ship-board, I had rather be flain in 
France, than ftarve in Exgland., 

Old Afan. Ha, were | bur as lufty as 1 was at Shrewsbury 
Battel, I would not do as 1 do; but we are now come to 
the good Lord Cobbam’s Houle, the beft Man to the Poor 
in all Kext, reg 

4. God blefs him, there be but few fuch. 

Exter Cobham with Harpool. 
Cob. Thou peevith troward Man, what wouldf thou 
have ? 3 
Har, This Pride, this Pride, brings all to begegary, 
I ferv’d your Father, and your Grandfather, 
Shew me fuch two Men now: No, no, 
Your Backs, your Backs; the Devij and Pride 
Has cut the Throat of ali good Houfe-keeping, 
They were the beft Yeomens Mafters that _ 
Ever were in England. 

Cob. Yea, except thou have a crew of filthy Knaves 

And {turdy Rogues ftill feeding at my Gate; 
There is no Hofpitality with thee. 

_ Har. They may fit at the Gate well enough, but the De- 
vil of any thing you give them, except chey’ll eat Stones, 

Cob. “Tis long theo of {uch hungry Knaves as you: 
Yea, Sir, here’s your Retinue, your Guelts become, 
They know their Hours, I warrant yours < ree 
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Old Man. God blefs your Honour, God fave the good 
Lord Cobham, and all his Houfe. 

Sold. Good your Honour, beftow your bleffed Alms 
Upon poor Men. 

Cob, Now, Sir here be your alms Knights: 

Now are you as fafe as the Emperor. 

far. My alms Knights? Nay, they’re yours: 
It is a fhame for you, and I’ll ftand to ir, 

Your foolifh Alms maintains more Wagabonds 

Than all the Noblemen in Kent befide. 

Out you Rogues, you Knaves, work for your Livings, 
Alas, poor Men, they may beg their Hearts out, 
There’s no more Charity among Men 

Than amongft fo many Maftive Dogs. 

What make you here, you needy Knaves?2 

Away, away, you Villains. cs, 

2 Sold. \ beleech you, Sir, be good. 

Cob, Nays nay, they know thee well enough, I think chat 
all the Beggars in this Land are thy Acquaintance: go be- 
{tow your Alms, none will controul you, Sir, 

flar, What fhould I give them? you are grown fo Beg- 
garly, that you can {carce give a bitof Breadat your Doors 
you talk of your Religion fo long, that you have banith’d 
Charity from you: a Man may make a Flax-fhop in your 
Kitchen Chimnies, for any Fire there is ftirring. 

Cob.. If thou wilt give them nothing, fend them hence- 
Let them not ftand here ftarving in the Cold. 

Har. Who, I drive them hence? If I d ive poor Men 
from the Door, [ll be hane’d: I know not what I may come 
to my felf: God help ye poor Kaaver, ye fee the World. 
Well, you had a Mother: O God be withthee good Lady, 
thy Soul's at reft: fhe gave more in Shirts and Smocks to 
poor Children, than you {pend in your Houfe,and yet you 
live a Beggar too. 

Cob, Ev’a the worft deed that ever my Mother did, 

Was relieving fuch a Fool as thon. 

flar, Ay, 1 am a Fool ftill: withall your Wit you'll dies 
Becear, go too. 

(ob. Go, you old Fool, give the poor People {omething: 
Go in poor Men ino the inner Court, and take fuchAlms as 
there is to be had, | | 
Sold, 
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Sold. God blefs your Flonour. 
Har. Hang you Rogues, hang you, there’s nothing but 
Mifery amongft you, you fear no Law, you. [ Exit. 
Oldm. God blefs you good Mafter Ralph, God fave your 
Life, you are good to the Poor {til]. 
Enter the Lord Powis difguifed. 
Cob, What Fellow’s yonder comes along the Grove? 
Few Paffengers there be that know this way : 
Methinks he ftops as though he ftaid for me, 
And meant to fhroud himfelf among the Bufhes, 
I kcow the Clergy hates me'to the Death, 
And my R.eligion gets me many Foes? 
And this may be fome defperate Rogue 
Suborn’d to work me Mifchief: as pleafeth God. 
if he come toward me, fure (ll flay his coming, 


Be he but one Man, whatfoever ‘he be. { Lord Pow!s comes tt. 


1 have been well! acquainted with that Face. 

Pow. Well met, my Honourable Lord and Friend. 

Cob. You are welcome, Sir, what’eer you be; 
But of this fudden, Sir, I do not know you. 

Pow, Yam one that wifheth well unto your Honour, 
Wy Name is Powis, an olc Friend of yours. 

Cob. My Honourable Lord, and worthy Friend, 
What makes your Lordfhip thus alone in Kent 
And thus difguifed in this ftrange Attire? 

Pow. My Lord, an unexpeGed accident 
Hath at this time enforc’d me to thefe Parts, 

And thus it hapt. Not yet full five Days fince, 
Now at the laft Affize at Hereford, 

It chane’d that the Lord Herbert and my felf, 
*Mongft other things difcourfing at the Table, 
To fallin Speech about fome certain Points 

Of Wicklif’s Do&rine’gainft the Papacy, 

And the Religion Catholick maintain'd 
Through the moft part of Ewrope at chis day, 
The wilful refty Lord ftuck not to fay, 

That Wickliff was a Knave, a Schifmatick, 

His DoGrine devilifh and Heretical - 

And whatfoever he was maintain’d the fame, 
Was Traitor bothto God, and to his Country. 
Being moved at his peremptory Speech 
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I told him, fome maintain’d thofe Opinions, 
Men, and truer Subjects than Lord Herbert was: 
And he replying in comparifons, 
Your Name was urg'd, my Lord, againft this challenge, 
To be a perfect favourer of the Truth. 
And to be fhort, from words we fell to blows, 
Our Servants, and our Tenants taking parts, 
Many on both fides hurt: and for an Hour 
The broil by no means could be pacified, 
Until the Judges rifing from the Bench, 
Were in their Perfons forc’d to part the fray. 
Cob, I hope no Man was violently flain. 
Pow. Faith none | truft, but the Lord Herbers’s felf, 
Who is in truth fo dangeroufly hurt, 
As it is doubted he can hardly f{cape. 
Cob. 1 am forry, my good Lord, of thefe ill News. 
Pow, This is the caufe that drives me into Kens, 
To fhroud my felf with you fo good a Friend, 
Until 1 hear how things do {peed at home. 
Cob. Your Lordfhip is moft welcome unto Cobham: 
MBut I am very forry, my good Lord, 
My Name was brought in queftion in this matter, 
Confidering I haye many Enemies, 
That threaten Malice, and do lie in wait 
To take the vantage of the fmalleft thing. 
But you are welcome, and repofe your Lordhhip, 
And keep your felf here fecret in my Houfe, 
Until we hear how the Lord Herbez {peeds. 
Enter Hlarpool. 
Here comes my Man: Sirrah, what News? 
Har. Yonder’s one Mr. Butler of the Privy Chamber, is 
fent unto you from the King, 
Pow. Pray God the Lord Herbert be not dead, and the 
King hearing whither I am gone, hath fent for me. 
Cob. Comfort your flf, my Lord, I warrane you. 
Har. Fellow, what ails thee? do’ft thou quake 2 dot 
thou fhake? deft thou tremble? ha? 
Cob. Peace, you old Fool: Sirrah, convey this Gentleman 
in the back way, and bring the other into the walk. 
Har. Come, Sir, you're welcome, if youleve my Lord. 
Pow. Grametcy, gentle Friend, [ Exesnt. 
Cob, 
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Cob, I thought as much, that it would not be long 
Before 1 heard of fomething from thé King, 

About this matter. 
Enter Harpool, with Mafter Butler, 

Har. Sir, yonder my Lord walks, you fee him; 
PH have your Mea intro the Sellar the while. | 

Cob. Welcome, gocd Matter Bwrler. F 

But. Thanks, my good Lord: his Majefty doth commend | 
his Love unto your Lordfhip, and wills you t) repair unto / 
the Court. { 

Cob. God blefs his Highnefs, and confound his Enemie, ¢ 
I hope hiss Majefty is well ? . 

Bur. Ia good Health, my Lord. : 

Cob. God long continue it: methinks you look asthough 7 
you were not well, what ails ye, Sir2 . 

But. Faith J have had a foolifh odd mifchatce, thatvanen 
gers me - coming over Shooter’s-Hill, there came one to mee 
like a Sailor, and askt me Mony; and whilft I faid my Horfel 
to draw my Purfe, he takes the advantage of « little Bankyy’ 
and leaps behind me, whips my Purfe away, aid withafuds 
den jerk, I know not how, threw me at lealt three Yardsout 
ef my Saddle, I never was fo rob’d in all my Life. 

Cod, Lam veryforry, Sir, for your mifcharce: we will? 
fend our Warrant forth, to ftay fuch fufpicious Perfons as)" 
fhall be found, then Mr. Butler we'll attend you. i 

But. 1 humbly thank your Lordfhip, I willattend you, # 

Exter the Sumner. 

Sum. \ have the Law to warrant what I do, and thoughiy 
the Lord Cobham be a Nobleman, that difpen’es not with 
Law, I dare ferve a Procefs were he five Noblemen; though 
we Swmuers make fometimes a mad flip in a-orner witha} 
pretty Wench, a Samuer touft not go always by feeing: a¥ 
Man may be content to hide his Eyes where he may feel his 
Profit. Well, this is Lord Cobham’s Houfe, if I cannot ; 
{peak with him, [il clap my Citation upon’s Door, fo my rt 
Lord of Rocheffer bad me; but methinks here comes one of, 
his Men. 2 | 

Har, Welcome Good-fellow, welcome, who vould’ft thou 7 
{peak with? | 4 

Sum. With my Lord Cobham I would {peak if thou be | 
one of his Men, © : feet i : 
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Har. Yes, | am one of his Men, but thou canft not ipesk 
with my Lord. , 
Sum. May [ fend to him then 2 
Har. \lltell thee that, when I know thy Errand. 
Sum, I will not tell my Errand to thee. 
Har. Thenkeep it to thy felf, and walk like a Knave as 
thou cam’ ft 
Sum. 1 tellthee, my Lork keeps no Knaves, Sirrah. 
Har. Then thou ferveft him not, I believe. - Whar Lord 
isthy Matter: 
Sum. My Lord of Rochefter. 
Har. In good time: and what wouldft thou have with 
my Lord Cobham? 
Sum. | come by vertue of a Procefs, to cite him to 2 
)Pear before my Lord in the Court at Roche/fer. 
| Mar. aide. Well, God grant me Patience, I could eat 
jthis Counger. My Lord is not at home, tHtrefore it were 
1g00d, Swmmer, your carried your Procefs back. 
| Sum. Why, if he will not be fpoken withal, then wil] I 
Weave it here, and fee that he take Knowledge of ir. 
§ Har. *Zounds you Slave, do you fet up your Bills heres 
Wpo too, take 1 down again. Doft thou know what thou 
oft? Doft thou know on whom thou fervelt a Procefs?2 
. Sam. Yes, marty do I, on Sir Sohn Oldcaftie, Lord 
“Cobhan. 
) ar. I am 2lad thou knoweft him yet: and Sirrah, dof 
or know that :he Lord Cobham is a brave Lord, that kee 
jp00d Beef and Beer in his Houfe, and every Day feads a 
‘hundred poor People at’s Gate, and keeps a hundred. tall 
‘Fellows? 
Sum, Whats that to my Procefs ? 
Har. Marry this, Sir, is this ProcefS Parchment? 
Sum. Yes marry is it. 
Har. And this Seal Wax? 
Suns, It is io. 
\ Har, If this be Parchment, and this Wax, eat you this 
‘Patchment and this Wax, or I will make Parchment of your 
Skin, and beat your Brains into Wax, Sirrah, Sumner, dix 
‘@patch, devour, Sircah, devour. 
| Sam. Lam my Lord of Rechefer's Sunener, I came todo 
my Office, and thou fhalt anfwer ir. 
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Har. Sirrah, no railing; but. betake your felf to your 
Teeth, thou thalt eat no worfe than thou bring’ft with thee, 
thou bring’ft it for my Lord, and wilt thou bring my Lord 
worfe than thou wilt eat thy felt ? 

Sum. Sir, I brought it not my Lord to eat. 

Har. ©, do you Sir me now; all’s one for that, Til 
make you eatit, for bringing it. 

Sum. \ cannot eat it. 

Har. Can you not? ’sblood I'll beat you ‘till you havea 
Stomach. [ Beats him, 

Sum. O hold, hold, good Mr. Servingman, I will eatit. 

Har. Be champing, be chawing, Sir, or I'll chaw you; 
you Rogue, the pureft of the Honcy. 

Sum. Tough Wax is the pureflt Honey. 

Har. O Lord, Sir, oh, oh; 

Feed, feed, ’tis wholfome, Rogue, wholfome. | 
Cannot you; likg an honeft Summer, walk with the Devil 
your Brother, to fetch in your Bailiff’s Rents; but you 
muft come toa Noble Man’s Houfe with Procefs? If th 


Seal was as broad as the Lead that covers Rochefter Church, § 


thou fhould’ft eat if, 
Sum. O, 1 am almoft choak’d,L am almoft choak’d. 
Har. Who’s within there? will you fhame my Lord; Is 
there no Beer in the Houfe? Butler, I fay. 
Enter Butler. 


But. Here, here. 


Har. Give him Beer. | He Drinks. ¥ 


There : tough old Sheepskins, bare dry Meat. 

Sum. ©, Sir, let me go no further, TH eat my word. 

Har. Yea marry, Sir, I mean you fhall more than yout 
own word, for I’li make you eat all the Words in the Procels. 
Why you Drab-monger, cannot the Secrets of all the W enches 
in a Shire ferve your turn, but you muft come hither witha 
Citation with the Pox? I'll cite yous 
A Cup of Sack for the Samuer. 

Bar. Here, Sir, here. 

Har. Here, Slave, I drink to thee. 

Sam. I thank-you, Sir. 

Har. Now if thou find’ft thy Stomach well, becaufe thou 
fhalt fee my Lord keeps Meat.in's Houfe, if thou wilt goin 
thou ihalt have a picce of Beef te thy Break-faft. 
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Sum. No, Lam very well, good Mafter Servingman, I 
thank you, very well, Sir. 

Har. 1 am glad on’t, then be walking towards Rocheffer to 
keep your Stomach warm. And Summer, if I do know you 
diiturb a good. Wench within this Diecefs, if I donot make 
thee eat her Petticoar, if there were four Yards of Keutifh 
Cloth in’r, IT am a Villain. 

Sum. God be w’ye, Matter Servingman. 

Har. Karewel, Sumner. 

Enter Conffable. 

Con, Save you, Maft.r Harpool. 

Har. Welcome Cenftable, welcome Conftable, what 
News with thee 2 

Con. Ant pleafe you, Mafter Harpoel, lamto make Hue 
and Cry for a Fellow with one Eye, that has rob’d two 
Clothiers, and am to crave your hindrance to fearch all fu- 
fpected Places; and they fay there was a Woman in the 


[E Mite 


» Company. 


Har. Fatt thou been at the Ale-houfe? haft thou foughe 
there 2 

Com I durft not fearch in my Lord Cobham’s Liberty, ex- 
cept I had fome of his. Servants for my Warrant. 

Har, An honeft Conftable, call forth him that keeps the 
Ale-houfe there. 

Con. Ho, who's within. there2 

Ale-man. Who calls there? Oh, is't you, Mr. Conflable; 
and Mr. Harpool? you're welcome with all my Heart, what 
make you here fo early this Morning? 

Har. Sitrah, what Strangers do you lodge? there is a 
Robbery done this Morning, and we are to fearch for all 
fufpe&ed Perfons. 

le-man. Gods-bores, Tam forry, for’t.. I’faith, Sir, f 
lodge no- body, but a good honeft Prieft, cali’d Sir Fobra 
Wrotham, and a handfome Woman that is his Necce, that he 
bys he has fome Suit in Law for, and as they go up and down 
to. London, fometimes they lie at my Houfe. 

ffar. What, is the here inthy Houfe now? 

<die-man, She is, Sir: I promife you, Sir, he is. a. quict 
Man, and becaufe’he will nor trouble too mary Rooms, he 
Makes the Woman lie every Night at-his Beds Feet. 

far, Bring her forth, Conftable, bring her forth, It’s fee 
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Ale-man. Dorothy, you muft come down to Mafter Con- 
{table. 

Doll, A-non forfooth. 

Har. Welcome, fweet Lafs, welcome. 

Doll. I thank you, good Sir, and Mafter Conftable alfo, 

Har. A plump Girl by the Mafs, a plump Girl; ha, 
Doll, ha. Wilt thou forfake the Prieft, and go with me, 
Doli 2 
Con. Ah! well faid, Mafter Harpool, you are a merry old 
Mian i’faith; you will never be old now by the Mack, «a 
pretty Wench indeed. 

Har. Ye old mad merry Conftable, art thou advis’d of 
that? Ha, well faid Doll, fill fome Ale here. 

Doll. afide. Ob! if 1 wilt this old Prieft would not ftickto 
me, by Fove I would ingle this old Serving-man. | 

Har. O you old mad Colt, rfaith Pil ferk you: fill all 
the Pots in the Houfe there. 

Con. Oh! wal faid Mafter Harpool, you are a Heart of 
Oak when all’s done. ! 

Har. Ha Doll, thou haft a {weet pair of Lips by the 
Mats. 
Doll, Truly you are a fweet old Man, as ever I faw; 
by my Troth, you have a Face able to make any Womanin 
Lave with you. 

Har. Fill, fweet Doll, Vl) drink to thee. 

Doll. 1 pledge you, Sir, and thank you therefore, and I 
pray you let it come. 

Har. (Imbracing her.] Dol, canft thou love me? a mid 
merry Lafs, would to God I had never feen thee. 

Doll. 1 warrant you, you will not out of my Thoughts 
this Twelvemonth, truly you are as full of Favour, as any 
Man mzy be. Ah thefe fweet Gray Locks, by my Troth 


they are moft lovely, 
Con, Cuds bores, Matter Harpool, I'll have one Buls 


too. | 
Har. No licking for you, Conftable, hand off, hand off. 
Con. Berlady love Kifling as well as you. 
Doll. Oh, you are an odd Boy, you have a wanton Eye 
ofyour own: ah you {weet fugar-lipt Wanton, you will 


winas many Womens Hearts as come in your Company. 
% ; Enter 


[ She enters, 
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Enter Prieft. 

Prieff. Doll, come. hither. 

Har. Prieft, fhe thall not. 

Doll. Til come anon, {weet Love. 

Prieft. land off, old Fornicator. 

Har. Vicar, Vl fit here in {pighte of thee, is this ftuff for 
a Prieft to carry up and down with him ? 

Prief. Sirrah, doft thou not know that a good Fellow Par- 
fon may have a Chappel of Eafe, where his Parifh Church 
is far off ? 

Har. You Whorfon fton’d Vicar. 

Prieff. You old Ruffin, you Lion of Cor/ol. 

fiazr. *Zounds, Vicar, il geld you. | Flies npon him, 

Cox. Keep the King’s Peace. 

Doll, Murder, murder, murder! __ 

<le-man. Fold, as you are Men, hold ; for God’s fake be 
quiet: put up your Weapons, you draw not in my Houfe. 

Har. You Whorfon Bawdy Prieft. 

Prieft, You old Mutton-monger, 

Con. Hold, Sir John, hold. 

Doll. I praythee, {weet Heart, be quiet, I was but fitting 
to drink a Pot of Ale with him, even as kinda Manas ever 
I met with. 

Har. Thou art a Thief, I warrant thee: 

Prieft. Then I am but as thou haft been ia thy Days, 
let’s not be afham’d of our Trade, the King hath been a Thief 
himfelf. 

Doll. Come, be quiet, haft thou fped 2 

Pricft, I have, Weach, here be Crowns faith. 

Doll, Come, let’s be all Friends then. : 

Con. Well faid, Miftrefs Dorothy. 

Har. Thou art the maddeft Prieft that ever I met with, 
Prieft. Give me thy Hand, thou art as good a Fellow: 
fam a Singer, a Drinker,a Bencher, a’ Wencher; I can fay a 
Mafs, and kifs.a Lafs : Faith, I have a Parfonage, and be- 
caufe I would not, be at too much Charges, this Wench 

ferveth me for a Sexton. 

Har. Well faid, mad Prieft, we'llin and be Friends, 
| Exewnt. 


v 


Voy. VI. Bb Enter 


ima 
{ 
| 
(7) 
[ie 
“a 1 ¥ aS 
xe 
pars 
44 
{ 
7 
ve 
' 
ll 
" : 7 
i$ 
~~ . 
+i 
v 
7 
rau 
rf , 
( : 
j 


a 
eae v. 
Se: =e 


= =f. es . “Meet 
FO Pe yt hE Beare 4 aoe ag 
tye hp menage 1 al =~ vornrtie 
—=- fags jam ~ — 2 
a eben a seep eae S as 
: ee aeons >t ‘eS 2S 
em oe Se ar Ss _—vinge's 
= = <a y wee a. ian ey : 
pt ete ¥ 
- x 


Fe 
=u! 
RE 
fi) 
Sat 
j : 


ee 


pS 


aa 
em 3a 
eS EES 5 


—— 
-——-— = 


Eee 


me 


— os Tse tt : 
2 Be ten ~~. + > 
~~a- =— oe 
=: =p 
== i a 
- Sa ne 








Ss, 
~. 


3134 The Hiflory oF 


Enter Sir Roger AGon, Alafter Bourn, Adafer Beverley, 
and Willism Murley the Brewer of Dunftable. 

Ait. Now Matter Adauriey, E am well aflur’d 
You know our Errand, and do like the Caufe, 

Being a Man affectcd as we are. 

Mur. Marry God dild ye dainty my dear : No Ma- 
fter, cood Sir Roger -déton, Mafter Bourn, and Matter 
Beverley, Gentlemen and Juftices of the Peace, no Matter, 
I, but pain William Adurley the Brewer of Dunftable, your 
hon ft Neighbour and your Friend, if ye be Mea of my 
Prof. flion. 

Bev. Prof.ffed Friends to Wickliff; Foes to Rome. 

Mur. Hold by me, Lad, lean upon that Staff, good 
M.fter Beverley, all of a Houfe, fay your Mind,. fay your 
Mind. 

Ait, You koow our Faétion now is grown fo great 
Throughout the Realm, that it begins to fmoak 
Into the Clergies Eyes, and the King’s Ears 3 
High time it 1s that we were drawn to head, 

Our General and Officers appointed. 

And Wars ye wot, will ask great ftore of Coin, 
Able to ftrength our ection with your Purf?, 

You are Eleéted' for a Colenel 

Over a Regiment of fifteen Bands. 

Mur. Fue, Paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro, be it 
more or lefs upon occafion, Lord have Mercy upon us, 
what a World is this! Sir Roger Afton, I am but a Danftas 
ble Man, a plain Brewer, ye know : Willlufty Caveliering 
Captains (Gentlemen) come at my Calling, go at my bide 
ding ? dainty my Dear, they'll doa Dog of Wax, a Horfe 
of Cheefe, a Prick anda Pudding ; no, no, ye muft appoint 
fome Lord or Knight at leaft, to that place. 

Bour. Why, Matter Adurley, you fhall be a Knight: 
Were you not in Ele@tion to be Sheriff ? 

Have ye not pafs’d all Offices but that ? 
Have ye not Wealth to make your Wifea Lady ? 
TP warrast you, my Lord, our General | 
B.ttows that Honour on you, at firft fight. 

4d4ar. Marry God dild ye djinty my Dear : 
But-cell me, who thall be our General. 
Wheie’s the Lord Cobham, Sir Fohn Ooldcaftle, 

| That 
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That noble Alms-giver, Houfe-keeper, virtuous, 
Religious Gentleman ? Come to me*there, Boys, 
Come to me there. 

Aa. Why, who but he fhall be ovr General ? 

Mur. And fhall he Knight me, and make me Colonel? 

i, My word for that, Sir William Murley Koigbt. 

Mur. Fellow, Sir Roger Acton Knight, all Feilows f 
mean in Arms, how ftrong are we 2 how many Partners ? 
Our Enemies befide the King are mighty, be it more or Icfs 
upon occafion, reckon our Force. 

Ait, There are of us, our Friends, and Followers, 
Three thoutand and three hundred at the leaft: 

Of Northern Lands four thoutfand, befide Horft: 
From Kexzt there comes with Sir Fobx Oldcaftle 
Seven thoufand : then from Loezdox iffue our, 

Of Matters, Servants, Strangers, Prentices, 

Forty odd thoufand into Ficker Field, 

Where we appoist our fpecial Rendevouz, 

Atur. Fue, paltry, paitry, in end out, to and fro, Lord 
have“Mercy upon us, whit a World is this! Where's that 
Ficket Bield, Sir Roger? 

Ait; Behind St. Giles’s in the Field, near Holbourn, 

/ 
to Tyourz, on old fay. For the Day;, for theDay 2 

Ait. On Friday next, the Fourteenth day of Fanuary. 

Mur. Tily va'ly, trait me never if [have any liking of 
that Day. Fue, palry, paltry, Friday, quoth a, difinal day 
Childermas-day this Yeat was Friday. 

Bev. Nay Matter Adarley, if you obferve fuch days, 

We make fome qucftion of. your: Conftaricy. 
All Days are alike to Men refolvdim Right. 

Mur. Say Amen, and> fay .Ao. more, but fay and hold 
Malter Beverely : Friday next, and Ficker Pield, and Willian 
Murley and his merry Men fhall be all one : I have half a 
{core Jades that draw my Beer Cart, and évery Jade hull 
bear a Knave, and every Knave fhall wear a Jack; and eve- 
ry Jack thall have aScull, and every Scull fhall Mew a Spear, 
and every Spear fhall’killa Poe at FPreket Field, at Ficket Field : 
John and Tom, Dick and Hodgey Ralph ana Robin, William 
and George, and all my Kaaves fall fight like Men, at 
Figket Ficid, on Friday next. | 

Bb 2 Bourn 
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Bourn. What Sum of Mony mean you to disburle: ? 

Mur. lc may be modeftly, decently, and fobsrly, and 
handfomely, I may bring five hundred Pound. 

Al, Five hundred, Man? five thoufand’s not erough, 
As hundred thoufand will not pay our Men 
Two Months together , either come prepar’d 
Like a brave Koight, and Martial Colonel, 

In elittering Gold, and gallant Furniture, 
Bringing in Coin, a Cart-load at leaft, 

And all your Followers mounted on good Horfe, 
Or never come digraceful to us all. 

Bev. Perchance you may be chofen Treafurer, 
Ten thoufsnd Pound’s the beaft that you can bring, 

Aur. Paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro: upon ocs 
cafion I have ten thoufand Pound to fpend, and ten too, 
And rather than the Bifhop fhallhave his will of me formy 
Confcience, it fhall all go. Flame and Flax, Flax and Flame: 
It was got with Water and Malt, and it fhall fly vith Fire 
and Gun-powder. Sir Roger, a Cart-load of Mory.’till the 
Axletree crack; my felf and my Men in Ficket Fidd on Frie 
day next : remember my Knight-hood-and my Plac:: there’s 
my Hand, I’ be there. | Exit. 

Ait, See what Ambition may perfwade Men to, 

In hope of Honour he will fpend himfelf. 

Bourn. 1 never thought a Brewer half fo rich. 

Bev. Was never Bankrupt Brewer yet but one, 
With ufiag too much Malt, too little Water. 

A, That’s no fault in Brewers now adays : 

Come, away about our Bufinefs. [ Exeunt. 
Enter King, Duke of Suffolk, Adafter Butler, Oldcaftle 
Kneeling to the King. 

King. *Tis not enough, Lord Cobham, to fubnit, 

You muft forfake your grofs Opinion : 

The Bifhops find themfelves much injured, 

And though for fome good Service you have dore, 
We for our part are pleas'dto pardon you, 

Yet they will not fo foon be fatisfy’d. 

_ €eb, My gracious Lord, unto your Majefty, 
Next unto my God, I owe my Life; 

And what is mine, either by. Nature’s gift, 

Or Fortune's bougty, all is at your Service. 
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But for Obedience to the Pope of Rome, 
I owe him none; nor fhall his thaveling Priefts 
; | § 
That are in England, alter my belief, 
If out of Holy Scripture they can prove 
That I am in an Error, [ will yield, 
And gladly take Inftrn@ion at their Hands: 
But otherwife, I do befeech your Grace, 
My Confcience may not be incroach’d upon. 
k King. We would be loth to prefs our Subje@s Bodies, 
Much lefs their Souls, the dear redeemed part 
Of him that is the Ruler of us all: 
Yet let me Counfel you, that might command ; 
Do not preiume to tempt them with ill words, 
Nor fuffer any meetings to be had 
Within your Houfe, but to the utrermoft 
Difperfe tae Flocks of this new gathering Se&., 
Cod. My Liege, if any Breath that dares come forth, 
And fay, my Life in any of thefe Points 
Deferves th’ attainder of ignoble Thoughts : 
Here ftand I, craving no remorfe at all, 
But even the utmoft Rigour may be fhown. 
King. Let it fuffice, we know your Loyalty, 
What have you there? 
Cob. A Deed of Clemency; 
Your Highnefs Pardon for Lord Powis Life, 
Which I did beg, and you, my Noble Lord, 
Of gracious Favour did youchfafe to grant. 
King. But yet it is not figned with our Hand. 
Cob. Not yet, my Liege, 
King. The Faét you fay was done 
Not of propenfed malice, bur by chance, 
Cob. Upon mine Honour fo, no otherwife, | Writes. 
King. There is his Pardon, bid him make cminds, 
And cleanfe his Soul to God for his offence, 
What we remit, is but the Body's fcqurge, 
How now, Lord Bifhop? | 
Enter Bifbop of Rochefter. 
Roch, Juftice, dread Soveraign, 
As thou ar: King, fo grant I may have Jutftice, 
King. What means this Exclamation ¢ Jet us know. 
Koch, Ah, my good ame rg State's abys’d,j 
3 A‘ 
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And our Decrees moft fhamefully prophan’d, 
? 


King, How? O1 by whom 

Roch, Even by this Herctick, 
This Few, this Traitor to your Majelty. 

Cob, Pielate, thou lyeft, even in thy greafic Maw, 
Or whofoever twits me with the Name 
Of cither Traitor, or of Heretick, 


King. Forbear, I fay: and Bifhop, thew the Caufe 
From whence this late abufe hath been deriy’d. 
Roch. Thus, mighty King: by general confent 
A Meflznger was fent to cite this Lord 
Yo make appearance in the Confiltory : 


oming to his Houfe, a Ruffian Slave, 


1is daily Fellowers, met the Man | 
3 e 
Ine him tO pe 2 Parator 


alts him firf, and after in contempt 


OyY us, a Ta Out proc Ci US; makes him eat | 

The written Procefs, Parchment, Seal and alls 

Whercby this Matter neither was brought forth, 

Nor we but fcorn’d for our Authority, 
Kizc. When was this done? 


Roch, At Gx a Clock this Morning. 
King. And when came you to Court ? 
Cob, Laft Night, my Liege. 
King. By this it feems he is not guilty of it, 
And you have done him wrong t accufe him fo. 
Roch. But it was done, my Lerd, by his appojaimene 
Qr elfe his Man durft not have been fo bold. 
Kixg. Ox elfe you durft be bold to interrupt 
And fijl our Ears with frivelous Complaints. 
Is this the Duty you do bear to us? 
Was't not fufficient we did pafs our word 
To fend for him, but you mifdoubting ir, 
Or which is woife, intending to foreftal 
Our Regal Power, mult likewife fummon him ? 
"This favours of Ambition, not of Zeal, 
And rather proves you malice his E flare, 
Than any way that he offcnds the Law. 
Go too, we like it not: and he your Officer 
Had bis. defere for being Infolent, 
Ener 
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Enter Lord Huntington. 
That wa imploy’d fo much amifs herein. 
So Cobbim when you pleafe, you may depart. 
Cob. { humbly bid farewel unto my Liege. | Exit, 
King. Farewel; what's the News by Huntington? 
Hun, Sir Roger Aiton, and a Crew, my Lord, 
Of bold Seditious Rebels, are in Arms, 
Totendirg Reformation of Religion. 
And with their Army they intend to pitch 
In Ficke Field, unlefs they be repuls’d. 
King. So near our Prefeice? Dare they be fo bold ? 
And wil proud Wer and eager thirft of Blcod, 
Whom ve had thought to entertain far of, 
Prefs forth upon us tn our Native Bounds? 
Muft we be fore’d to hanfel our fharp Blades 
In England here, which we prepat'd for France ¢ 
Well, 2 God’s Name be it. What's their Number, fay, 
Or whes the chief Commander of this Row ? 
Hun. Their Number is-not known as yet, my Lord, 
But ’tisreported, Sir Fobn Oldca/tle 
Is the chief Man, on whom they do depend, 
King. How? the Lord Cobham? 
. Han. Yes, my gracious Lord. 
Roch. 1 could have told your Majefty as much 
Before he went, but that i faw your Grace 
Was too much blinded by his Flattery. 
Suff. Send Poft, my Lord, to fetch himback again. 
But. Traitor unto his Country, how he fmooth’d 
And feem’d as Innocent as Truth it fell? 
King. I cannot think it yet he would be falfe : 
But if he be, no matter, lec him 20s 
We'll meet both him and them unto their woe. 
Roch. This falls out well; and at the lait I hope 
To fee this Heretick die iva Rope. | Excunt. 
Entr Earl of Cambridg?, Lord Scroop, Gray, ana 
yes Chartres the French Fadfor.s 
Scros. Once more, my Lord of Cambridge, make Rehearfal 
How you do ftand Intituled to the Crown, 
The deper fhall we print it in our Minds, 
And evry Man the better be refolv’d, 
When he perceives his Quarrel to be jul. 
| Bb 4 C4. 
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Cam. Then thus, Lord Scroop, Sit Thomas Gray, 
And you, Monfieur de Charires, Agent for the French. 
This Lionel, Duke of Clareuie, (as I faid) 
Third Son of Edward (Englana’s King). the Third, 
Had Iflue, Philip his fole Diughter and Heir; 
Which Philip aftex ward was given in Marriage 
To Edmund Mortimer the’ Earl ofaUarch, 
And by him had a Son call’d Roger Afortimer ; 
Which Roger likewife had of his Defcerit, 
Edmund, Roger, Ann and Elianor, 
Two Daughters and two Sons, but of thofe, three 
Dy’d without Iffue: 4x, that did Survive, 
And now was left her Pather’s only Heir, 
My fortune was to marry, being too 
By my Grandfather of Kine Edward's Line s 
So of his Sirename, I am ecall’d you krow. 
Richard Plantagenet, my Father was, 
Edward the Duke of York, snd Son and Heir, 
To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third’s firft Son. 
Scroop. So that it feems your Claim comes by your Wife, 
As lawtul Heir to Roger Adtortimer, 
The Son of Edmund, which did marry Philip 
Daughter and Heir to Lionel Duke of Clarence. 
Cam. True, for this'Harry, and his Father both, 
Harry the frit, as plainly doth appear, 
Are falfe Intruders, and Ufurp the Crown. 
For when Young Richard was at Pomfret lain, 
Jn him the Title of Prince Edward dy’d, 
Thet was the Eldeft of King Edsard’s Sons: 
William of Hatfield, and their fecond Brether 
Death in his Nenage had before bereft: 
So that my Wife dériv’d from Lionel, 
Third Son unto King Edward, ought proceed 
And take Poffeffion of the Diadem 
Before this Harry, or his Father King, 
Who fetcht their Title but from Lancaffer, 
FPoorth of that Royal Line. And being thus 
W hat reafon is’t,but the fhould have her Right? 
Scroop. Tam refolv’d, our Enterprize is jutt. 
Gray. Harry thall Die, or elie refign his Crown, 
Cuar. Perform but that, and Charles the King of France 
Shall 
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Shall aid you Lords, not only with his Men, 

But fend you Mony to maintain your Wars: 

Five hundred thoufand Crowns he bad me proffer, 

If you can ftop but Harry’s Voyage for France. 
Scroop. We never had a fitter time than now, 

The Realm in fuch divifion as it is. 

Cam. Befides you muft perfivade you, there is due 
Vengeance for Richard’s Murther, which although 
It be deferr’d, yet will it fall at left, 

And now as likely as-another time. 
Sin hath had many Years to ripen in, 
And now the Harveft cannot he far off, 
Wherein the Weeds of Ufurpation 
Are to be crop’d, and caft into the Fire. 
i Scroop, No more, Earl Cambridge, here I plight my Faith, 
To fet.up thee and thy renowned Wife, 
Gray. Gray will perform the fame, as he is Knight. 
Char. And to affift ye, as E faid before, 
Chartres doth ’gape the Honour of his King. 

Scraop. We lack but now Lord Cobham's Fellow thip, 
And then our Plot were abfolute indeed. 

Cam. Doubt not of him, my Lord; his Life’s purfu'd 
By the incenfed Clergy, and of late 
Brought in difpleafure with the King, affures 
He may be quickly won to our Faction. 

Who hath the Articles were drawn at large 
Of our whole purpofe? 

Gray. That have 1, my Lord. 

Cam. We fhould not now be far of from his Houfe, 
Our ferious Conference hath bepuil’d the way : . 
See where his Caftle ftands, give me the writing. 
When we are come unto the Speech of him, 

Becaufe we will not ftand to moke recount 

Of that which hath been faid, here he thall read 

Our Minds at large, and what we crave of him. 
_ Enter Lord Cobham. 

Scroops A ready way; here comes the Man him{If 
Booted and fpuri’d, it feems he hath been riding, 

Cam, Weil me’, Lord Cobham. | 

Cob. My Lord of Cambridge? 

Your Honour is moft welcome into Kent, 
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And all the reft of this fair Company. 
Iam new come from Londen, gentle Lords: 
But will ye not take Cowling for your Holt, 
And fee what entertainment it affords? 
Cam. We were intended to have been your Guefts: 
But now this lucky Meeting thall fuffice 
To end our Bufinefs, and defer thet kindnefs. 
Cub. Bufinels, my Lord? what Bufinefs fhould 
Let you to be merry? we have no delicatés; 
Yet this Pl promife you, apiece of Venifon, 
A Cup of Wine, and fo forth, Hunters fares 
And if you pleafe, we'll ftrike the Stag our felves 
Shali Gil our Difhes with his well-fed Fleth. 
Scroop. That is indeed the thing we all defire, 
Cob. My Lords, and you fhall have your choice with me. 
Cam. Nay, but the Stag which we defire to ftrike, 
Lives not in Cowling: If you will confent, 
And go with us, we'll bring you toa Foreft, 
Where runs a luéiy Herd; among the which 
There is a Stag fuperior to the reft; 
A ftately Beaft, that when his Fellows run 
He leads the Race, and beats the fullen Earth, 
As though he fcorn’d it with his trampling Hoofs, 
Aloft he bears his H ad, and with his Breaft 
Like a huge Bulwark counter-checks the Wind: 
And when he ftandeth ftill, he ftretcheth forth 
His proud ambitious Neck, as if he meant 
»To wound the Firmament with forked Horns. 
Cob, *Tis pity fuch a goodly Beaft fhould die. 
Cam. Not fo, Sir Fohn, fir he is Tyranaous, 
And goes the other Deer, and will not keep 
Wichia the limits are appointed him. 
Of late he’s broke into a Several, 
Which doth belong to me, and there he fpoils 
Both Corn and Pafture, two of his wild Race 
Alike for fealth, and covetous incroaching, 
Already are remov’d; if he were dead, 
I fhould not only be fecure from hurt, 
But with his Body make a Royal Feaft. 
Scroop. How fay you then, will you firt hust with us? 


Cob. 
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Cob, Faith, Lords, I like the Paftime, where’s the place? 
Cam. Perufe this writing, it will thew you all, 
And what occafion we have for the {port. | He reads. 
Cob. Call ye this Hunting, my Lords? Is this the Stag 
You fain would chafe, Harry our dread King? 
So we may make s Banquet for the Devil? 
And in the ftead of wholfome Meat, prepare 
A Dith of Poifon to confound our felves. 
Cam. Why fo, Lord Cobham? See you not our claim? 
And how imperioufly he holds the Crown? 
Scroop. Befides, you know your felf is in difgrace, 
Held as a Recreant, and purfu’d to Death, 
This will deferd you from your Enemies, 
And ftablifh your Religion through the Land. 
Cob, Notorious Treafon! yet I will conceal [ Afide. 
My fecret Thoughts to found the Depth of it. 
My Lordof Cambridge, 1 do {ee your claim, 
And what good may redoind unto the Land, 
By profecuting of this enterprife. 
But where are Men? where’s pow’r ard furniture 
The order fuch an Aétion? we are weak, 
Harry, you know’s a mighty Potentate, 
Cam. Tut, we are flrong enough; you are beloy’d, 
And many will be glad to follow you, 
We arethe like, and fome will follow us: 
Nay, there is hope from France: Here's an Ambaflador 
That promifeth both Men and Many too. 
The Commons likewife, as we hear, pretend 
A fudden Tumult, we will join with them. 
Cob. Some likelihood, I muft confefs, to {peed : 
But how fhall I believe this in platn trurh? 
You are, my Lords, fuch Men as live in Ceurt, 
And have been highly favour’d of the King, 
Efpecially Lord Scroop, whom ofrentimes 
He maketh choice of for his Bed-fellow. 
And you, Lord Gray, are of his Privy-Council: 
Is not this train lsid to intrap my Life? 
Cam. Then perifh may my Soul; what, think you fo2 
Scroop. We'll fwear to you. 
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Gray. Or take the Sacrament. eee 
Cob. Nay you are Noblemen, and I imagine, 


As you are honourable by Birth, and Blood, 
So you will be in Heart, in Thought, in Word. 
I crave no other Teftimony but this: 
That you would all fubfcribe, and fet your Hands 
Unto this writing which you gave to me. 
Cam. With all our Hearts:;\Who hath any Pen and Ink¢ 
Scroop. My Pocket fhould have one; O, here it is. 
Cam. Give it me, Lord Scroop. There is my Name. 
Scroop. And there is my Name. 
Gray. And mine. 
Cob. Sir, let me crave that you would likewife write | 
our Name with theirs, for Confirmation of your Matter’s 
words, the King of Frauce. 
Char. That will I, noble Lord. 
Cob. So, now this Aion is well knit together, 
And Iam for you; where’s our Meeting, Lords ? 
Cam. Here, if you pleafe, the tenth of Fuly next. 
Cob, In Kent? agreed. Now let us into Suppers 
I hope your Honours will not away to Night. | 
Cam. Yes prefently, for I have far to ride, 
About folliciting of other Friends, 
Scroop. And we would not be abfent from the Court, 
Left thereby grow fufpicion in the King. 
Cob. Yet talte a cup of Wine before ye go. 
Cm. Not now, my Lord, we thank you: fo farewell. 
[ Exeunt all but Cobham. 
Cob. Farewel, my noble Lords, My noble Lords? 
My noble Villains, bafe Confpirators, 
How can they look his Highnefs in the Face, 
Whom they fo clof:ly ftudy to betray ? 
But Vil not fleep until I make it known, 
This Head thall not be burthen’d with fuch Thoughts, 
Nor in this Heart will I conceal a Deed 
Of fuch impiety againft my King. 
Madam, how now 2 
Enter Lady Cobham, Lord Powis, Lady Powis, and Harpool. 
L.'Cob, You're welcome home, my Lord : 


Why feem ye fo unquiet in your Looks¢ 
| What 


Sir John O \dcaflle. 3145 
What hath befall’a you that difturbs your Mind? 
L. Pow. Bad News I am afraid touching my Husband. 
Cob. Madam, not fo; there is your Husband’s Pardon; 
Long may ye live, each joy unto the other. 
L. Pow. So great a Kindnefs, as I know not howto reply, 
my Senfe is quite confounded. 
Cob. Let that alone; and, Madam, ftay me not, 
For I muit back unto the Court again, 
With ail the {peed I can: Harpool, my Horfe. 
L. Cob. So foon my Lord? what will you ride all Night ? 
Cob. All Night or Day, it muft be fo feet Wife; 
Urge me not why, cr what my Bufinefs is, 
But get you in: Lord Powis, bear with me. 
And, Madam, think your welcome ne’er the worfe, 
My Houfe is at your Ufe. Harpool, away. 
Har. Shall I attend your Lordfhip to the Court 2 
Cob. Yea Sir, your Gelding, mount you prefently. [ Exit. 
L, €ob, 1 prithee Harpool look unto thy Lord 
I do not like this fudden potting back, 
Pow. Some: earneft Bufinefs is a-foot belike, 
Whatc’er it be, pray God be his good Guide. 
L. Pow, men, that hath fo highly us befted. 
ZL, Cob. Come, Madam, and my Lord, we'll hope the beft, 
¥ou fhall not into Wales *till he return. 
Pow. Though great Occafion be we fhou!d depart, 
Yet, Madam, will we ftay to be refolv’d 
Of this unlook’d for doubtful Accidcpt. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Murley and his Aen, prepar'd in fome filthy Order 
for War. 


Mur, Come my Hearts of flint, modeftly, decently, 
foberly, and handfomly; no Man afore his Leader: Fol- 
low your Mafter, your Captain, your Knight that thall 
be, for the honour of Meal-men, Millers, and Malt-men, 
Dun isthe Moufe: Dick and Tom for the credit of Dun- 
fiable, ding down the Enemy to Morrow. Ye hall not 
come into the Field like Beggars. Where be Leenard and 
Lawrence my two Loaders? Lord have mercy upon us, 
what a World isthis? I wauld give a couple of Shillings 
for a dozen of good Feathers for ye, and forty Pence for as 
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many Scarfs to fet you out withal. Froft and Snow, aMian 
has no Heart to fight. ’till he be brave. 

Wick. Matter, we are no Babes, our Town Foot-Balls 
can bear witnels; this little ’parrel we have fhail off, and 
we'll fight naked before we ran away. 

Tom, Nay» I’m of Lawrence mind for that, for he medns 
to leave his Life behind him, he and Leozard, your two 
Loaders are making cheir Wills becaufe they bave Wives, 
now we Batéhelors bid our Friends f{eramble for 
our Goods if we die: But Mafter, pray let me ride upon 
Cut. 

Mur. Meal and Salt, Wheat and Male, Fire and Tow, 
Eroft and Snow, why Tom thou fhalt. Let me fee, here 
are you, William and George are with my Cart, and Robin 
and Hodge holding my ewa two Horlss; proper Men, hind 
fome Men, tall Mer, true Men. 

Dick. But Matter, Matter, methirks .you’ are mad 
to hazard your ows Perfon, and a Cart-Load of Mony 
too. 

Tom, Yea, and Mafter there’s: a worfe matter in’ty if it 
be as heard fay, we go fight againft all the learned Bithopss 
thar fhould give us their blefling, andif they curfe us, we 
fhall peed ne’er the better. 

Dick, Nay Bulady, fome fay the King takes their part, 
and Matter'dare you fight againft che King? 

Mur. Fre paltry, paltry, mn and out, to and fro upon oc. 
eafion, if the King be fo unwile to come there, we'll fight 
with him too. 

Tint, What if ye thould’kill the King? 

Mar. Then we'll make another. 

Dick, Is that all? do ye not {peak Treafon? ; 

Mur, Ufwe do, who dare trip us? We come to fight 
for our Confcience, and for Honour; little know you what 
is in my Bofom, lock here mad Koaves, a pair of gilt 
Spurs. 

Tom, Acprir of Golden. Spurs? Why do you not put 
themon your Heels ¢ Your Bofom’s no piace for Spurs. 

Mar. Bec more or lefs upon occafior, Lord have mercy 
upon uss Zomthou'st.a Fool, aid thou fpeak’ft Treafon 
to Knight-hood: Dare any wear Gold or Silver Spurs, "till 


he be a Knight? No, [I hall be Knighted to momoW, 
an 
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and then they fhall on: Sirs, was it ever read in the 
Church-book of Duxftable; that ever Malt-man was made 
Knight ? 

Tom. No, but you are more: You are Meal-man, Malta 
man, Miller, Corn-msfiers, and all. 

Dick. Yea, and balfa brewer too, and the Devil and all 
for Wealth: You bring more Mony with you than all the 
reft, 

Mur. The more’s my Honour, I fhall be a Knight. to 
morrow. Le:me ‘{pole my Mén, Tom upon. Cxz, Dick up- 
on Hob, Hodge upon Bali, Ralph upon Sorrel; and Robin up- 
on the. Fore-horfc. 

Ener Acton, Bourn, and Beverley. 

Jom, Stand, who comes there ? 

Mi. All Friends, good Fellow. 

Mur. Friends and Fellows indeed, Sir Roger. 

4%, Why, thus you fhew your {elf a Gentleman, 


. Po keepy your Day, and come fo well prepar’d. 


Your Cart ftands yonder guarded by your Men, 
Who tel me it is loaden well with Coin, 
W hat Sum is there ? 

Mur. Ten thoufand Pousd, Sir Roger, and modefily, 
decently, fobcrly, and: handfomely, fee what I have here 
egainit I be Kaighted. 

Att, Gilt Spars?’ Tis well. 

Mur. Where’s our Army, Sir? 

Att. Difperft in fondry Villages abouts 
Some here with usin Aigh-gate, fome at Finchley, 

Totnum, Enfield, Edmunton, Newington, 

Tflington, Hog/done, Pancredge, Kenjington, 

Some nearer; Thames, Ratcl:ff, Blackwall, and Bow: 
But our chief Strength mult be the Londoners, 
Which, eer the Sun to morrow fhine, 

Wilbbe near fifty thoufand. in the Field. 

Mur, Marry, God dild ye, dainty my Dear, but upon 
occafion, Sir Roger Aiton, doth not the King know cf _ it, 
and gather his Power againft usé 

At. No, he’s fecure at Elrham. 

Mur, What do the Clergy? 

At, Fear extreamly, yet prepare no forez, 

| Mur. 





a 


Mur. In-and out, to and fro, bully my boykin, we thall 
carry the World afore us, | vow; by my worfhip, when I 
am Knighted, we'll take the King napping, if he ftand on 
their part. 

A&. This Night we few in High-gate will repofes 
With the firft Cock we'll rife and arm our felves, 

To be in Ficket-field by break of Day, 

And there expect our General. 
Mur. Sir Fohn Oldcafile, what if he comes noté 
Bourn. Yet our Adion ftands, 

Sir Roger Atton may fupply his plaee. 

Mur. True, Mr. Bozrn, but who fhall make me Knight? 

Bev. He that hath pow'r to be our General. 

Act, Talk not of trifles, come let us away, 

Our Friends of Lexdon long *till it be Day. | Exeunt. 
Exter Prieft and Doll. 

Doll. By my troth, thou art as jealous a Man as lives, 

Prieff. Canft thou blame me, Dol/, thou art my Lands, 
my Goods, my Jewels, my Wealth, my Purfe, none walks 
within forty Miles of Loxdox, but a plies thee as truly, as 
the Parifh does the poor Man’s Box. 

Doll, 1am as true to thee, as the Stone is in the Wall, 
and thou know’it well enough, I was in as good doing, 
when I came to thee, as any Wench need to be; and there- 
fore thou haft tryed me that thou haft; and I will not be 
kept as I ha bin, that I will not. 

Prieft. Doll, if this blade hold, there’s not a Pedler walks 
with a pack, but thou fhalt as boldly chufe of his: Wares, 
as with thy ready Mony in a Merchant’s Shop, we'll have 
as good Silver as the King Coins:any. 

Doll. What, is all the Gold fpent you took the laft Day 
from the Courtier 2 

Prieft. °Tis gone Doll, ’tis flown; merrily come, merrily 
gone; he comes a Hoife-back that mutt pay for all; well 
have as good Meat as Mony can get, and as good Gowns 
as can be bought for Gold, be merry Wench, the Malt 
man comes on <onday. 

Doll. You might have left me at Cobham, antil you had 
been better provided for. . | 
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Prieff. No, {weet Doll, no, I like not thar, yon old 
Ruffian is not for the Prieft + I do not like a new Clerk 
thould come in the old Belfrey. 

Doll, Thou art a mad Prieft i’fgith. 

Prieff. Come Doll, Vil fee thee fife’ at fome Alc-houfe 
here at Gray, and the next Sheep that comes fhall le>ve be- 
hind his Fleece. 

Enter the King, Suffolk, avd Butler: 

King, in great hae. My Lord of Suffolk, poft away for life, 
And let our Forces of fuch Horfe and Foot, 

As can be gathered up by any means, 

Make fpeedy Rendevouz in Tw:sle-fields. 

Tt muft be done this Evening, my Lord, 

This Night the Rebels mean to draw to Head 
Near //lington, which if your {peed prevent ‘iat, 
If once they fhould unite their feveral Forces, 
Their Power is almoft thought invincible, 
Away, my Lord, I will be with you foon. 

Suf. I go, my Soveraign, with all happy fpeed. [ Exit. 

King. Make hafte, my Lord of Suffolk, as you love us. 
Butler, poft you to London with all {peed : 

Command the Mayor and Sheriffs on their Allegiance, 

The City Gates be prefently thut up, 

And guarded with a ftrong fufficient Watch, 
And not a Man be fufferec\ to pafs, 
Without a fpecial Warrant from our felf, 
Command the Poftern by the Tower be ke 
And Proclamation on the pain of Death 
That not a Citizen ftir from his Doors, 
Except fuch as the Mayor and Sheriffs thall chufe 

For their own Guard, and fafety of their Perfons: 

Butler away, have care unto my Charge, 

Bar. I go, my Soveraign. 

King, Butler. 

Bur. My Lord. 

King. Go down by Greenwitch, and command a Boat, 
At the Fryars-Bridge attend my « ming down, 

But. \ will, my Lord | | Exit Butler. 

King. It’s time I think to look unto Rebellion, 

When Afton doth expe unto his aid, 
No lefs than fifty thoufand Lozdovers, 
Vor. VI. Cc Well, 


“ 


¢ 
| Exeunt. 


pt, 
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Well, Vl to Weftminfter in this Difguife, 
To hear what News 1s flirring in chefe Brawls, 
| Enter Prieft. 

Priefts Stand true Man, fays a Thief. . 

Kine. Stand Thief, Gays a true Man: how if a Thief? 

Prieft. Stand Thief too. 

King. Then at hief or true Mas, I mutt ftand I fee, 
howloever the World wags, the trade of Lhieving yet will 
never down. . What art thou’ 

Prieft, A o0od Fellow. 

King. So ¥ am too, L fee thou doft know me. 

Pricft. Uf thou be a good Fellow, play the good Fellows 
part, deliver thy Purfe without more ado, 

King. 1 have no Mony. 

Prieft. { muft make you find fome before we part, if you 
have no Mony you fhail have ware, as many found Blows 
as your Skin can carry. 

King. \s that the plain Truth ? 

Prieft. Sitrah, no more ado; come,.come, give me the 
Mony you have. Dufpatch, I cannot ftand all Day. 

King. Well if thou wile needs have it, . there it is’; 
juft the Proverb, one Thief robs another, -Where the De- 


vil are all my old Thieves? Falfaffe that Villain is fo fat, 


he cannot get ons Horfe, but methinks Poins and Peto 
fhould be ftirring hereabouts. 

Prief. How much is there on’t of thy Word? 

Kinz. A hundred Pound in Angels, on my word. 

The time has been I would have done as much 
For thee, if thou hadft paft this way, as I have now. 

Prieft. Sirrab, What art thou? thou feem*ft a Gentle 
man ¢ : 

King. Y am no lefs, yet a poor one now, for thou halt 
all my Mony, 

Pricf. From whence cam’it thou 2 

King. From the Court at El:ham. 

Prief, Art ‘thou one of the King’s Servants? 

Kixg. Yes, that I am, and one of his Chamber. 

Pricff. 1 am glad thou'tt no worfe; thoumsyft the better 
fpare thy Mony, and think thou might’ft get a poor Thief 
his Padon ifthe thould have needy. | 

King. Yes that Ican. 


Prief. 


te 
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Priefts Wilt thot do fo miuch for me, when I fhali have 
occafion 2 | 

King. Yes faith will I, fo at be for no Murther. 

Prieft. Nay, Tam a_ pitiful Thief, all the hurt I doa 
Man; I take but his Purfe, £°N kill.no Man, 

King. Then of my Word Til do. 

Prieft. Give me thy Hand of the fame. 

King. ‘There “tis, 

Pricft.. Methinks the King fhould be good to Thieves, 
becaufe he hasbeen a Thief himfelf, alchough I think now 
he be turh’d a true Man. 

King. Faith I have heard indeed h’as had an il) Name 


that way in’s Youth ; but how canft thou tell that he has 


been a Thief? 

Prieft. How 2 becaufe he once robb’d me before I fe’ 
to the Trade my felf, when that foul Villanous Guts, that 
led him to allsthat Roguery, was in’s Company there, that 
Falftaffe. 

Prieft. Well, if he did rob thee then, thow art but even 
with him now I'll be {worn | 4fde |}: Thou knoweft not the 
King now I think, if thou faweft him ¢ 

Pricft. Not 1, faith. 

King. So it fhould feem. | Ade. 

Prieft. Well. if old King Harry had liv'd, this King that 
isnow, had made thieving the beft Trade in Englana, 

King. Why fo 2 

Prieft. Becaufe he was the chief Warden. of our Com: 
pany, it’s pity that e’er he fhould have been a King, he 
was fo brave a Thief. Buet.Sicrab, walt remember my Par- 
don if need be ? 

King. Yes Faith will I. | 

Prieft,. Wilt thou ? well then, becaufe thou fhalt go fafe, 
for thou may’ft hap (being fo early) be met with again, 
before thou come to Southwark, if any Man when he fhould 
bid thee good morrow, bid thee fland, fay thou but Sir 
Fobn, and they will let chee: pafs. 

King. Is that the word ? then let me alone. 

Price. Nay, -Sitrah, becatife I think indeed I thal have 
fome occafion to ufe thee, and as thou com’ft ofc this 
way, I miy light on thee another time not knowing thee, 

Ges here 
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here Vil break this Angel, take thou half of it, this isa To- 

ken betwixt thee and me. | 
King. God a mercy; farewel. [ Exit, 
Pricft. © my fire golden Slaves, here’s for thee, Wench, 

faith, Now, Doil, we will revel in our Bever, this “is 

a Tythe Pig of my Vicarage. God a Mercy Neighbour 

Shooters-Hilly you ha paid your Tythe honeitly. Well, I 

hcar there is a Company of Rebels up againft the King, 

pot together in Ficket-feld near Holborn, and as it is thought, 

here in Kent, the King will be there to Night in’s own 

Perfon : Well, Vil to the King’s Camp, and it fhall go hard, 

if there be any doings, but I'll make fome good Boot among 

them. [ Exit, 
Enter King, Suffolk, Huntington, and two with Lights 
King. My Lords of Suffolk and of Huntington, 

Who icouts it now ? or who ftand Sentinels ¢ 

W hat Men of Worth ? what Lords do walk the round? 
Suf. May’t pleafe your Highnefs. 
King. Peace, no more of that, 

The King’s afleep, wake not his Majefty 

With terms nor Titles; he’s at reft in Bed, 

Kings do not ufeto watch themfelves, they fleep, 

And let Rebellion and Confpiracy 

Revel and havock in the Commonwealth. 

Ts London look’d unto ? 
Hunt, \t is, my Lord, 

Your noble Uncle Exeter is there, 

Your Brother Gloucefter, and my Lord of Warwick, 

Who with the Mayor and the Aldermen 

Do gvard the Gates, and keep good Rule within. 

The Earl of Cambridge, and Sir Thomas Gray 


_ Do walk the round, Lord Scroop and Butler {cout : 


So though it pleafe your Majetty to jeft, 

Were you in Bed, well might you take yourreft. 
King. 1 thank ye Lords ; but you do know of old; 

That i have been a perfeé& Night-walker: 

London, you fay, is fafely lookt unto, 

Alas, poor Rebels, there your Aid muft fall, 

And the Lord Cobham Sir Fohn Oldcaftle, 

Qutct in Kext; Aéton, you are decetv'd : 





es 
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Reckon again, you count without your Hoft. 

To morrow you fhall give account to us, 

‘Till when, my Friends, this long could Winter’s Nighe 
How can we fpend ? King Harry is afleep, > 
And all his Lords, thefe Garments tel] us fo: 

All Friends at Foot-Ball, Fellows all in Field, 

Harry, and Dick, and George, bring us a Drum, 


+ 


Give us {quare Dict, we'll keep this Court of Guard, 
For a'l good Fellows Companies that come. 
Where’s that mad Prieft ye told me was in Arms 
To Fight, as well as Pray, if need requir’d. 

Séf. He’s in the Camp, and if he knew of this 
_Tundertake he would not be long hence. 

King. Trip Dick, trip George. 

ffunt. T mult have the Dice; what do we play at? 

Saf. Paflage, if ye pleafe. : 

Hunt. Set round then; fo at all. 

King. George, you are out. 

Give ime the Dice, I pafs for twenty Pound, 
Here’s to our lucky Paffage in France. 
Hunt. Harry, you pafs indeed, for you {weep all, 
Sef. A Sign King Harry thal! {weep all in Fraace. 
Exter Prieft. 

Prieft, Edge ye good.Fcllows, take a freth Gamefter in, 

King. Maiter Parfon, we play nothing but Gold? 

Pricft: And, Fellow, I tell thee that.the Prictt hath Gold, 
Gold ; what? ye are but Beggarly Soldicrs to me, I think 
I have more Gold than all you three. 

Hyunt, \t may be fo, but we believe it nor. 

King. Set, Prieft, fet, I pafs for all that Gold. 

Prieft. Ye pafs indeed. 

King. Prieft,, haft any more 2 

Prieff, More ? What a Queftion’s that ? 

{iT tell chee I have more than all you three, 
At thefe ten Angels. 

King. Y wonder how thou com'ft by all this Gold. 
How many Benefices halt thou, Prieft 2 

Prief?, Faith, but one, doft wonder how I come by Gold? 
I wonder rather how poor Soldiers fhould have Gold: for 
I'l] tell thee, good Fellow, we have every Day Tythes, 
OfPrings, Chriftnings, Weddings, Burials ; and you poor 

Ce 3 Snakes 


ay = te = 
NO EE ee 


~ ie AG FEE ee 
=o 8 ~_— 2 eee 2 ~ 


y 
i 
f 
| 
Ay 
tt 
hie 
sth 
if te 
et 
rhs 
Me 
Pad. i 
th; 
’ 
‘yi : 
7 
} 
ge yd 
Po eo 
ui 
Wadi Bt 
ya 
4 ieee 
4 
Wade Sr 
Oa i 
ad 
Shas 
a | 
ther 
‘ 
; 
We 
Moth 
Lula, 5 
ae 
Tt] 
ry 
f 
7 
A’ 
ity 
oe - 
Ma Ale 
wa 
? 
7 4 
ih 
mh) 
i 
ie 
RAPS, 
) 
et 7 
ee 
aha 
HY) 
30 


Se a eae ee 


729 = ’ 
i 
=: = 


erm Im + yore , 
=< —- “ ot ae. “d = 
— 5 ee a 


2 
— 


Oe 


= re 5 | 

Se ee 
= a — 
= ~— 

= _ - Z 


= 





ns 
> 


= 
ee ww = 
nw w wo bt 
a 8B te 2 Es = ce 3 "> % 
Gof fas os 3 © — zs “a —_ "= 
~_ on =x ~ 
~ + cx S> © jon oon = c + om > OR Ry 
a aS a; w rw S = 
s we C3 , Ws &e ” 
. & SN som ¢ ae Fe we) a cs ve ~ © 
cu ont 3 4 \ a ta a a> = oukest * e 
= t 3 fae ce eat ta = pom e ee 7 a a ai —— GS ~, 
bs 2 wee a”, cy ‘s Na , a yrs ee . cc 
2 $a GS we “SS £2 eed cg amp | ee — Q) 
‘ e Fep=t om Sars ; q> > © © GC Ps td = ne -_< oo 
Ve 2 | = — : be >) é ~. e 
~ . oa ro ha “--9 Low bome 7 
f ; ia rE x RS ep oe ota Q oC gud = a , a < ean. ee 
a ad na —_ r ‘oo " a ‘) ~~ “ 
Ox o> aS > co J £ Fe : oy la c 2) CF) pained sar ir ~e a aoe 
7 a3 reek 5 > = ag - — G 7 &< ~! -—~ 
as ae 2 ee eH aw 3 | MH. S 
< ae . wy —4 se Q eed Ji oe 
~~ — f oe) vost t-« — o — re Cc S: J ne Ned (2 
ova. en —em a oe o Oo - or ron) ‘ rr oe be eee 
ete = ‘ e on Sy c# bean 4 x ™ t cv C = * 
5 » ns a ) ~ - ey : 
: mom: it oe a - ; a a 
WW mR) Ls S ae 2 ‘so =e 2 
) wl —_ - co cv ~= a =) > = 
. a lend Pod . ao 6s rd a, ‘ , ; ~~ =F 7 2 ee. iJ 
: “4 ~t . <8 { ® = 4 . » oni i) -_ , 
é t “ . 
- ee - “ . — ~ rs e um aaned —— | 
a ~ 2 <> < ' i ae a > A cr 4 |. = ‘+ ct cs “Tt 42 ¢ mH... 
-s ad ¢ . . o . ‘ ‘ — cj J tend wee ~ benz a wap 2g aan 
2 ain ee (asbat 2 - & V4 wv ea. - f aed Le re 1) _— 5 Qs 
‘e or ; id : 4 n 5 we =~ ee t. ~—" - Nae a \" - ~ eh 
oe oa ‘ , tes 4 . ¥: ; t. * = { wt Bg 
. f° r 4 wey f yy x ~ j ; Ch) cy > 2 = me 
. \ — ‘ - ~. - , : , ia OOP 
New! ’ hed os Lud — Vd a = cuits + “y we WF f <4 a as 
R ° 2} 2 — —_ ~ {> - © a % e. «x % 
a ‘ x. ‘ Pa ; 5 
me " é a Cnt Co ows = eS ee a ~ —s ed eq WS OD + Pb 
~ * a ~ > us lod -~ t . be —4 
om. y 7 . : ae , : Bie te Q f © © pd nd bt} =. om 
° . da 4 aa a | cn nal Pa ae eS si % . a _ cs © G2 in 4 . Cc 
c™ - . : rr ~~ = Ld 2: et 2S: — - : ‘ Ret fond a. ~ oom dant " , ~ , 
er. 6 - oo -~ &% — ; ? +,¢ “ og ot et BS eee ee SS A is Op 
t ¢ se + ® 4 * satatied wo S $ ayant oy ; $ _ 3 ee aaa eo ve . ovat. 
“yeh a = ¢ ct Ps . . . . o> ‘ Sem 4 = ln - 
ae ay) : , » a ae ot oa en a) “peg 8 = 3 ; a ES 2 tai nm 
ey oma. e a ac aang, py . : t . ° % ~~ pee] rs 2 “ > =a ee * Ot © 
Piteseeet ~ “ domed o > s wa f% ° yn on eed i {9 
ar os ; ' 'e = oS 3 . mh oe ig Ot Ae to is 
ieee | be & wy, ~ bases ~~ ; M a qa ° = 
w : a) wey , ~< cti~ cf? ty > cs % —| 
3 : ~ ~~, aad cd i 4 o “ty - rin cs m=, 
Cc z a ¢ : ; ; : : * : 
3 - a ; x om ae a oa . ; “ > A cr qa ‘na Nines 
© <3 } stage pm 4 } -—-— . al e. er . og front 2x6 , SF </ * as = a "* 
oa % ”~ wrt | = = _ o- “ = : ot aed Wey and ca a _& c io 
4 ; nr G3 > - “4 P ol : =e a . t Se 
— ¢ “4 s ae. SAL Cm hae es -,/ ie fl co 
, 4 4 et ~ ‘3 ; ; -— my cy <e rns = lan = Reig “s : wa we 
. ¢ . on wy, Les £) e < 4 or % pt 2 wet pce e:. s y , . : rr im 
4 em « ord \ ot ww rn 
. SS ° = 2 eX ¢ 4 al ; all ‘ 4 ry fm ae o> ” cy 
: ‘ a a eu " 3 °) wi ot - Ld , a “ pecient “.., Oo 6 Dev 
Lacme on . ~ = ~ 2 = 3 ont a , > 
. - C ¢ es . % ~ 2 eux ae cu “~ 
" =f <4 r Re «<n a = ee : fens! * ce 
ean) “ ~ 7” et - a me oN ~ “ , . “ me Se “ rey sy Phe a8 ~ an a ~f = 5 
) 4 . t a “ o ‘ ’ + oN a ce ma .. f° & a a 
> 9) a . an, he jn ‘on an J : 4 > - 
i 4 " no | we <. CF \ 2 < < oN poo - <a Ne ~~ 
= a i | . . - 5 het a ‘ d “ te ; 
+ 4 Pp os hel, a i e E e — ° 4 > oad ° 
* J d 





a 
>i 
~, 
A 
i 

f 

Vv & 
€ 

o 
ti 
¥? 
= 

© 
B ¢ 
c 
K 
ah 
A 
Ca 
rE 
$i 
A 


Seal 
rat 
. 
av 
le 
aw 
y 
éT 
j 

$ 
if! 
A 

| 

A 
v 

t 
— 
> 
us 

’ 
1 
FE 
fi 
p 
aA 

? 
a7 

4 

ee 

x 

Pa 
4, 
7/7 
A. 
Dai wl 
fk} 
7 
K: 
rf 
ee 
Ki 
1. 
hi 
~~ 
gk 
P 
P 
i 


S 
: 
I 
j 
: 
i 
c 





me = + aS y 
— . 3 
H == +r a a 
- - F. == TH a ~ Doctor ta = - 2 oe —_ GA ae ee 
- - — ~ > : = a= . = PNT “= wt 0 Swe 
So a ts ns ‘1 3 os SS! SUS b - = 
ae ~ eS —~ je tay hse ver > > FP wang 2 - oa | Lomet : 
— : pees oe ee ote eta : = .m Z E ’ , Bee =e 7 —_ 
- - mr es ees ia =~ “: se! 
St i a Ss 


‘= * 


- ae. a 
SS 
ae SEE 
= ae 2a 
aaa eee 
: RS A eS er ee 


aie ue 


= —— 3 
== re ak 





Sir John ONcaht c. 3 ISS 


Prief, The Devil give ye good on’t, I am blind; you 

have blown me up. ‘ 
King. Nay, tarry, Prieft, you fhall not leave us ver, 

Do not thefe pieces fit each other well? : 
Prief. What if they do? 
King. Thereby begins a Tale: 

There wasa I hief, in Face much like Sir Fobz, 

But twas not he. Fhat Thicf was all in green, 

Met me laft Day, on Black- heath, near the Park, 

With him a Woman. I was all alone 

And Weaponlefs, my Boy had all my Tools, 

And was before providing me a Boat. 

Short tale to make, Sir fobn, the Thief I mean, 

Fook a juft hundred Pound in Gold from me. 

I ftorm’d at it, and {wore to be reveng’d 

If e’er we met; he like alufty Thief, 

Brake with his Teeth this Angel jult in.two, 


.To be a Token at our-mecting next; 


Provided I fhould charge no- Officer 

To apprehend him, but at Weapons Point 
Recover that, and what he had befide. 

Well met, Sir Fobn, betake ye to your Tools 
By Torch-light, for, Mafter Parfon, you ate a¢ 
That bad my Gold. 

Prie/?. Zounds I wof’t in play, in fair (quare Play, of the 
Keeper of Eltham-Park, and that Iwill maintain with this 
poor Whyniards be you two hon ft Mento ftandand look 
upe's, and let’s alone, and neither part. | 

King. Agreed, I charge ye do not budge a Foot. 
oir ‘Fobn, have at ye. 

Prieft. Soldier, ware your Seonce. 

Asthey proffer, enter Butler, and draws his Sword topart them. 

But. Hold, Villain, hold; my Lords, what .a'ye mean, 
To fee a Traitor draw againit the King. 

Prie#. The King? Gods will, [am is a proper pickle. 

King. Butler, what News? why doit thou trouble us ¢ 

But. Pleafe your Majefty, it’s break of Day, 

And as I feauted near to Zflingion, 
The Gray-ey'd Morning gave me glimmering, 
Of armed Men coming down Aygate-Hill, 
Who by their Courfe are coafting hitherward. 
Cc 4 King, 








~ 
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King. Let us withdraw, my Lords, prepare our Troops, 
To charge the Rebels if there be fuch Caufe : 
For this lewd Prieft, this devilifh Hypocrite, 
That is 2 Thicf, a Gamefter, and what not, 
Let him be hang’d up for Example fake. 

Prieff. Not fo, my gracious Soveraign, I confcfs I am 
a frail Man, Flefh ind Blood as other are; but fet myim- 
perfeGions afide, ye have not a taller Man, nor a truer 
Subje@ to the Crown and State, then Sir Fehx of Wro- 
thans is. 

King. Will a tru: Subje@ rob his King? 

Prieft. Alas! *twas ignorance and want, my gracious 
Liege. 

King. *T was wart of Grace. Why, you fhould be as fale 
To feafon others wth good document, 
Your Lives as Lamps to give the People Light, , 
As Shepherds, notas Wolves to fpoil the Flock ; 
Go hasg him, Bzter. 

But. Didit thounct rob me? 

Priefie | muft confefs I faw fome of your Gold, but, my 
d e:d Lord, I am:n no humour for Dezth; God will that 
Sinners live, do not you caufe me to die, Once in their 
Lives the beft may go aftray, and if the worid fay true, 
your felf, my Liege, have been'a Thief. 

King. I confefs | have, 3 
Buc I repent and have reclaim’d my felf. 

Prieft. So will ldo if you will give me time. 

King. Wilt thou? my Lords, will you be his Sureties ? 

Hunt. That when he robs agaim he fhell be hang'd. 

Prieff. I ask no more. 

King. And we vi'l grant thee that, 
Live and repent, aid prove an honeft Man, 
Wh ch when I hear, and fafe return from France, 
Pl! give vice living, °*Till when, take thy Gold, 
Bat fpend it better than in Cards or Wine, 
For better Virtues fit that Coat of thine. 

Prieft. Vivat Rex, @ carrat Lex. My Liege, if ye have 
eaufe of Battel, yethall fee Sir Fob bettir himfelf in your 
Qarrely. + [ Excdnt. 
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fin Alarum. Enter King, Suffolk, Huntington, Sir Johan 
bringing forth ACton, Beverly, and Murly, Prifoners. 

King. Bring in thofe Traitors, whole afpiring Minds 
Thought to have triumph’d ia our Ovathrow: 

But now ye fee, bafe Villains, what Succefs 

Attends ill Actions wrongfully attempted. 

Sir Roger -4éton, thou retain’ {t the Name 

Of Knight, and fhouldft be more difcrcetly temper’d 
Than join with Peafants, Gentry is Diviae, 

But thou halt made it more than popular. 

Ati, Pardon, my Lord, my Confcieace urg’d me to it. 

King. Thy Corfcience, then Confcience is corrupt, 
For in thy Confcience thou art bound to us, 

And in thy Confcience thou thouldft love thy Country, 
Elfe what's the difference twixt a Chriftian, 
And the uncivi] Manners of the Turk? 
Bey. We meant no hurt unto your Majefty, 
But Reformation of Religion. 
King. Reform Religion? was it that you fought? 
I pray who gave you that Authority 2 
Belike then we do hold the Scepter up, 
And fit within the Throne but for a Cisher. 
Time was, good Subje&s would make krown their Grief, 
And pray Amendment, not inforce the fame, 
Unlefs their King were Tyrant, whichI hope 
You cannot juftly fay that Harry is. 
What is that other? 
Suf. A Malt-Man, my Lord, 
And dwelling in Duxftable, as he fays. 

King. Sirrah, what made you leave your Barley-broth, 
To come in Armour thus againft your King ? 

Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and froyin and out upon oc- 
cafion, what a World is this? Knighthood, my Liege, ’twas 
Knighthood brought me hither, they told me I had Wealth 
enough to make my Wife a Lady. 

King. And fo you brought thofe Horks which we faw 
Trapt all in coftly Furniture, and meant | 
To wear thefe Spurs when you were Krghted on 

diur. In and out upon Occafion I did, 

King. In and out upon Occafion, the-efore you fhall he 
hang’d, and in the ftead of wearing thet: Spurs upon your 
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For if he were, how often hath he fwern, 
How gently tun’d the b Mufick of his Tongue, 
And with what amiable Face behela:he-me, 
When all, God keto: 5; was bue Hypocrifies 
Enter Lord Cobham. * 

Cob. Long Lifeand pro fperousReign untomy Lord, 

King. Ah, Villain, canft thou wath Profperiry, 
Whote Heart includeth nought but: Tre aC hery ¢ 
I do arreft chee here my felt, falfe K 
Of Treafon capital agaiaft the ‘State. 

Cob. Of Treafon, mighty. Prince 
I hope it is but in the way of Mirth 

King. Thy Neck thait feel it is in earneft fhortly. 
Dar’ft thou intrade into. my Prefence, knowing 
How heinoufly thou hattoffended us? 
But this is thy accuftomed deceit, 
Now thou perceiv’ft thy Purpe fe is in’ yain, 
With tome exct fe or ether thou wilt come 


“To ‘clear thy felf of this Rebellion. 


Co 'b, Rebellion,-good my Lord, [know of none. 
ing «If you deny if,* here 18 evidences 
See yo a fe Men; -you never countfelled, 
Nor offered them sue € in thejr Warse 
Cob. Speak, Sivs, not one but all) I crave no favour. 
Have ever I been converfant with you 2 
Or written Letters to incourage you ? 
Or kindled by the-leaft or {malleft pare 
Of this your late unnatural Repeltion’ 
Speak, for I dare the utt ermoft you can. 
Mur. in and out upon Océafion, I know you ‘not, 
King. No, didft thou not fay, that Sir Fobs Oldcaftle 
Was one with whom you purpes'd to have met 2 
Mur. True, I did fay fo, but ia what refpeé, 4 
Becaufe I heard it was reported fo. 
King. Was there no other Argument but that ? 
Aé. Tmuft confcfs we have no other Ground 
But only rumour to accufe this Lord, 
Which now I (cow was mecrly fabulous. 
King. The more >. per icious vou to taint him then, 
Whom you know was not faulty, yea or no. 
Cob, 
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Cob, Let this, my Lord, which I prefent your Grace 
Speak for my Loyalty, read thefe Articles, 
And then give Sentence of my Life or Death. 
King. Ear! Cambridge, Scroop and Gray corrupted 
Wich Bribes from Charles of France, either to win 
My Crown from me, or fecretly contrive 
My Death by Treafon? Is’t pofflible? 
Cob. There is the Platform, and their Hands, my Lord, 
Each feverally fubferibed to the fame. 
King. Oh never heard of bafe Ingratirude! 
Even thofe I hug withia my Bofom moft, 
Are readiclt evermore to fting my Heart. 
Pardon me, Cobham, I have done thee wrcng, 
Hereafter I will live to make amends. 
Is then their time of meeting fo near hand? 
We'll meet with them but little for their eafe, 
If God permit. Go take thefe Rebels hence, 
Let them have Martial Law? but as for thee, 
Friend to thy King and Country, ftill be free. | Exeunt. 
Mur. Be it more or lefs, what a World is this ? 
Would I had continued ftill of the Order of Knaves, 
And ne’er fought Knighthood, fince it cofts 
So dear: Sir Roger, I may thank you for all. 
Ait. Now ’ts too late to have it remedied, 
I prithee, Adurley, do not urge me with it. 
Hunt. Will you away, and mzke no more to do? 
Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and fro, as Occafion ferves, 
If you be fo, hafty, take my Place. 
Hunt. No, good Sir Knight, e’en take’c your felf. 
Mur. 1 could be glad to give my betters place. [ Exewne: 
Enter Bi fbop of Rochelter, Lord Warden, Cromer the Sheriff, 
Lady Cobham and Attendauts. 
Rech. I tell ye, Lady, it’s. impoflible 
But you fhould know where he conveys himfelf, 
And you have hid him in fome fecret Place. 
L. Cob, My Lord, believe me, as I love my Soll, 
-Iknow not where my Lord my Husband is. : 
Roch. Goto, goto, ye are an Heretick, 
And will be fore’d by Torture to confefs, 
[f fair means wall not ferve to make you tell. 
L, Cob. My Husband is @ Noble Gentleman, ie 


a deo GE, ee = 


Sir John Aldcaitle. 3 bes 


And need not hide himfelf for any Fa@ 
That e’er I heard of, therefure wrong him not, 
Roch. Your Husband isa dangerous Schifmatick, 
Traitor to God, the King, and Commonwealth, 
Ard therefore, Mir. Cromer, Sheriff of Kent, 
]T cha ge you take her to your Cuilody, 
And feize the Goods of Sir John Oldcaftle 
To the K ing’s ufe; Jet her £0 In no more, 
To feich fo much as her Apparel out, 
Thereis your Warrant from his Majefty. 
War, Good my Lord Bifhop, pacific your wrath 
Againft the Lady, 
Roch. Then let her canfefe 
Where Oldca/tle her Husband is conceal’d. 
War. i dare engage mine Honour and my Life, 
Poor Gentlewoman, {the is ignorant 
And innocent of all his Pra€tices, 
If any Evil by him be pra@ifed, 
Roch, lf, my Lord Warden? Nay then I'charge you, 
That ali Cinque-ports whereof you are chief, 
Be laid forthwith, that he efcapes us nor, 
Shew him his Highnefs warrant, Mr. Sheriff. 
War. { am forry for the noble Gentleman. 
Koch, Peaces he comes here, now do your Office; 
Enter Farpool and Lord Cobham, 
Cob. Harpool, what Bufinefs have we herein hand? 
What makes the Bifhep and the Sheriff here? 
I fear my coming home is dangerous, 
I would I had not made {uch hafte to Cobham, 
ar. Be of good cheer, my Lord, if they be Foes, we’]] 
{cramble fhrewdly with them: if they be Friends they are 
welcome. 
Shere Sir Fohn Oldcaftle Lord Cobham, inthe King’s Name, 
Yarrcft ye ot high Treafon, 
Cob. Treafon, Mr. Cromer? 
ffar. Treafon, Mr, Sheriff, what ‘Treafon? 
Cob. Harpool, I charge thee ftir not, but be 
Do ye arreft me of Treafon, Mr. Sheriffe 
Roch. Yea, of High Treafon, Traitor, Heretick. 
Cob. Defiance in his Face that calls me fa, 5 


quiet. 


‘Zam as true a Loyal Gentleman 


ne 
- = = 

$e Kd a 

SG - Se 


Bore $2 See es hes : 
=: ———— a = 
-= _~ - - ra 
on ee =" eter te me - eS aN ot - 





— ro 
i fe ee 


5 ~— “ages OE 


a 


Lal = a = 
ae = estes aera Wy 
} - ee f f 
A ¥ i} f - 4 
a ] 4 - , 
} q hi * 
{ ay win) 
f ‘| 1 eA) 
mY P if 
te 
as ' a 
‘uh. ; 
| | sR Be 
; F ty i 
1) 431 f aed 
14 bol 
f « 
i wy 
7 - 
3 ' j 
uli 1 de 
ae : 1\7 , 
4 \ r| > . Ps 7 
si} i ROU tere ie 
: | 4d 
” My 6 7 
| eh . 
F, f 7 ih 
ue} 
bias 
KM 
' i et ' 
ee 
ott : Bae, ee ae 
+O as dae 
we Tin 
ae Bo TS 
tee: Nae 
v wi hae 
| f De ind 
= ay Pviaae 
- - » by ¥ 
2 +4 im 
» Wee pe r 
.,, if t } 
4 (te eal | 
' ott Ra 
i i, 
7 ' | 
: ik 
¥ 3 [} ‘ 
‘i i rd 
$ ; Witt ‘ 
, hee 
Mar 7 
é he 
t x 
4 : ea 
¥ : As 
{ i P 
hy 4 : 
aI i welt 
y, 4 { u 
' i ny! * 
— A) ge. 
) (eee: 
7 wi ) ie 
b if al 
‘ > Ss, 
5 
} A 
u 
ie + 
, i t 
ay 4 . 
uJ iL 
' v4 : 
ADT RIN) barre 
ty MEE Hene 
. } aiguk Fe 
‘ Beg a) i 
7 $y] 
a) 
ir} wie mit 
: 2H 
4 ete aes 
J i } 
- Fy 
’ i re 
4 id we. afl 
ry \ 
t Mi Chae 
w" 1U A i 
} WPL » Sah, Pee) 
' . a | if } 
i eae Bet iA 
ia Ww line 
ie ft HW ity Seed 
ri I . a 2 ‘) 
ibe Vibe) ' 
Ve myi 
Re, Bly a if 
: 1 et 5) 
7 Ae RR it : 
oa) Ae olid J 
<f fire 2 wl 
PUES yh Ie | 
Whe . \ 
ai 4 y 
¥) la ¢ < z * 
: nt eet 
| a Ri) 
, oy ” ‘ 
r bs ) 
re aye he 5 
Mes Pim hen | 
{ bn dei 
ys § 
¥ 
» 


| 


SS ee ares 








Fras. 
~~ 


3162 The Hiftory of 


Unto his Highnefs, asm; proudelt Enemy, . 
“} he Kan ng hall witness my Jare faithiui Service, 
ftv of ‘Sapaefinng aii A, ie ake 
Fox | i ty ii ribs A es 1 ray kL Yy 

Koch. Waat thou art, the King’s Hand fhalb te ftifte, 
4 ae ' 
wiew Nit, +t 
Cob. | {1 p d«f 1 me, 
: , Oar a a re 
‘ € your {uname could to teMpcr 

Is't p fi j , y é i as 
The Princely dipolition o! his Ming, 

5 : 4 as ia 
‘To fign the dama 42 ofa l oyal Sut 
“ } ei, {i 
Well, Lai Mt © 


Deocured DY my ablcene and your maiice, 
4 7 i us - J J -* y 
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fiver 4 
. " ’ 4 . < datheia ta t 
Burl, fioce tnst, have ihnew ‘4 my {elf as true 
AS any C hure hman that aare challe npe me. 


Let me be oF ughe before his Ma jetty, 


{} 


It he acquit Me not, then ao yout wortt, 
Roch. We are not bound to-do kind Ofsces 
ii saat : 


For any Traitor, Schi{matick, nor asics f 
The King’ rs tia a 1S ¢ 
Ww ho is d<partea on his wav foc £vaxce, 
| repofe this Night. 
And at Some ny doth repole U is Nig 
Har. O that thou and I were witain twenty : Miles of ‘it, 
on Salish: ir) Plaiy ! * W conic femy Head 1 if thou br -ought’t 
tLe hall ’ . 4 
thy Head hither agai. [ Afide. 
Cb. My~Lord Warden o’ th’ Cingue-ports, and Lord of 
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Darl ; rea are! FoInt 4 OmMmMH roners, LavQut me {o mu 
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Bring me, or icna me fo him, good apy Lord, 
Good my Lord d Ward en, Mr. Sherif entreat. _ 
|. They both entreat for him. 
" * ¢ J at veet Vi ve Le T >r Dear 
Come hitner Lacy, nays {we ay 
To heap one Sorrow_on another's eck: 
Tis grief enovgh ps re be-accus’d, 
And not peimiteed to acquit my-felf, 
Do not thou with thy kind 1 {peGive Tears, 
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_. Torment thy Husband’s Heart that bleeds for thee : 


But be of Comfort, God hath help in ftore 
For thofe that put aflured truft an him. — 
Dear Wite, if thoy commit me to the Tower, 
Come up to London, to your Sifter’s Houle: 
That being near me, you may comfort me. 
One folace find I fetrled in my Soul, 
That i am free from Treafon’s very thought, 
Only my Confcience for the Gofpel’s fake, 
Is caufe of all the Troubles I fuftain, ' 

L. ob. O my dear Lord, what thall betide of use 
You to the Zower, and I turn’d out of Doors, 
Our Subftance feiz’d unto his Flighnels ufe, 
Even to the, Garments longing to our Backs. 

Har, Patience, good Madam, things at worft will mend, 
And if they donot, yet our Lives may end, 

Roch. Urge it no more, for if an Angel {pzke, 
I {wear by {weet Sc. Perer’s blefled Keys, 
Firlt goes he to the Tower, then to the Stake. 

Sher. But by your leave, this Warrant doth not ftretch 
To Imprifon her. 

Roch, No, turn her out of Doors, 
Even as fhe is, and lead him to the Tower, 
With guard enough, for fear of refcuing. 

L.Cob. O God require thee thou bloody-thirfty Man. 

Cob, May it not be, my Lord of Rochefter ? 
Wherein have I incurr’d your hate fo far, 
That my Appeal unto the King’s deny'd 2 

Roch. No Hate of mine, but Pow’r of Holy Church, 
Forbids all Favour to falfe Herericks, 

Cob, Your private Malice more than publick Pow'r, 
Strikes moft at me, but with my. Life it ends, 

Har. afide.| O that I had the Bifhop in that fear 
Thet once I had his Sumer by our felves, 

Sher. My Lord, yet grant one Suit unto us all, 
Thar this fame ancient Servingman may walt 
Upon my Lord his Matter in the Tower, 

Koch. This old Iniquity, this Heretick? 
That in contempt of our Church Difcipline, 
Compecll’d my Samxer to devour his Procef. 2 


O!d Ruffian palt Grace, upitart Schifmatick, 
Had 


SS SE Se ee = annette oe 

woe tee pee = ~ ts SSRIs = 
SS the RES SB Ie = 
ne a == ae eas 


as RE et om «fei Se Bl ed Phemier = eer eS 
58 Bela lt ee Te 





2164 The Hiffory of 


Had not the King pray’d us to pardon ye, 

Ye had fried fort, ye grizled Heretick. 

 “Z7. *Sblood, my Lord Bifhop, ye wrong me, Tam nei- 
sher Heretick nor Puritan, but of the old Church; Vl fwear, 
drink Ale, kifs a Wench, goto Mafs, eat Fifh all Lent, and 
falt Fridays with Cakesand Wine, Fruit and Spicery, fhrive 
me of my old Sins afore Eajter, and begin new before Whit- 
funtide. 

Sher. A merry mad conceited Knave, my Lord. 

Har. That Koave was fimply put upon the Bifhop. 

Roch. Well, God forgive him, and I pardon him: 

Let him attend his Mafter in the Tower, 
For I in Charity wifh his Soul no hurt. 

Cob. God blefs my Soul from fuch cold Charity. 

Rich. To th’ Tower with him, and when my leifure ferves, | 
I will examine him of Articles 5 
Look, my Lord Warden, as you have in charge, 

The Sheriff perform his Office. 

Var. Ay, my Lord. 

Enter Sumner with Books. 

Roch. What bring’{t thou there? what, Books of Herefie? 

Sum. Yea, My Lord, here’s not a Latin Book, . 
No not fo much as our Ladies Pfalter: 

Here’s the Bible, the Teftament, the Pfalms in metre, 
The Sick Man’s Salve, the Treafure of Gladnefs, 
All Englifb, no not fo much but the Almanack’s Exgiih. 

Roch. Away with them, to th’ Fire with them, Clun, | 
Now fie upon thef@ upftart Hereticks. 

All Englifh, burn them, burn them quickly, Claz. 

Hur. But do not, Semner, as you'll anfwer it, for I have 
there Engli fb Books, my Lord, that Til not part withal for 
your Biihoprick, Bevis of Hampton, Owleglafs, The Friar 
and the Boy, Elles of Rumming, Robix Hood, and other fuch 
godly Stories, which if you burn, by this Flefh Vil make ye 


drink their Afhes in St. AZarget’s Ale. | Exeunts | 
Enter the Bifbop of Rochetter, with his Aden in Livery 
Coats, 


1 Ser. Is it your Honour’s pleafure we fhall flay, 
Or come back in the Afternoon to fetch you. q 
Roch. Now have ye brought me here unto the Tower, 
You may go back unte the Porter's Lodge, . 
| Wherey 
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Where, if I have occafion to employ you, 
Vil fend fome Officer to call you to me, 
Into the City go nor, I command you, 
Perhaps I may have prefent need to ufe you. 

2 Ser, We will attend your Honour here without. 

3 Ser. Come, we may have a Quart of Wine at the Rofé 
at Barking, and come back an hour before he?! £0. 

I Ser. We mult hie us then. 

3 Ser. Let’s away. | Bxeunt. 

Roch. Ho, Mr. Lieutenant: 

Liew. Who calls there 2 

Roch. A Friend of yours. 

Lien. My Lord of Rocheffer? your Honour’s welcome. 

Koch, Sir, here’s my Warrant from the Council, 

For Conference with Sir fobs Oldcaflle, 
Upon fome matter of great Confequence. 

Lieu. Ho, Sir Fobn. 

Har. Who calls there ? 

Lieu. tHarpool, tel Sir Fohn, that my Lord of Rocheffer 
Comes from the Council to confer with him. 

I think you may as fafe without {ufpicion 
As any Man in Exgland as I-hear, 
For it was you moft labour’d his Commitment. 
Koch, I did, Sir, and nothing repent it, I affure yous 
Enter Lord Cobham and Harpool. 
Mr. Lieutenant, I pray you give us leave, 
I muft confer here with Sir Fobn little, 

Liew, With all my Heart, my Lord. [ Exits 
| Har. afide.| My Lord, be rul’d by me, take this occa- 
fion while it is offered, on my Life your Lordfhip will 
efcape. 

Cob. No more I fay, peace left he fhould fufped it. 

_ Koch. Sir Fohn, — am come to you from the Lords of the 
Council, to know if you do recant your Errors. 
Cob. My Lord of Rocheffer, on good advice, 


I fee my Error ; but yet underftand-me, 


T mean not Error in the Faith I hold, 
But Error in fubmitting to your Pleafure, 


| Therefore your Lordhip without more to do; 


Muft be a means to help me to efcape. 


Vou, VI. Dd Roch. 
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Roch. W hat means, thou Hereti ck 2 
Dart thou but life thy Hand agai nit my Calling ? 

Cob. No, not to hurt you, for a thoufand Pound, 

Har. Nothing but to borrow ior upper Garment a littles 
not a word more, peace for waking the Children > There, put 
on, difpatch, my I ord, the Wiiidoies that goes out into the 
Lk ee is fure enough ; but for-you, Pl! bind:you furely in 
the r Room. 

Cob "This is well begun, God fend us happy fpeed, 
Hard fhift you fee Men make in time of need. 

Enter Servingmen again. 
. | marvel that my L ord fhould {tay fo long. 
Ser. He hath fent to feck us, Idare lay my Life. 
Ser, We come in good time, fce where he is coming, 

Har. \ befzech you, good my Lord of Rochefter, be fae 
vourable to my Lord and’ Matter. 

Cod. a inner Rooms be very hot and clofe, 

I do not like this Air here in the Zowwer. 

Har. His ‘ale is hard, my Lord; you fhall fafely get out 

of the Tower, but I will down upon them: In which time 
get yOu away. Hard an Iflington wait you my coming, 
I will brine my Lady 1 eady with Horfes to eet hence. 

Cb. Fellow, go sak again unto my Lord, and counfel 
him. 

Har. Na 


bey 


» 


1, my good Lord of Rochefler, Vl bring you to 


: 7} ! Sent a ’ 
Cr bans hrough the Woods I» warrant YOUe 
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Hur. Nay fince Tam paft the Zower's Liberty, 
You part At ot fo. [ He draws, 
Cob. GI bs Clu bs, © Clubs. 
1 Ser. Muacshek: Murher M urther. 
» Ser. Down with him. 
Har. Out you covrardl y Rorues, | Cobham efCapese 
Enter Lieutenant, aud bis Alen, 
Zien. Who is fo bold to dare to draw a Sword 
So near unto the entrance of the sated er? 
: Ser. This Rufhan, Servant to Sir Fabz Oldcaft tle, was like 
to have flain my Le: J. 
Liew. Lay hold on him. 


Hars 


a me Re Siv Jehn \ Id “Aftle ) 31 6x: 


Har. Stand off if you love your Puddings. 
| Bifbop of Rochefter calls within 
Roch, Help, help, help, Mr. Lieutenant, help. 
Liew. Who's that within 2 fome Treafon in the Zower, On 
my life, look ing who’s that which calls ? ‘ 
Enter Bifbop of Rochefter bound. 
Liew. Without your Cloak, my Lord of Rocheffer 2 
Har. There, now it. works; then let me {peed, 

For now’s the fitteft time to fcaps away. [ Exit. 
Liew. Why do you look fo ghaftly and affrighted ¢ 
Roch. Oldcaftle that Traitor, and his Man, 

When you had left me to confer with him, 

Tcok, bound, and {tripe me, as you fee, 

# And left me lying in this inner chamber, 
| And fo departed, and [—— 
Liew. And you! Ne’er fay that, the Lord Cobham’s Man 
Did here fet on you like to murther you. ; 
. I Ser, And fo he did. 
4 _ Roch. It was upon his Mafter then he did, 
That in the brawl the Traitor might efcape. 

Liew. Where is this Harpool ? 

2 Ser. Here he was even now. 

Liew. Where, can you tell? they are both efcap’d. 
Since ic fo happens that he is efcap’d, 
4 2am glad you are a.witnefs of the fame: 
' It might have elfe been laid unto my Chirge, 

That [ had been confenting to the Fad. 

Roch, Come, | 

, Search (hall be made for him. with expedition, 
~The Haven’s laid that he fhall not efcape, 

And hue and cry continue through Exgland, 

To find this damned, dangerous Heretick. | Exeunt, 
_ Eater Cambridge, Scroop, azd Gray, as in a Chamber, 
I" and fet down at a Table, confulting about their Treason, 

_ King Harry and Suffolk liftning ar the Door. 
© Cam. In mine Opinion, Scroop hath well advis’d, 
| Poifon will be the only apteft mean, 
‘| And fitte(t for our purpofe to difpatch him. 
/_ Gray. But yet there may be-doubt in their delivery, 
- Harry is wife, and therefore, Earl of Cambridge, 
~ Tjudge that way not fo convenient. 
Dd 2 Scroo ps 
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Scroop, What think ye then of this ? am his Bedfellow, 
And uniufpected nightly fleep with him. 
W hac 1f 1 venture sn thofe filent hours, 
W hen Sleep hath fealed up all mortal Eyes, 
Jo murther him in bed? how lke ye that¢ 
Com. Herein confifts no fafety for your felf, 
And you difclos’d, what fhall become of us? 
But this Day, as ye know, he will aboard, 
The Wind’s fo fair, and fet away for France, 
If as he goes, or entring in the Ship 
It might be done, then were it excellent. 
Gray. Why any of thefe, or if you will, 
Vil caufe a prefent fitting of the Council, 
Wherein I will pretend fome matter of fuch weight, 
As ncecs mult have his Royal Company, 
And fy difpatch him in bis Council Chamber. 
Cam. Tuth, yet I hear not any thing to purpofe. 
I wond:r that Lord Cobham ftays fo long, 
His Counfel in thiscafe would much avail us. 
i The King fleps in upon them with his Lords. 
fhal! we rife thus, and determine nothing ¢ 
King. Vhat were a fhame indeed : No, fit agaio, 
And you fhall have my Counfel in this. cafe 
If you can find no way to kill the King, 
Then you fhall fee how I can furnith ye 5 
Scroop’s way by Poifon was indifferent, 
But yet being Bed-fellow to the King, 
Aod unfufpccted, fleeping in his Bofom, 
In mine Opinion that’s the likelier way. 
For fuch falfe Friends are able to do much, 
And filent Night is Treafon’s fitteft Friend. 
Now, Cambridge, inhis fetting hence for France, 
Or by the way, or as he goes abroad 
To do the deed, that was indifferent too, 
But fomewhat doubrful, 
Marry Lord Gray came very near the point, 
#0 have the King at Council, and there murder him, 
As Cafar was among his deareft Friends, 
Tell me, oh tell me, you bright Honour’s ftains, 
For which of al] my kindneflcs.to you, 
Ae ye become thus Traitors to the King } 


Scroop. W hat, 


ee 


And 
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And France muft have the Spoil of Harry’s Life. | 
rc : | . 

All, Oh pardon us, dread Lord. 

_ King. How, pardon ye ? that were a Sin indeed, 
Drag them to Death, which juflly they deferve : 
And France fhail dearly buy this Villany, — 

So foon as we fet footing on her Breatft, 

God have the praife for our Deliverance, 

And next our Thanks, Lord Cobham, is to thee, 
True perfe@ Mirror of Nobility. LExeune. 
Enter Prieft and Doll. 

Prieft. Come Doll, come, be merry, Wench. 

Parewel Kent, we are not for thee, 

Be lufty. my Lals, come for Laxca/fbire, 

Af ay at , ; 

We mult nip the Boung for thefe Crowns. : 
i Fis: apa ; 

Doll. Woy is all the Gold fpent already, that you had 
the other Day 2 

Prieft, Gone, Doll, gone ; flown, fpent, vanith’d, the Devil, 
Drink, and Dice, has devoured all. 

Doll. You might have left mein Kent, “till you had been 
better provided. 

> eae AT SNA SR tC g Me p ioe 
. i riefe. No, Doll, no, Kent s too hot, Doll, Kez:’s too hot; 
the Weathercock of Wrotham will crow no longer, we haye 
plucke him, he has loft his Feathers, I have prund him bare, 
left him thrice, is moulted, moulted, Wench. 

, 

Doll, I might have.gone to Service again, old Mr. Har- 
pool told me he would provide me a Miftrefs, 

Prieft. Peace, Doll, peace ; come, mad Wench, Til make 
thee an honelt Woman, we'll into Laucafbire to our Friends, 
the troth is, I’ll marry thee, we want but a little Mony, and 
Mony we will have I warrant thee ; ftay, who comes here? 
Some /rifb Villain methinks that has flain a Man, and now he 
is rifling on him, ftand clofe, Doll, we'll fee the end. 

Enter the Vrithman with bis dead Mafter, and rifles him. 

Irifh. Alas poe Mafter, Sir Richard Lee, be St, Patrick, ig 
rob and cut thy trate, for de fhain, and dy Mony, aad dy 
gold Ring, be me truly is love de well, but now dow bekill 
d°, defhitten Kanave. 

Prieft. Stand, Sirrab, what art thou ? 

Trifh. Be St. Patrick, Melter, is poor Lrifbman, is a leufter, 


Dd ; PrieB. 
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as. a good Jade as ever travelled. 
Club, Faith well faid, old Fack, thou art the old Lad ftill 
Offi. Come, Gaffer €/ab, unload, unload, and eet to fipper, 
Enter the Hoff, Lord Cobham, ana TFlarpool. 

Hoft.- Sir, you're welcome to this Houfc, to fuch asis hers 
with all my Heart; but I fear your Lodging will be the 
worit. 1 have but two Beds, and they are both in a Ci 
ber, aod the Carrier and his Daughter lies mn t 
you and your Wife muft lye in the other. 

Cob. Faith, Si, for my felf I do not greatly pafs, 

My Wife is weary, and would be at reft, 
For we have traveli’d very far to day, 
We muit be coatent with fuch as you have. 

Hio/?. But I cannot tell bow to do with your Masa, 

Har, What? haft thou never an empty Room in thy 
Houfe for me? 

Hoft. Not.aBed in troth. There came a poor Ir: /bman, 
and I lodg’d him in the Barn, where he has fair Straw, al- 
though he have nothing clie, 

Har. Well, mine Hoft, 1 prithee help me to a pair-of 
clean Sheets, and I'll go lodge with him. 

Hot. By the Mafs that thou fhalt, a good pair of hempen 
Sheers were ne’er lain in: come | Exennt. 
Enter Confiable, Mayor and Wench, 

Mayor. What? have you fearcht the Town ? 

Con. All the Town, Sir, we have not left a Houfe un- 
fearcht that ufes to lodge. 

Mayor. Surely my Lord of Rochefler was then deceiv’d, 
Or ill inform’d of Sic Fobn Oldcaftle ; 

Or if he came this way, he’s paft the Town, 
He could nor elfe have fcap’d you in the Search, 

Cox, The privy watch hath been abroad all Night, 
And not a Stranger lodgeth inthe Town 
But he is known, only a lufty Prieft 
We founda Bed with a pretty Wench, 

That fays the is his Wife, yonder at the Shears, 
But we have charg’d the Hoft with his forth coming 
To morrow Morning. : 

Mayor. What think you beft to do? 

Dd 4 Con. 
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|_A Notfe within, 


n down there, down with him. 
ster | wi ith the Irifman in Harpool’s Apparel, 
Con. Come you villainous Heretick, 


tell us where your 


Matter ts: | 

Tri fb. Vat Metter? 

Mayor. Vat Mefter 2° you counterfeit Rebel? This thall 
not fe ve your turn. 3 | | 

Trifb. Be Sent Patrick I ha no Mefter. | 

on W here’s the Lora Cobham, Fohn Oldcaftle, that 
lat caped out of the Tower ? 

Hip {h. Vii Lort Cobham? 

Mayor. You Counterfeit, this fhall not ferve you, welll 
torture you, we'll ma ike you confefs where that arch Heres 
tick iss Come bind him f:fl ; 

fi ib. th , ah mney ane, a Cree. 

Con, Ahone you {« i Exeunt. 


Léed Cok atih 
Har pee »} oe ar a 


Cob. Harpoot 


comes ot ftea ing in bis Gowme 
| 


Narvenuous Nore adout 


the Houle, ¢ God al us, I fear we are purfu’d; what, 
Ha rpoo le? 

Har, within.) Who calls there? 

Cob. ” r dott thou not hear a Noife about rhe Houle? | 

B Yes-marry do 1, zounds [ cannot find my hofe; 
this frifo Rafeal that lode’d with me all Nighr, hath ftoln 
my Ap |, and has left me nothing but a lowfie mantles 
and a pati Broags. Get up, ger up, and tf the Carrier and 4 
his Wench bevafleep, change you with him as he hath | 
done with me, and fee if we can icape. 


No if 
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Noife heard about the Houfe a pretty while, then enter the 
Conftable meeting Harpool in the Trifhman’s Apparel, 
Com. Siand clof:, here comes the Irifbman that did the 

Murther, by all Tokens this is he. 

Mayor. Andperceiving the Houfe befer, would get away ; 
ftand, Sirrah. 

Fiar. What art thou that bid’{t me ftand? 

Con. Lam the Officer, and amcome to fearch for an Tri fb- 
man, {uch a Villain as thy felf, thou haft murther’d a Man 
this laft Night by the high way. 

Har. Sblood Conttable ait thou mad? am I an Tri {b- 
man? 

Mayor. Sitrah, we'll find you ao /rifhman before we Part; 
Lay hold upor him. 

Cou. Make him faft, O thou bloody Rogue! 

Enter Lord Cobham and his Lady, in the Carrier and 

Wenches Apparel. 

Cob, What will thefe Offlers flcep all Day 
Good morrow, good morrow, come Wench, come; 
Saddle, Saddle, now afere God two fait Days, hae 

Con. Who goes there? 

Mayor. O "tis Lancafbire Carrier, let the a 

Cob. What, will no body ope the Gates here 2 
Come, let's int’ liable to look to our Capons, 

| Exeunt Cobham and his Lady, 

Club. Holt, why Oftler2 | The Carrier calling. 
Zwooks here’s fuch abomination Company of Boys: 

A Pox of this Pigfty at the Houfe end, 
Ic fills all the Houfe full of Fleas, Oftier, Oftler; 

Offl. Who calls there? what would you have? 

Club, Zwooks, do you rob your Guefts? 

Do youlodge Rogues, and Slaves, and Scoundrels, ha? 
They ha’ {toln our Cloaths here; why Oftler2 

O/ftl, A murren choak you, what:a bawling you keep. 

Hoff. How now? what would the Carrier have 2 
Leok up there. : 

Ofl, They fay the Man and the Woman that lay by 
them, have ftoln their Cloaths, 

Floft. What are the firange Folks up yet that came in 
Yefter Night ? 

Con, What mine Holt, up fo early? 
fof, What Mr. Afajor, and Mr, Conft able? Mayor, 
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Mayor. Weare come to feck for fome fufpeGed Perfons, 
and fuch’as here we found have apprehended, 
Exter Carrier, and ‘ate, in Cobham and Ladys Apparel, 
Con. Who comes here¢ 
Club. Who comes her 
bawl quoth a, ods hat I'll forfwear your Houfe; you lodgd 
a Fellow and his Wife by us, that ha’ run away withour 
parrel, and Jeft us fach Gew-gaws here, come Kate, come 
to me, thowle dizeard y faith. 
Mine Hoft, know you this Man? 
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e? A plague found ome, you 
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Hoff. Yes Mafter Mayor, [il give my word for him, 
why Netg hbour Club, how comes this gear about ¢ 

Kates Now a foul on’t, I cannot make this Gew-gaw 
ftand on my Head. 

Con. How came this Man and Woman thus attired ? 

Hof. Were came a Man and. Woman hither chis laft 
Night, which I did take for fubftantial People, and lodgd 
ailin one Chamber by thefe Folks ; methinks have been fo 
bold to change Apparel, and gone away this Morning ¢ er 
they rofe. | 

Mayor, That was that Traitor Oldcaftle that thus efcapt 
us; make hue and cry after him, keep faft that T raiterous 
Rebel his Servant there; farewel, mine Hott. 

Car, Come Kate Owdham, thou and Me trimly dizard, 
Kate. Ufaith neam Clwd, Ife wot never what to do. Ifebe 
fo flouted and fo fhouted at; and by th’Mefs Ife cry. | Exes 

Exter Cobham and bis Lady difguisd. 
Céb. Come, Madem, happily efcap’d, here let us fit, 
This Place is far remote from any Path, 
And here a while our weary Limbs may reft 
To take refrefhing, free from the purfuit 
Of envious Rochefter. ! 
L. Cob. But where, my Lord, 
Shall we find reft for our difquiet Minds2 
There dwell untamed Thoughts that hardly ftoop 
To fach abafement of difdaincd Rags : 
WV e were not wont to travel thus by Night, 
Efpecialiy on Foot. 

Gob; No matter, Loves extremities admit no better choices 
And were it not-for thee, fay froward time 
Impos’d agreatet Task, I would efteem it 
As lightly asthe Wiad that blows upon us; But 





ye Sir John Oldeable. a 


But in thy fufferance I am doubly taskt; 

Thou waft not wont to have the Earth thy Stool, 

Nor the moift dewy Grafs thy Pillow, nor 
| Thy Chamber to be the wide Horizon. 

L. Cob, How can it feem a trouble, having you 

A partner with me, in the wort I feel? 

No, gentle Lord, your prefence would give eafe 

To Death it felf, thould he now fvize upon me, 
| [ Here's Bread and Cheefe, axd a Bottle. 
. Behold what my forefight hath underta’en 
"For fear we faint, they are but homely Catcs, 
_) Yet fawe’d with Hunger, they may feem as {wee 
"AS greater Dainties we were wont to tafte. 

Cob. Praife be to him, whofe plenty fends both this 

) Aad all things elfe our mortal Bodies need: 
‘ Nor fcorn we this poor feeding, nor the ftate 
"We now are in, for what is it on Earth, 
™ Nay under Fieav'n, continues at a flay 2 
MN Ebbs not the Sea, when it hath overflown ? 
\Follows not dakoefs, when the Day is gone? 
And fee we not fometimes the Eye of Heav'n 
#Dim'd with o’er-flying Clouds 2 There’s not that Woik 


; 
ui 


TOF careful Nature, or of cunning Art, 
How ftrong, how beauteous, or how rich it be, 
But falls in time to ruin. — Here, centle Madam, 
In this one draught I wath my Sorrow down. { Drinks, 
L. Cod, And}, ercourag’d with your chearful Specch, 
Will do the like. 
Cob. Pray God poor Harpool come, 
If he fhould fall into the Bifhop’s Hands, 
Or not remember where we bad him meet us, 
It were the thing of all things elfe, that now 
Could breed revolt in this new peace of Mind, 
| 4. Cob, Fear not, my Lord, he’s witty te devife, 
“And Rrong to execute a prefent fhift. 
© Cob. That Power be {till his‘ Guide hath guided us, 
My drowfie Eyes wax heavy; early rifing, 
“4 gether with the travel we have had, 
i) Makes me that I could take a nap, 
“Were I perfwaded we might be fecure, 


Ly Cob, 
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Witt a L. Cob. Let that depend on me, whilft you do fleep, 
Tite I'll watch thar’ no Me for rtune happen us, 
ie | Cob. I thall, dear Wife, be too ‘much trouble to thee, 
Aa L. Cob. Urge not that, 
gee My Duty bi sei ie, and your Love commands, 
iG JT would i had the sk it puget tuned Voice 
ne To draw on fleep w aa yme {weet Melody. 
i ee But imperfection and unaptnefs too 
ont Are both repugnant: Fear inferts the one, 
, The other Nature hath denied me ule. 
is But 7" at talk I of means, to purchafe that 
hi Is free! y happen’d 2 Sleep with gentle Hand, 
| bith is it his Eye-lids. O vidoriou’ labour; 
How foon thy Pow’r can charm the Body’s Senfe ? 
Mite And now au likewile climb’lt unto my Brain, 
Ce By king my heavy Temples ft ial to > thes 
ae reat God of Heaven from Dan, ger keep us free. 
| Falls afleep. 
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maa Search carefu lly, if if any wh ere it were, 
This ot {cure Thicket tis t! pee kelieft Place. 
r 


Ser. Sir, I found the Body ftiff with cold, 
And mangled cruelly ae many Wounds. 
Lee. Look if thou k si him, tura his Body up: 
Alack, itis my Son, my Son and Herr, 
W hom two Years fince a ent to /reland, 
To praGife there the Difcipline of War, 
And coming home, for fo he wrote to mé, 
Some re favage Heart, fome bloody devilith Hand, 
Rither in hate, or thirltisne for his Cain, 
Hath here flucd out his Blood. Unhappy hour 
A curfed Place, but moft unconftanr, Fate, 
That hadft referv'd him from the Bullets fire, 
And fuffer’d him to feape the Wood-kerns furys 


nd ’ wt 7 — . “7 
tht Didft here ordain the Treafure of his Life, : 
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| Even here within the Arms of tender Peace, 
aa), ' To be confum’d by Treafon’s watteful Hand # 
mae |i And which is moft affiGing to my Soul, 
a That this his Death and’ Marder thould be wrought 
Bae a1 Without the knowledge by whofe means twas done. » Ser 
: oo 
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2 Ser, Not fo, Sir, T have found the Authors of ir, 
_ See where they fit, and in their bloody Fifts 
' The fata] Inftruments of Death and Sin. 
Lee, Jult Jodgment of that Power, whofe gracious Eye, 
Loithing the fight of fuch a heinous Fad, 
Dazling their Senfcs with benumming Sleep, 
"Till their unhallowed Treachery was known. 
Awake ye Mon{ters, Murtherers awake, 
Tremble for Horror, bluth you cannot chufe, 
Behelding this unhuman Deed of yours. 
Cob, What mean you, Sir, to trouble weary Souls, 
And interrupt us of our quict Sleep? 
Lee. O deviltth! can you boait unto your felves 
Of quiet Sleep, ha ving within your Hearts 
The guilt of Mirther waking, that which cries 
Deafs the loud Thunder, and follicits Heav’n 
With more than Mandrakes thricks for your Offence 2 


iE. Cob. What Murther? You upbraid us wrongfully. 


Lee. Can you deny the Fa&t? See you not her 


| The Body of my Son, by you mifdone 2 


Look on his Wounds, Jook on his Purple hue: 
Do we not find you where the Deed was done? 
Were not your Knives faft clofed in your Hands2 
Is not this Cloth an Argument befide, 
y) Thus ftain’d and fpotted with his innocent Blood@ 
| Thefe {peaking CharaGters, were there nothing elfe 
To plead againft ye, would convi@ you both. 
Yo Hartford with them, where the Sizes now are kept, 
Their Lives fhall anfwer for my Son’s loft Life. 
Cob. As we are innocent, fo may we {peed, 
Lee. As Tam wrong’d, fo may the Law proceed.[ Exeunt, 
Enter Bifbop of Rochelter, Conftable of St. Albans, with Prieft, 
Doll, azd the lrithman ix Harpool’s Apparel. 
| Rach. What intricate Confufion have we here? 
Not two hours fince we apprehended one 
dn Habit frifo, but in Speech net fo; 
And now you bring another, that in Speech is Jri/h, 
But in Habit Engiifb: Yea, and more than fo, 
The Servant of that Heretick Lord Cobham. 
| drifh. Fait me be no Servant of de Lort Cobham, 
Me be Mack Chane of Ulfter, 
3 Rech, 
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Roch, Otherwife cali’ad Har pool of Keat, go to, Sir, 

You cinnot blind us with your broken Tri fb, 
Prieff. Trutt me, fxid Bifhop, whether Lrifh or Engli fh, 

Harpool or not Harpool, that | ieave to the [rial ; 

But fure 1 am, this Man by Face ana Speecns 

Is he that murder’d young Sir Richara Lee: 

I met him prefently upon the Fact, 

At d that he fie w his Mafter for that Gold, 

Thofe Jewels, and that Chain I took from him. 
Rech. Well, our Affairs do call us back to London, 

So that we cannot profecute the Caufe 

As we detire to do, therefore we leave 

The Charge with you, to fee they are convey d 

To Hartford Size: Both this Counterfeit. 

And you, Sir Fohn of Wrotham, and your Wench, 

For you are culpable as well as they, 

Thouzh not for Murther, yet for Felony. 

But fince you are the means to bring to light 

This gracelefs Murther, ye fhall bear with you : 

Our Letters to the Judges of the Bench, | 

To be your Friends in what they lawful may. 
Prieft. 1 thank your Lordthip. [Exeunt. | 

Enter Goaler, bringing forth Lord Cobham. 

Goal. Bring forth the .Prifoners fee the Court prepar'd, 

The Juftices are coming to the Bench: 

So, let him ftand, away and fetch the reft. [ Exit. 
Cob, © give me patience to endure this Scourge, | 

Thou that arc Fountain of chat virtuous Stream, 

And tho’ contempt of Witnefs, and Reproach 

Hang on thefe Iron Gyves, to prefs my Life 

As low as Earth, yer ftrengthen me with Faith, | 

That [ may moune in Spirit above the Clouds, 
Enter Goaler, bringing in Lady Cobham and Harpool. 

Here comes my Lady, Sorrow ’tis for her. 

Thy wound is grievous, elfe I fcoff at thee 

What and poor Harpool! art thou ith’ Briars too2 
Har. Vfaith, my Lord, Lam in, get out how I can, 
L. Cob. Say, gentle Lord, for now we are alone, 

And may confer, thall we confefs in brief, 

Of whence and what we are, and fo prevent 

The Accufation is commenc’d againft us? 


— —— 


Cob. 
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Cob. What will that help us? Being known, fweet Love, 
We fhali for Herefie be put to Death, 
For fo they term the Religion we profefs. 
No, if we dye, let this our comfort be, 
That of the guilt impos’d our Souls are free. 
Har, Ay; ay, my Lord, Harpool is {fo refolv’d, 
I wreak of Death the Jefs in that { die, 
Not by the Sentence of that envious Prieft. 
L. Cob. Well, be it then according as Heavens pleafe, 


Enter Lord Fudge, Fuftices, Mayor of St. Albans, Lord Powis, 
and his Lady, old Sir Richard Lee: The Fudge and Fu- 
ftices take their Places. 

Fudge. Now, Mr. Mayor, what Gentleman is that 
You bring with you upon the Bench? 

Afayor. The Lord Powis, if it like your Honour, 

And this his Lady travelling toward Wales; 

Who, for they lodg’d laft Night within my Houfe, 

And my Lord Bifhop did lay wait for fuch, 

Were very willing to come cn with me, 

Left for their fakes, fufpicion we might wrong. 

Fudge. We cry your Honour mercy, good my Lord, 
Will’c pleafe you take your Place. Madam, your Ladythip 
May here, or where you will repofe your felf, 

Until this bufinefs now in hand be paft, 

L. Pow. I will withdraw into fome other Room, 

So that your Lordfhip and the reft be pleas’d. 

Fudge. With all our Hearts: Attend the Lady there. 

Pow, Wife, I have ey’d yon Pris’ners all this while, 
And my Conceit doth tell me, *tis our Friend 
The Noble Cobham, and his virtuous Lady. 

L. Pow. \chink nolefs, are they fufpe&ed for this Murther?2 

Pow. What it means 
I cannot rell, but we fhall know anon: 

Mean time as you pafs by them, ask the queftion, 

Buc do it fecretly you be not feen, 

And make fome fign, that I know your Mind. 

| As fhe paffes over the Stage by them. 

L. Poy. My Lord Cobham! Madam ? 

Cob. No Cobham now, nor Madam, as you love us, 

But Fohn of Lanca fire, and Foan his Wife, 

L, Pow. 
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L. Pow. O tell, what is itthat our Jove can do 
To pleafure you, for weare bound to you? 
Cob. Nothing but this, that you conceal our Names; 
So, gentle Lady, pafs for being {pied. 3 
L. Pow. My Heart I leave, to bear part of your Grief. 
[ Bacit. 
Fudge. Call the Prifoners to the Bar: Sir Richard Lee, 
Nhat "Evidence can you bring againit thofe People, 
To prove them euilry of the Murther done2 
LE This blocd y Towel], and ¢t eft naked Knives, 
Befide, we found them fitting by the Place, 
Where the dead Body lay within a Buth. 
Fudee. What anfwer you why. Law fhould not proceed 


According to this Evidence given tr, 
To tax ye with the penalty of Death? 
Cob. That we are free from Muither’s very thought, | 
And know not how the Gentleman was flain. 
1 Fuft. How came this linen-cloth fo bloody then ? 
L,. Cob. My Husband hot with travelling, my Lord, 


His Nofe guiht out a bleeding, that was it. 
2 Fut. But how came your fharp-cdg’d Knives untheath’a } 


L Cob, To cut fuch fimple Vi@ual as we had. i 
Fudge. Say we admit this An{wer to thofe Articles, 
Nhat made you tn fo private a dark Nook, \ 
So far remote from any common Path, 
As was the Thick where the dead Corps was thrown? 


Cob. Journeying, my Lord, from London, fromthe Term 4 
Down into Laucafbire, where we do dwell; 


And what with Age, and Travel being faint, l 
We gladly fought a place where we might rett, 
Free from refort of other Paffengers, , 


-And fo we ftray’d into that fecret Corner. | 
Fudge. Thefe are but ambages to drive off time, | 
And linger Juftice from her purpos’d end. } 
Bue who are thefe? 
Enter Conftable with the trifhman, Prieff, and Doll. 
Con. Stay Judgment, and releafe thofe Innocents, 
Por here is he whofe Hand hath done the Deed, 
For which they ftand indited at the Bar: 
This favage Villian, this rude Lrifh Slave, 
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His Tongue already hith confefs'd the Fa@, 


And here is witnefs to confirm as neuch,. 
Prieft. Yes, my good Lord, no fooner had he flain 
His loving Mafter for the Wealth he had, 
Buc I upon the inftant met: with him : 
And what he purchas’d with the lofs of Bleod, 
With ftrokes | prelentiy bereav’d him of, 
Some of the which is foent, the reft remaining; 
I willingly furrender to the Hands r 
Of old Sir: Richard Lee, as being ‘his ; 
Befide, my Lord judge, I greer your Honour 
With Letters from my Lord of Rochefter. { Delivers them, 
Lee. Is this the Wolf, whof: thirfty Throat-didodrink 
My dear Son’s Blood ? art thou the Snake 
He cherifht, yet. with envious’ piercing fting 
Affaild’ft him mortally? Werit nor that the Law 
Stands ready to revenge thy crueley, 
Traitor to God, thy Mafter, andto me, 
Thefe Hands fhould ‘be thy Executidner, 
Fudge. Patience, Sir Richard Lee, you fhall have Juftice, 
The Fs@ Is odious, therefore: take him ‘hence, 
And ‘being hang’d until the Wretch be dead, 
His Body after. thall be hang'd in Chains, 
Near to the: Place where he did a@ the Murder. 
4rifh, Prethee, Lord Shudge, let me have’ mine own 
Cloaths, my Strouces there, and let me be hang’d in a Wyth 
after my Country the Llrifh Fafhion, | Exit, 
Judge. Go to, away with him. And now, Sir Fohn, 
Although by you this Murder came to light, 
Yet upright Law will net hold you ex¢us’d, 
For you did rob the Tri fb-man, by which 
You ftand attainted here of Felony : 
Befide, you have been lewd, and many Years 
Led a lafcivious, unbefeeming life, 
Prieft. O but, my Lord, Sir Fohx repents, and he will mend, 
Fudge. In hope thereof, together with the fayour 
My Lord of Rocheffer intreats for you, 
We are content you fhall be proved, 
Prieft. ( thank your Lordthip. 
Fudze, Thefe falfly here accus’d, and brought 
arte. Vile. Ee Ip 


pee Se <r > : 
Se eyes Tn ae ee ———_> —t- an SE 
a ee ee ee =. = 5 
ee ee es ae a ad 
ee = 


a ee 


es beeen 
Shoe Oo 
=~ 


SS 


= 7 - : ree eee SS ae. a ee 
=— is tx 6s eee seas <— ES Ge ae < 

= SS Se es ee ——— —— at =) ae x = 
xt ell an ee ee ee net 3 eee << a 
oh ee ee ee eee a <7 Sore —< 
iy oh a ae 2 ie ee -- aa — —= ==S- 
> 2 i t= += ams nt ee ewes — = s rt Powers 3 
notin ‘- a ty ie lt ar = ee > <= 

‘ ~ . at Dita I ee ke ~ Se: 
. 


or a 


= 
Met aie 
= —— Se 
— a 


Se Hees 
SS - 
7 





35 
oe retary 
Se on oer aa 


gE 


—, 


i 
} ay 
ibe 
Ms. 
hy 





3182 The Hiffory, &c. 


In peril w ronefully, we in like fort do fer at liberty. 
Lee, And for amends, 

Touching the wrong unwittingly 1 have done, 

I give thefe few Crowns. 
Fudge. Your kindnefs merits praife, Six Richard Lee, 

So lec “usoherice. ‘[Exennt all but Powis and Cobham. 
Pew. But Powts ftill mutt flay; 

There yet rematns a part of that true Love, 

He owes his noble Friend, unfatisfied 

And unperform’d, which fairft of all doth bind me 

To gratulate your Lordfhip’s fafe delivery : 

And then ittreat, that. fince unlookt for thus 

We here are met, your Honour would vouchfafe 

To ride with me to Wales, where though my power, 

(Though not-to quittance thofe great Benefits 

{ have receiv’d of you) yet both my Houfes 

My Purfe, my Servants, and what elfe I have 

Are all at your Command. Deny me not, 

| know the Bithop’s Hate purfues ye fo, | 

As there’s.no fafery in abiding here. q 
Cob, Tis true, my Lord, and God forgive him for it. 
Pow. Then let us hence, You, fhali be ftraight provided 

Of lufty Geldings+ and once entred Wales, Lg 

Well may-the Bithop -huat,. but fpight his Face, 

ie never more fhall have she Game in Chace. {| Exeam. 
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Dramatis Perfone. 


IR Godfrey, Brother-t- Law tothe Widow Plus. 
Majter Edmond, Son to the Wiaow Plus. 

George Pye-boord, a Scholar and a C1t2Zen. 
Sir Oliver Muck-hill, @ Sucter to the Laay Plus. 
Sir John Penny-Dub, 4 Suiter to Moll. 
Sir Andrew Tipftaffe, 2 Suéter to Frances. 
The Sheriff of Loncon. 
Captain idle; a Hiighway-man. 
Puttock 

and Tw of the Sheriff's Serjeants. 
Ravenfhaw 
Dogfon, a Leoman. 
Corporal Oath, a vain-glorious Fellow. 
Nicholas St. Antlings, 4 
Simon Sr. Mary alt Serving-men tothe Lady 
Frailty, Plus. 
Peter Skirmith, anu old Soldier. 
4A Nobleman. 
A Gentleman Citizen. 
Officers. 
Lady Plas, 4 Citizen's Widow. 
Frances 

and her two Daughters. 
Moll, 


SCENE LONDON. 


THE 
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PURITAN: 


ak (oR Be 


Widow of Watlinge-fireet. 





AG Ft: SCE ON Beak 


Enter the Lady Vidow Plus, Frances and Moll, Sir 
Godfrey with Edmond, a// in sap ules. = The 
Le 10w wringing her Hands, aud burfling se 
into Paffion, as newly come from the Burial o 


ber Haag 


WIDOW, 


“reese LH, that ever I was Born, that ever I was 

AP Ah e Bora! 

| Sir God. Nay, good Sifter, dear Sifter, 

3 a {weet Sifter, be of good comfort, thew your 

; felfa Woman, now or never, 

Wid. Ob, Uhave loft the deareft Man, I 

have buried the fwecteft Husband that ever lay by Woman, 
Sir God. Nay, give himhis due, he was 1odeed an honeff, 

nituous, difcreet, wife Wianicosaliy was my Brother, ss right, 


$ right. 
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never forget him, never forget him, he 
¥ OMmif- 

l could weep as much as 

Of call bim agali: me- 

that Death is as 

< EJeme. a common Name to al! Men; a Man 

. when he’s making water,———nay, did not 

| us een now, that 
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the Widow of WNtlinbeftreet. 3187 
Fran. Dear Mother, pray ceafe, . half your Tears fuffice, 
Tis time for you to take truce with your Eyes, 
Let me weep now. 


2 


Wid, O fuch a dear Knight, fucha fweet Husband have 
I loft, have I left! ii -blefled be the Coarfe the Rain 





rains upon, he had it, pouring down. 

Sir God. Sifter, be of good chear, we are all mortal our 
felves, 1 come upon you frefhly, I.ne’er fpcak without com- 
fort, hear-me what I fhall fay,—-—-my Brother hasleft yor 
wealthy, youre tich, 

Wid. O!F 

Sir God. U fay you're riche you-are alfo fair, 

Wid. O! 

Sir God. Go to, youre fair, you cannot {mother it, 
Beauty will come to light; -nor are your Years fo far en- 
tei’d with you, but that you will be fought afer, and may 
very well anfwer another Husband; the World is fall of 
fine Gallants, choice enow, Sifter, ——- for whit fhould 
we do with all our Knights, I pray? but to marry rich 
Widows, -weslchy Citizens Widows, uly fair-brow’d La- 
dies. Go to, be of good comforr, I fay, leave fi obbirg and 
weeping, ——_ yet my Brother was a kinds hearted Mao. —— 
I would not have the EIf fee. me. nows-——— comic, pluck 
up a Woman’s Heart, here ftand your Denieghte:s, who 
be well Effared; and at maturity will alfo be inquir’d after 





with good Husbands, f ail thefe Tears fha'l e toon dey’d 
up, ane 4 hetrer World than ever~ what, Wogan? 
you muft not weep ftill; he’s dead, he’s buricd———yet I 





‘cannot chufe bur weep for him, 


7 


Wid. Marry again! no; ler me be buried quick Ehen / 
And that fame part of Quire whereont tread 
To fuch intent, O, may ir be my Grave: 

nd that the Prieft may turn his Wedding-prayers, 
Even with a breath, t¢ Funeral duft anc aihes; 
O, out of a Million of Millions, I fhould ne'er find fuch a 
Husband; he was unmatcbable -unmatchable; nothing 
was fo hot, nor too dear for me, [could not fpeak of thet 
one thing that I had rot, befide, I had Key8 of all, keptatl,re- 
ceiv’d all, had Mony in my Purfe, {pent waat | 
broad when I would,came home wheat would, and didell what 
I would,: O——my fweet Husband; I thall never have the like. 

Ee 4 Sir 





wre 534 4 ween? 
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Sir God, Siftex ? ne’er fay fo, he was an honeft Brother 
of mine, and fo, and you may light upon oneas honeft again, 
or one as honeft again may light upon you; that’s the pro- 
perer phyafe indeed. 

Wid. Never: O if you love me urge it not. 

O may I be the by-word of the World, 

The common taik at Table in the Mouth 

Ofe ery Groom and Waiter, if e’er more 

I entertain the carnal fuit of Man. { Kneels, 

Moll. { muft kneel down for fafhion too. 

Fran. And I,. whom never Man as yet hath feal'd, 
F’en in this depth of general Sorrow, vow 
Never to marry, to fultain fuch lofs, 

Asadear Husband feems to’be, once Dead. 
Moll. t lov’d my Father well too; but co fay, 
Nay, “ow, I would not marry for his death, 
Sure I fhould fpeak falfe Eatin, fhould 1 not? 
Wd as foon vow never to come i Bed. 
Tot, Women muft live by th? quick, and not by th’ dead 

Wid, Dear Copy of my Husband, O let me kils thee 

| Drawing ont her Husband's Pitture. 
Tow like him is their Model; their brief Picture 
Quickens my Tears: my forrows are renew d 
At their freth fight. 

Sir God. Sifter 
Wid. Away, 
All hooefty with him is turn’d to Clay, 
O my fweet Husband, O 

Fran. My dear Father ? [ Exennt Wid. and Frat» 

Mall. Here’s a puling indeed! I think my Mother weeps 
for all the Women that ever buried Husbands; for if from 
time to time all the Widowers Tears in England haa been 
Botled up, I do aor think all would have fill’d a three-half- 
penny Bottle: alas, a {mall matter bucks a Handkerchiet,——= 
and fometimes the Spittle ftands too nigh Saint Themas@ @ 

| WPatring’s. Well, I can mourn in good {ober fort as well 48 
another; but where TI {pend one Tear fora dead Fathely [ 
could give twenty Kiffes for a quick Husband. 











| | Exit Moll. 
Sir God. Well, go thy ways; old Sir’ Godfrey, ad tmou 
may ft be proud on't, thou &;<; -kind. loving Sifter-ine 
, ]aWs 
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the Widow of Nat o-{treet. 3189 


law. How conftant? how paffionate 2 how fal! of Avril the 


poor Soul’s Eyes are. Well, I would my Brother knew on’t, 


he fhould then know what a kind Wife he-had left behind 
him. Truth, and ’twere not for fhame that the Neighbours 
at th’next Garden fhould hear me betwixt Joy and Grief, I 
fhould e’en cry out-right. [ Exit Sir Godfrey. 

Edw. So, a fair riddance, my Father’s laid in duft, his 
Coffin and he is like a whole Meat-Pye, and the Worms 
will cut him up fhortly : Farewel old ad, farewels 11 
be curb’d in no more: [ perceive a Son and Heir na 
quickly be made a Fool, and he will be one, but I'l] take 
another order; ——— Now fhe would have me weep for 
him forfooth, and why ; becaufe he cozen’d the righe 
Heir being a Fool, and beltow’d thofe Lands on me his 
Eldeft-Son ; and therefore I muft weep for him, ha, ha: 
why, allthe World knows, as long as ’twas his Pleafure to 
get me, ’twas his Duty to get for me: I know the Law 
in that point, no Attorney can gull me. Wel] my Un- 
cle is anold Afs, and an admirable Coxcomb, Pil rule che 
Roait my felf, Vil be kept under no more, I know whar 
[may do well enough by my Father’s Copy : the Law’s 
In mine own Hands now : Nay, now I know my ftrength, 
I'll be ftrong enough for my Mother, I warrant you. 
| Exit, 
Enter George Pye-boord, and Peter Skirmith. 

Pye. What’s to be done now, old Yad of War, thou 
that were wont to be as hot as 3 Tarn-fpit, as nimble as a 
Fencer, and as loufie as a School-matter: now thou art 
put to filence like a Se@ary, War fits now like g Ja- 
{tice of Peace, and does nothing : where be your Muf- 
keis, Calivers and Hort-thots 2 in Long-lane, at pawn, at 
pawn ? /Now Keys ‘are our only Guns, Key-euns, 
Key-guns, and Bawds the Gunners, ——~ who are your 
Sentinels in Peace, and ftand ready chare’d to give wa~ 
ning ; with hems, hums, and pocky-coughs; only your 
Chambers are licenft to play upon ycu, and Drabs enow to 
give Fire to ’em. 

Skire Well, I cannot tell; but I am fure it goes wrong 
with me, for fince the ceflure of the Wars, I have {pent 
above a hundred Crowns out of Purfe = { have been a Sol. 
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dia ay. time this forty Years, and now I perceive an old 
Soldrer, and an old Courtier have both one Deftiny, and in 
the ecd turn both into Hob-natis, 

Pye. Pretty Myftery fora Beggar, for indeed 2 Hob-nail 
is the true Embiem of a Beggar's Shoe-foal, 

Shir. 1 will not fay but that War tsa Blood- fucker, sand 

fo; but in my Confcience, (as there 1s no Soldier but ‘has 
a piece of one, though it be fullof holes, like a fhor Ancient, 
no matter, ‘twill ferve to fwear by) 16 my Confcience, I 
think fome kind of Peace has more: hidden oppreflions, and 
violent heady. Sins, (though looking of a gentle Nature) than 
a profit W ar. 

Pye, Troth, and for mine own part, ham a poor Gentleman, 
andaScholar, I have been'matriculaced in the Univeriaty, 
wore out ix Gowns there, feen forme Fools, and fome Scha- | 
las, fome of the City, and fome of the Country, kept Ore 
der, went bare-headed over the Quadrangle, cat my: Com 
mons with a gooc Stomach, and battled with Difcretion; 
at laft, having done many flights and tricks to maintaim my 
Wit in ufe (as my Brain would never endure me tobe idle,) 
J was expell’d the Univertity, only for ftealing a Cheefeout 
of Fefus Colledze. 

Shir. s’t pofiible ? 

Pye. O! there was one Wel/bman (God forgive him) pur- 
f.ed it hard, and never left, “cill I turn’d ‘my Steff toward 
Lindon, where when 1 came, all my Friends were pitshold, 
gone to Graves, (as indeed there was but a few lefe before) 
tien was Lcurn’d tomy Wits, to fhift in the World, to towre 


anang Sons and Huirs,and Fools, and Gulls, and Ladies 
eldeft Sons, to work upon nothiag, to feed out of Piint, 


3 
ard ever fince has my. Belly been much beholden to my 
Prain. But now to return to you, old Skirmi fh, i fay as 
you fay, and for my part with a“Purbulency in the World, 
for [have nothing in the Wer! 


~~ tumesa? 


Vorld, put my W its, and I 
bink they are as madeas they will be: and ro ftrengthen , 
your Argument the more, T fay an honcit War is better 
than a bawdy Peace. Astouching my Profeffions the muk 
tiplicity of Scholars, -+hatch: and nourifht in the idle Calms 
of Peace, makes “em like Fifhes, one devour anctoer, @ 

the Community of Learning has fo plaid vpon afrections, 
ard thereby almoft Religion is come about to Phenerise 
an 
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the Widow of WathagRtreet. 31914 
and difcredited by being too much {poken of 





in {o-ma- 


“ny. and mean Mouths. I my felf being a Scholar. and a 
Graduate, have no other comfort by my "Eearhit e, but the 


Affection of my werds, to know how Scho tarelil tO name 
what [ want, and can call my felf a Be; pear both in Greek 
i Latin, and therefore not to cog with Peace, I’!} not be 
id to fay, ‘ts < a great Breeder, but a bad Nouritier; a 
aye Getter of Child dren, which muft-cither be Thieves or 
rich Men, Knaves or Beggars, 
Skir. Well, want y had been borna Knave then, when 


ry ryq> ¢ a ot, to e I+ 212% rTAe | P= oe 
I was born a Beggar; for if the truth was Known, I think 


jf was begot when my Father had never a Penny ia his 
"iP urfe. 


Pye. Puh, faint not, old Skirmifb, let this warrant thee, 
Facilis Pe fas Averni, "tis an_eatic , Journey to .a Knave, 
thou may it be a Kuave wien thou wilt; and Peace isa good 
Madam to all other Profeffions, and an arrant Drab to vs, 
let us handle he: accordingly, and by our Wits thrive in 
defpight of her; for the Law lives by Quarrels, the yeaa 
by {mooth Good-moriows, and every Profcffion me kes: i 





felf greater by Imperfections, wh} y not we then by fts, 
Wiles, and Forgeries? And feeing our Brains are: a ely 
Patrimonics, let's {pe nd with Judgment, not like a de/pe:ate 
S$. ES but like a fober and difcree ¢ Templer, 
onethat will neve “hatch beyond the boun?s of his Aulow- 
ance, and for our thriving means, thus, f my felf will puton 
the Deceit of a Fortune-teller, a artiiectelteh 


yon Very proper. 

Pye. And you a Figure-cafter, or-a Conjurer 

Skir, A Conjurer ? 

Pye. Let me alone, Vl inftruct you, and teach you to 
deceive all Eyes but the Devil’s. 

Skit © Ys tor | would not ceceive him, and I could 
chufe, of all others. 

Pye. Fear not, I warrant you; ard fo by thefemeans we 
fhali help one another to Patients, as the condition of the 
Age affords Creatures enow for cunning to work upor. 

Skir, O wondrous, new Fools and fcth Afles. 

ks O, fit, fit, excellenr. 


bir. What in the name of Conjuring ? 
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Pye. My Memory greets me happily with an admirable 
Subje@ to graze upon. The Lady-Widow, who of late I 
fiw weeping in her Garden, for the Death of her Husband, 
fure the’s but a watrifh Soul, and half on’t by this time 1s 
dropt out of her Eyes: Device well manag’d may do good 
upon her: it ftands firm, my firft practice thall be there. 

Skir. You have my Voice, George. 

Pye. Sh’as a grey Gull to her Brother, a Fool to heronly 
Som and an Ape to her youngeft Daughter ; I over- 
heard ’cm feverally, and from their words Vl drive my de 
vice; and thou, old Peter Skirmifb, thalt be my fecond in 
all flights. 

Shire Never doubt me, George Pye-Boord, 
mult teach me to conjures 

Enter Captain \d\e pinian’d, and with a Guard of Officers 

paffeth over the SEALE. 

Pye. Pah, Vl perfect thee, Peters 
How now! what's he? 

Skir. O George! this fight kills me, 

*Tis my fworo Brother, Captain Idle. 

Pye. Captain: fale. 

Skir. Apprehended for fome fellonious A& or other, he 
has fiarted out, hasmadea Night on’t, lackt Silver; I can 
not but commend his Refolutior, he would not pawn his 
Buff-Jerkin, | would either fome of us were imploy’d, or 
might pitch our Tents at Ufurers Doors, to kill the Slaves 
as they peep out at the Wicket. 

Pye. Indeed, thofe are our ancient Enemies; they keep 
our Mooy in their Hands, and make us to be hang’d for 
robbing of em: but come let’s follow. after to the Prifon, 
and know the nature of this offence, and what can we ftead 
him in, he thall be {ure of; and I'l uphold: ic fill, that 
a charitable Kiave is better than a foothing Puritan, 

| Excunts 
Exter at ene Door Corporal Oath, and at the other three of 








only you 


the Widow Pauritan’s Serving-Adlen, Nicholas St. Antea 


lings, Simon St. Mary-Overies, and Brailty, ia black feurdy 
Mourning Coats, and Books at their Girdles, as coming [rom 

Church. They meet. 2) 
Nich. What, Corporal Oath? I am forry we have met 
with you next our Hearts; you are the Man that ie 
) of 
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forbidden to keep company withal; we muft not fwear Ican 
: tell you, and you have the name for Swearing. 
) Sim. Ay, Gorporal Oath, 1 would you would do fo much 
¢ 95 forfake us, we cannoe abide you, we muft not be feen in 
your Company. 
Frail. There is none of us, I can tell you, but. fhall be 
foundly whipt for iwearing. 
Corp. Why how now ¢ we three ¢ Puritanical Scrape-fhooes, 
| Flefh a Goed-Fridays; a Hand, 
lie il, Oh. 
n Corp. Why Nicholas. St. -Antlings, Simon St. Alary- 
wi) Overies, has the Deul pofleft you, that you fwear no, better, 
you Half-Ciriften’é Katomites, you Una-godmeother’d Varlets, 
yt does tthe firft Lefloa teach you to be Proud, and the fecond 
t6 be Coxcombs ; proud Coxcombs ; not once to do duty to 
fi) a.Man of Mark. 
Frail. A Mat of Mark, quothz, I do not think he can 
fhew a Beggar’s Nobie. 
Corp. A Corporal, a Commander; one of Spirit, that is able 
to blow you up all dry with your Books at your Girdles. 
Sim. We are not taught to believe that, Sir, for. we 
know the Breath of Man is weak. 
Hy { Corporal breathes on Frailty. 
| (Frail, Boh, you lye, Micholas ; for here’s one ftiong 
enough ; blow us up, quotha, he may well blow me above 
twelve-{core off on him : I warrant, if the wind ftood right, 
a Man might fmell him from the top of Newgate, to the 
Leads of Ludgate. 
Corp. Sirrah, thou hollow Book of W ax-candle: 
| Nich, Ay, you may fay what you will, fo you fwear not. 
», Corp. I {wear by the : 
. Nich. Hold, hold, good Corporal Oazh ; but if you fwear 
'/ once, we thal fall down in a Swoon prefently. 
| Corp, I routt and will fwear : you quivering Coxcombs, 
i@ My Captain is imprifon’d, and by Vulcan's Leather Cod- 
yp Piece point 
‘ WNich O Simon, what an Oath was there 2 
¢  rail. If he fhould chance to break it, the poor Man’s 
1. Breeches would fall down about his heels, for Veans allows 
“* butone Poiat to his Hofe. 
Somes Corp. 
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Corp. With chefe, my Bully-Fleet, I wiil thump ope the 
Piifon Doors, and brain the Keeper with the Begging-Box, 
but Vil fee my honetft fweee Captain Jdle-at liberty. 

Nich. How, Captain Jale? my old Aunt’s Son, my dear 
Kiolaian in Cappadochio. 

Corp. Ay, vhou Church-peeling, thou Holy-paring, Re. 
ligious o ‘fide thou ; if thou hadft any grace in thee, thou 
wouldit vilit him, relieve him, {wear to get him ont, 

Nich. Aflure you, Corporal, indeeds-la, *tis the firft time 
I heard on’t. 

Corp. Why do’t now then, A¢armafet; bring forth thy 
yearly Wages, let not a Commander perifh 

Sim. Butif he be one of the wicked, he fha'l perifh. 

Nich. Well, Corporal, Tl een along with you, to wifit 
my Kinfman, if I can do him any good, 1 -will——but I 
have nothing for him, Siwson St. A¢ary-Overies and Frailty, 
pray meke a Lic for me to the Knight, my Matter, old Sir 
Godfrey. 

Corp. A Lie? may you lie then? 

Frail, © ay, we may lie, but we muit not fwear. 

Sim. Trae, wemay lye with our Neighbour’s Wife, but 
we mut not fwear we did fo. 

Corp. O, an excellent Tag of Religion. 

Nich. ©, Simon, 1 have thought upon a found excufe, ‘at 
will'go currant, fay that I am gone to a Faft. 

Sim, Toa Fait? very good. 

Nich. Ay, to a Fatt, fay, with Mafter Fall-belly the Mi- 
nifter. 

Sim. Matter Fall-beily? an honeft Man: He feeds the 

fock well, for he’s an excellent Feeder. 

, | Exeunt Corporal and Nicholas, 

Frail. O 1, -Thave feen him eat a whole Pig, ard after- 
ward fall co the Pettitoes. | Exewnt Simon and Frailty. 





The Mar fbalfea Prifen, Enter Crptain Vale at one Doors 
and an old Soldier at the other. 
Pye. Pray turn the Key. | Speaking withite 
Skir. Turn the Key, T prey. 
Capt, Who thould thofe be, I almoft know ther Voie $ 


O my Friends! 3 | Snvrings 
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the Widow of Katling-firect. 31295 
You're welcome to a fmelling Room here; you newly took 
leave of the Air, is’t not.a ftrange favour? 

Pye. As all Prifons have {mells of fandry W retchess 
Who, though departed, leave their {cents behind ’em. 

By Gold, Captain, L am fincerely forry for thee. 

Capt. By my troth, George; I thank thee; but, pilli-——— 
what muft be, mult be. 

Skir. Captain, what do you lye in for? is't great 2: what’s 
your Offence¢ 

Capt. Faith, my Offence is ordinary,———= common, 
a High-way; and I fear me my penalty. will be ordinary and 
common too, a Halter. 

Pye. Nays prophefie not fo ill, it fhall go hard, 

But Ul thife for thy Life. 

Capt. Whether: I live or die, thou’rt an honeft George. 
Til cell you——Silver flow’d not with me, as it had done, 
for now the Tide runs to Bawds andi Flatterers, 1 had a 
flart out, and by chance fet upon a fat Steward, thinking 
his Purfe had: been as purfie as his Body; and the Slave 
had about him but the poor purchace of ten Groats: Not- 
withftanding being deferyed, purfued, and taken; I know 
the Law is fo grim, in refpect of many defperate, unfecled 
Soliiecrs, that I fear me I fthatl dance after their Pipe 
for’r. 

Shir. I am twice forry for yous Captain; firft, that 
your Purchace was fo {mall, and now that your Danger is 
{o great. 

Capt. Path, the worft is but death, 
Pipe of Tobacco abour yous 

Skir. I think I have thereabouts abeut me. 

| Captain blows a Pipe. 

Capt. Here’s a clean Gentleman too, to receives 

Pye. Well, I miuft caft about fome happy flight:s 
Work Brain, that ever didft thy Mafter right. 

[ Corporal and Nicholas within. 

Corp. Keeper, let the Key be curn’d. 

Nich, Ay, a> Prays Matter Keeper, give’s.a caft of your 

Office. 

Capt. How now? more Vifitants? 
Oath ? 

Pye, Skir. Corporal. 





ha’you a 





what, Corporal 


Corp. 
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Corp. In Prifon, honeft Captain? this muft not be. 

Nich. How do'you, Captain Kinfman? 

Capt. Good Coxcomb, what makes that pure+—ftarche 
Fool .bere 2 ; 

Nich. You fee, Kinfmzn, I am fomewhat bold to callin, 
and-fee how youdo; heard you were fafe enough, and I 
was very glad on’, that it was no worfe. 

Capt. This is a double torture now, ——trhis. Fool bw th’ 
Book doth vex me more than my Imprifonment. What 
meant you, Corpora), to hook him hither? 

Corp. Who, he? he fhall relieve thee, and fupply thee, 
I'll make him do’t. 

Capt. Fy, what vain Breath you fpend : 

He fupply? ll fooner expe@ Mercy from an Ufurer when 
my Bond’s forfeited, fooner Kindnefs from a Lawyer when 
my Mony’s fpent: nay, fooner Charity from the Devil, 
than Good from a Puritan. I'll look for Relief from him 
when Lucifer is reftor'd to his Blood, and in Heav'n again, 

Wiehs 1 warrant my Kinfman’s talking of me, for my left 
Ear burns moft tyrannically. 

Pye. Captain Idle, what’s he thete? he looks like a Mon- 
key upward, and a Crane downward. : 

Cupte Pthaw; a foolifh Coufin of mine: I muft thank 
God for him. : 

Pye. Why, the better fubje@ to work afcape upon; thou 
fhale-e’en change Clothes with him, and leave him here, 
and fo 

Capt. Puth, I publifht him e’en now: to my Corporal, 
he will be damn’d e’er he do me fo much gocds why, I 
know a more proper, a more handfome Device than that, 
if the Slave would be Sociable, ——-now Goodman Fleer- 
face ? 

Nich. O, my Coufin begins to fpeak to me now, F fhall 
be acquainted with him again, I hope. 

Skir. Look! what ridiculous Raptures take hold of his 
Wrinkles. 

Pye. Then what fay you to this Device, a happy one 
Caprain?2 

Capt. Speak low, George; Prifon Rats have wider Ears 
than thofe in Malt-lofts. | 
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Nich. Coufin, if it lay in my power, as they fay,—__—— 

do 
Capt. >I would do me an exceeding pleafure indeed, that; 

ne’er talk furder on’t, the Fool will be hang’d'e’er he do. 

Corp. Pox, I'll thump ’im to’r, 

Pye. Why, do but try the Fopfter, and break it to him 
bluntly. 

Capt. And fo my difgrace will dwell in his Jaws, and the 
Slave flaver out our purpofe to his Mafter ; for wouldI were 
but as fure on’t, as I am fure he will deny to do’t. 

Nich. 1 would be heartily glad, Coufin, if any of my 
Friendfhips, as they fay, might {tand, hs 

Pye. Why, you fee he offers his Friendfhip foolithly to 








to 








# you already. 


Capt. Ay, that’s the Hell on’t, I would he would offer it 


, wifely. 


Nich. Verily, and indeed la, Coufin 

Capt. I have took note of thy Fleers a good while, if thou 
art minded to do me good, as thou gap’ft upon me comforte 
ably, and giv’ft me charitable Faces ; which indeed is but a 
fifhion in you all that are Puritans, wilt foon at Night fteal 
me thy Mafter’s Chain 2 

Nich. Gh, | thall fowne ? 

Pye. Corporal, he ftarts already ! 

Capt. | know it to be worth three hundred Crowns, and 
with the half of that, I can buy my Life at a Broker’s, ar 
fecond hand, which now lyes in pawnto the Law; if this 





, thou refufe to do; being eafie and nothing dangerous, in 
, that thou art held in good Opinion of thy Mafter, why ’tis 
» @ palpable Argument thou hold’ft my Life at no Price, 


- - TP 


» and thefe thy broken and unjointed Offers are but only 


created in thy Lip, now Born, and now Buried, foolith 


/ Breath only: what, woult do’? fhall I look for Happinefs 
‘in thy anfwer? 


Nich. Steal my Mafter’s Chain, quoth he ? no, ir thall 


ne'er be faid, that Nicholas St. Antlings committed Bird- 


. lime! 


—— 


Capt. Nay, 1 told you as much, did I not? though he be 


) a Puritan, yet he will be a true Man. 


Nich. Why Coufin, you know *tis written, Thou thalt 
Not Seal. : 
vox, Vi. Ff Capt, 





na 
~. 
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Cap:. ‘Why, and Fool, thou fhalt leve thy Neighbour, -, 
and help him in Extremities. } 
Nich, Mals 1 think it be indeed ; in what Chapter’s that, a 
Coulin 2 itp 
Capt. Why in the firft of Charity, tne fecond Verfe. | 
Nich, The firit of Charity, quoth a, that’sa good Jel, | 
there’s no fuch Chapter in my Book ! * 
Capt. No, 1 know ’twas torn out of thy Book, and thit 4. 
makes it fo little in thy Heart. ue , 
Pye. Come, let me tell-you, you're teo:unkind a Kinfman 9, 
faith , the Captain loving you fo dearly, ay, like the), 
Pomwater cf his Eye, and you to be fo uncomfortable, i 
fie, fic. | 
Nich. Pray do not wif me to be hane’d, any thing elle s 
that | can do; had it been to rob, I would ha’ don’t, butt Cy 
muft. nor Steal, that’s the word, the lireral, Thou fhalt not % 
steal; and would you with me tepfteal then? hy 
Pye. No Faith, that were too much, to fpeak truth; why i 
y...¢ thou Nim it from him ¢ 
“Nich: That I will. A 
Pye. Why enough, Bully ; he will be content with that ‘ 

or he fhall ha’ none; let me alone with him now, Captain, 1 
I ha’ dealt with your Kinfiman in a Corner ; a good--kind- hi 
natur'd Fellow, methinks: Go to, you fhall not have all 4% 
your own asking, you fhall bate fomewhat on’t, he is not ® 
contented abfolutely, as you would fay, to. fteal the Chait]: 
from him, but to do youa pleafure, he will nlm it from f 
him. : 
Nich. Ay, that I will, Coufin: p 
Capt. Well, {eeing he wilido no more, as far as I fee, fj, 
muft be contented with that. \ 


Corp. Here’s:no notable gullery 2 | 
Pye. Nay, VI come nearer to you, Gentlemen, becauley 
we'll have only but a Help and a Mirth on’r, the Knights, 
fhall not lofe his Chain neither, but be only laid out of the \ 
way fome one or two Days, i 
Nich. Ay, that would be good indeed, Kinfinan, ; 
Pye. For I have a farther reach, to profic us better, by 1 
the mifling on’t only, than if we had it out-right, as MY] 
Difcourfe fhall make it kaown to you ;—— when thou halt] 
the Chain, do but convey it out at a Back-doog into the | 
a 


: 





wi, Pon 






Pie wat Widow of we no-ftreet. 3199 
fi Garden, and there hang it clofé in the Rofen ay Bank, bute 
for a {mall estan, and by that harmlefs device, I know 
how to wind Céptain Jdle out of Prifon, the Khiche thy 
Mafter fhall get his Pardon, and releafe him, and he fatisfe 
thy Mafter with his own Chain, and wondrous 
both Hands. 

Nich. That were rare indeed la; 

Pray let me know how. 

Pye. Nay, ‘tis very makiae thou fhould’?t know, bee 
caufe thou mutt be employ’d as an Actor ? 

Wich, An Actor ? O no, that’s a Player? and our Par- 
fon rails again{t Players mighti ily, 1 can tell gi becaufe 
they brayiglit him drunk upo’th’ Sts 72 ONCE; ~~ as he will 
be horribly drunk, 

Corp. Mafs 1 cannot blame him then, 

’ Poor Church fpout. 
| Pye. Why as an Intermedler then? 
"Wich. Ay,» that, that. 

_ Pye, Give me Audience then; when the old Knight thy 
| Matter has rag’d his fill ee the lofs of eee tell him 
“thou haft a Kinfman in Prifon, of fuch exqui fite Art, that 
“the Devil himfelf is Fresch Tack: y to him, and runs bare 
“teaded by his Horfe——Belly, when he has one; whom he 
“will caufe, with moft Jri/b dexterity, to fetch his Chain, 
“though *twere hid under a Mine of Sea-coal, and ne’er 

make Spade or Pick-Axe his a dag tell him but this, 
M with farther InftruGions thou cigs receive from me, and 
thou fhewelt thy or Kinfman indeed. 
Corp. A dainty | Sully. 
Skir, An honeft—— Book keeper, 
Cpt. And my three Sines thrice honey Coufin. 
| Nish. Nay, grace of God I'}l rob him on’e fadd hy 
Wand hang it in the Rofemary bank, but I bear 
MCoufin, I would not fteal any thing, methinks, for “hin 
"own Fathe 
Skir. Ee bears a go0d Mind in: that, Captain. 
| Pye. Why, well fuid, 
febie bevins to be an honelt Fellow, faith. 
ie Corp. In truth he does, 
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Nich, You fee, Coufin, Lam willing to do you any kind 
nefs, always faving my felf harmlefs. [ Exit Nicholas, 


Capt. Why Ithank thee, fare thee well, 1 tall requite ' 


if. 

Corp. Twill be good for thee, Captain, that thou haft , 
fuch an egregious Als to thy Coufin. 

Capt. Ay, 38 not that 2 fine Fool, Corporal ¢ ‘ 
But, George, thou talk’ft of Art and Conyuring, if 
How fhall that beé ; 

Pye. Pah, be't not in your care, F 
Leave that to me and my Directiors; : 
Well, Captain, doubt not thy delivery now, 7 


Fen with the vantage, Man, to gain by Prifon, 

As my Thoughts prompt me: Hold on,brain and plot, 4. 

Ll aim at many cunning far events, 

All which I doubt not to hit at length; 

V’ll to the Widow with a quaint Affault; 

Captain, be merry. 
Capt, Who 1? Kerry merry Baffe- Jerkin. | 
Pye. Ob, Lam happy in mere flights, and one will knit , 

ftrong in another Corporal Oath. 
Corp. Ho! Bully! 
Pye. And thou, old Peter Skirmifb, 1 have a neceflaty { 

task for you both. , 
Shir. Lay’t upon George Pye-boord, 
Corp, What eer it be, we'll manage it. 4 
Pye. I would have you two maintain a Quarre) before the». 

Lady VWadow's Door, and draw your Swords i’th’ edge of |’ 





. Wy 
the Evening: Clafh a little, clafh, clafh. 
Gorp. Fuh £ - 4 
e . rl 

Let us alone to make our blades ring noon, 
; rin ¥ 
Though it be after Supper. pe N 
Pye. LT -know you can; 


‘And out of that falfe Fire, I doubt not but to raife ftrange),, 
= oe as } h 
belicf—-and, Captain, to countenance my Device the bets 
ter, and grace my Words to the Widow, I have a goo | 
plain Sattin Suir, that I had of a young Revcler e’ot! er | 
Nigh’, for words pafs not regarded now-a-days, uslefs they | 
come from a good Suit of Cloaths, which the Fates and my 4 
Wits had beftowed upon me. Well, Captain Zdle, if] did 
not highly love thee, | would ne'er be feen within — | 
ie, core 
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the Widow of ari o-ftreer. 


fcore of a Prifon, for 1 proteft at this inftant, I walk jn 
reat danger of {mall Debts. I owe Mony to feveral Hae 
felts, and you know fuch Jills will quickly be upon a 
| Man’s Jack. 

Capr. True, George. 

Pye. Fare thee well, Captain. Come Corporal and An- 
cient, thou fhalt hear more News mxt time we greet 
thee. 

Corp. More News? Ay by yon Bear at Bridge-Foot in 
Heavn fhalt thou. 

) Capt. Enough; my Friends, farewel, 
This Prifen fhews as if Ghofts did pare in Hel!, 


3201 





| Exeuut. 
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; Enter Moll, youngef— Daughter to the Widow, alone, 


: wala OT marry ? forfwear Marriage ? why all Woes 
men know "tis as honourable gq thing s to lye 

with a Man; and I, to fpight my Sifter’s Vow the more, 

™ have entertaind a Suitor already, a fine Gallant Knight of 

the lait Feather, he fays he will Coach me too, aad well 

appoint me, allow me Mony to Dice withal, and many fuch 

pleafing Proteftations he {ticks upon my Lips : Indeed his 

fhort-winded Father rth’ Country is wondrous wealthy, a 

 moft abominable Farmer, and therefore he may dote in time; 

troth [’ll venture upon him; Women are not without ways 

enough to help themfelves : If he prove wife and good as his 

word, why I fhall love him, and ufe him kindly ; and if 

he prove an Afs, why in a quarter of an Hour’s warning I 

can transform him into an Oxe;——~there comes in my res 

H dief again. 

hy Enter Frailty. 

} Frail. O, Miftrefs Moll, Miftrets 2Zoll, 

| Moll. How now ? what’s the News? 

} Frail. The Knight your Suiter, Sir Fohn Penny-Dab, 

F Adoll. Sir Fobn Penny-Dub? where ? where ? 

Frail. He’s walking in the Gallery. 

| Mell. Has my Mother feen him yet? 

| | F f 3 Frail, 
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Frail. © no, the’s--{pitting in the Kitchin. 
Atoll. Dire him hither foftly, good Fraiity, 
Wy meet him half wy. 

Frail. That's juft ike runninga Tilt; but I hope hel] 


| 


} Role 
A iP r.e ri ¢ J 
b; C4aKk HOtR:E Pa 


J 


this time. 

Ente Sir John Penny-Dub. 

Atoll, > Tis happinifs my Mother faw. him not, 
© WEiCOMs good Sr Folin. 

Dub. I thank you faah——WN ay you mutt fend ee 
Tkifs you: ’Tis the Fafhion every, where 1 faith, and I came 
fiom Court ¢oow. 


Moll. Nay, the ates forefend that I fhould anger the 


Then fot forgetting the fweet of new Ceremonies, 
back, ther recovering my felf, make my Honour 
jp thus; atd then accolt ir. 


yo ’ 
Moll. Truft me, very pretty aid movirg, you're worthy 


O my Mother, my Mother, now fhe’s here, 
Kiffing. Enter Wiaow and Sir Godfrey. 
We'll {teal into che Gallery. | Exeunte 
Sir God. Nay, Sifter, et Reafon rule you, do not play 


ral 


the Foo!, itand not in your own Light, you have wealthy - 


Offers, large Tendrings, do not withftand your good For- 
tune; who comes a véoiig-to you I pray? no fmall Fool, 
a rich ‘Knight o’th’ City, Sir Oliver Aduck-hill, no tmall 
fool IT can tell you; and furthermore, as I heard late by 
your Maid-fervants, as your Maid-fervants will fay to meé 
any think, I thank ’en, both your Daughters are not with- 
out Suitors, ay, andworthy ones too; one a brisk Courtier, 
Sit dudrew Tipflaffe, {utter afar off to your eldeft Daugh- 
ter, and the third a hige wealthy Farmer’s Son, a fine young 
Country Knight, they call him Sir ‘fohn Penny-Dab, a good 


Name marry, he may have it coin’d when he lacks Mony; 


what Bleffinesare thife, Sifter 2 
Wid. Tempt me not, Satan, . 
Sir God. Satan? do I took like Satan? I hope the Devils 

not fo old as J, I trow. | | 

Wid. You wound ny Senfes, Brother, when you.nam¢ 

A Suiter to me o1 [ cannot abide it, 

I take in Poifon whe: I hear one nam’d.. 
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i thefe Archers, 





Exter Simon. 
Son Edmund 2 
vain Exercife, dripping in 





K 


How now, Simon? where’s my $ 

Sim. Verily, Madam, he ts at 
the Tenr + Bout. 

Wiad. At. Tennis cers on, OW bs Father $ gone, I 
fhall have no rule with him; oh wicked Edmund, I might 

ell compare this with the Pio phecy in the Chronicle. 
though fa inferior, as. Harvy or Moumonth won all, and 
Harry of Windfor hott ath; (> Edmund of briffow that was the 
Father, got all, and Edmund of Loudon that’s his Son how, 
will {pend all. 

Sir God, Peace, Sifter, well have hin reform’d, there’s 
hope on. him. yer; though it be bu 

Enter F fal es 

Frail: Forfooth, M: adam there ace two or three Arciers 
at Dacr would: very gladly {peak with your Ladyfhip. 
Wid. Aichers' 
Sir Gods Your-Husband’s Fletcher 1 warrant. 
Wid, On, 


eee FF 


C:4 Litiic. 


oes fC ie 
Let them come near they i ing home vane of his, 


Troth | fhould ka’ forgot ’en . How now 
( Villsin, which be thofe Arc che ers? 
Enter the Suitersy Sir Andrew Ti pftafk 5 Sir Oliver 
Muck-hill, pe p enny-Dud. 

Frail, Why; do you not fee Ri before you ¢ 2 are not 
what do you call ’em Shooters? Shooters 
and Archers are all one, | hope. 

Wid. Out ignorant Siave. 

Muck, Nay, pray be pati ient Lady, 

+ Wecome tn meh of pone wale Love, 

Tipjt. Dub, We da. 

Luck. To tes 

Tipft. Dub, And to your Daugntcrs. 

Wid. Q. why will you offer me. this, Ge seme indeed 
I will not look upon you; when the T eirs are carce out of 
mine Eyes, not yet wafh’d off from my cee ; and my dear 
Hush 7d’s Rody icarce {» cold as the Coft 1, whe reafon 
have you t0 offer 12. l am not like fom: of yor ir Widows 
that will bt ury one inthe E vening, and be. fure ta ano ther 
€'er Morning. pray away, prrv take your pie ee gece 
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Knights, and you be fweet Knights, 1 have vow'd never to 4 


marry ;——-and fo have my Daughters too! 

Dub. Ay, two of youhave, but the third’s a good Wench! 

diduck. Lady, a (fhrewd Anfwer marry; the beft is, “tis 
but the firft, and he’s a blunt Wooer, that wall leave for one 
fharp An{wer. 

Tipft. Where be your Daughters, Lady, I hope they'll 
give us better Encouragement ¢ 

Wid. Indeed theyll anfwer you fo, take’t a my word 
they'll give you the very fame anfwer Verbatim, truly la. 

Dub. Mum: Moll’s a good Wench ftill, 1 know what 
fhe’ll do? 

Muck, Well, Lady, for this time we'll take our leaves 
hoping for better comfort. 

Wid. O'never, never; and I live thefe thoufand Years; 
and you be good Kaights, do not hope; *twill be all Vain, 
Vain, ook you put off all your Suits, and you come 
to me again, 

Frail. Put off all their Suits, quotha? ay, that’s the beft 
wooing of a Widow indeed, when a Man’s Nonfuted, that 
is, when he’s a-bed with her. 

[ Going owt Muckhil and Sir Godfrey. 

Muck, Sir Godfrey, here’s twenty Angels more, work 
hard for me; there’s life in’t yet. [ Exit Muckhil. 

Sir God. Fear not Sir Oliver Muckhil, Vi ftick clofe for 
you, leave all with me. 

Ener George Pye-boord the Scholar. 

Pye, By your leave, Lady Widow. 

Wid, What another Suitor now ? 

Pye. A Suiter, no, I proteft; Lady, if you'd give me 
your felf. I'd not be troubled with you. 

Wid. Say you fo. Sir, thea you're the better welcome, 

Sir. 

Pye. Nay, Heav'n blefsme from a Widow, unlefs | were 
fure to bury her fpeedily ! 

Wid. Good bluntnefs; well, your Bufinefs, Sir ? 

Pye. Very needful; if you were in private once. 

Wid, Needful? Brother, pray leave us; and you, Sits 

Frail. X thould laugh now, if this blunt Fellow fhould put 
"em all befide the Stirrop, and vault into the Saddle himfelf, 
Ihave fen as mada Trick. (Exit Frailty. 
Enter 
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Exter Daughters. 






Wid. Now, Sir ?-—— here’s none but we——— Daughters 


forbear. | 

Pye. O no, pray Ict ‘em ftay, for what I have to {peak 
importeth equally to them as you, 

Wid. Then you may ftay. 

Pye. I pray beftow on mea ferious Ear, 
For what I {peak is full of weight and fear. 

Wid. Pear?” 

Pye. Ay, if't pafs unregarded, and uneffected, 
Elfe peace and joy; I pray Attention, 
Widow, I have been a meer Stranger for thefe Parts that 
you live in, nor did I ever know the Husband of you, and 
Father of them, but I truly know by certain fpiritual Ins 
telligence, that he is in Purgatory. 

Wid. Purgatory? tuh; that word deferves ta be {pit 
upon; I wonder that a Man of {ober Fongue, as you feem 
to be, fhould have the Folly to believe there’s {uch a 
place. 

Pye. Well, Lady, in cold B'ood I {peak it, I affvre you 
that there is a Purgatory, in which place I know your Huf- 
band to refide, and wherein he is like to remain, "till the 
diffolution of the World, ‘till the Jaft general Bonfire; when 
all the Earth thal! melt into nothing, and the Seas feald 
their finny Labourers; fo long is his abidance, unlefs you 
alter the property of your purpofe, together with each of 
your Daughters theirs, that is, the purpofe of fingle Life in 
your felf and your eldeit Daughter, and the {peedy deter- 
mination of Marriage in your youngeft, 

A4oll, How knows he that? what, has fome Devilrold 
him 2 

Wid. Strange he fhould know our Thoughts: 
Why but Daughter; have you purpos'd fpeedy Marriage ? 

Pye. You fee fhe tells you ay, fhe fays nothing. 

Nay, give me credit as you pleafe, I am a ftranger to you, 
and yet you fee f know your Determinatioas, which muft 
come to me metaphyfically, and by a fuper-natural Intelli- 
pence. 

Wid, This puts amazement on- me. 

Fran. Koow our Secrets¢ 
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Moll. Vd thought to fteal a Marriage, wouldhis Tongue .% ! 
Had dropr out when he blab’d it. C 
Wid. But, Sir, my Husband was too honeft a dealing Man,» ki 
to be now in any Purgatortes ity 
Pye. © do not load your Confcience with untruths, 
?Tis but meer folly now to gild ‘em oer; 
That has paft but for Coppers Praifes here; | 
Cannot unbind him there: confefs but truth, 1 
I know he got his Wealth with a hard gripes I 
Oh hardly, hardly. bf 
Wid, Vhis isthe moft ftrange of all, how knows he that? i); 
Pye. He would eat Fools and ignorant Hicis clean up; 





And had his drink from many a poor Man's brow, Door 
Even as their labour brew’d it. lef 
He would fcrape Riches to him moft unjultly; ih 
The very dirt between his Nails was ul got, M 
And not his own,———oh Py 


t 
i 


I roan to {peak on’t, the thought makes me fhudder!—— 
Shudder ! WV 





Wid. It quakes me too, now I think on’t——Sir, Lam | ? 
much griev'd, that you a Stranger, thould fo deeply wrong jhx 
my dead Husband! A 

Pye. Oh Vo; 


Wild. & Man that would keep Church fo duly; rifeeare Jin 
ly before his Servants, and e’en for Religious hafte, go uns | ; 
earter’d, unbutton’d, nay Sir Reverence untruft, to Mor | 
ning Prayer? ben 

Pye: Oh uff, 

Wid. Dine quickly upon High-days, and when Thad great |, 
Guefts, would e’en fhame me, and rife from the Table, to ie 
get a good Seat at an Afternoon-Sermor, p. 

Pye. There’sthe Devil, there’s the Devil, true, hethougat “Wi 
it Sanctity enough, if be had kill’d a Man, fo’e ’ad_ been done “Ary 
in a, Pue ,or undone his Neighbour, fo’ t ’ad becnnear enough Jy} 
to the Preacher. Oh a Sermon’s a fine fhort Cloak off {th 
an Hour Jong, and will hide the upper part ofa Diflembler.-r* yy 
Church; ay, he feem’d all Church, and his Conicicnce was hy 





as hard as the Pulpit. i 
Wid. 1 can no more endure this. iM 
Pye. Nor I, Widow, endure to flatter. ; 
Wid. Is this all your bufincfs with me? ln 


Pye 
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Pye. Nays Keep in your wonders, * f have told you 

4 the Fortuncs. of you all; which are more fearful; if not hap- 
te Rey prevented, for your part i your Daughters, if 
if there be not once this Day. fome Blood-thed ‘before your 

Door, whereof the humane Creature dyes, of you two the 
| eldeft fhall nin Med, 
» . Wid. and Fran. Oh! 
Moll, Ehat's not 
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Pye. But if it fo come to pals (as for your fair fakes J 


‘ wifh it may) that this prefage of your “ae ee Fortunes be 
- prevente d ay that accident of Death and Blood-fhedding, 
fo } 


¢ Which before told. you of 5 take heed upon ysur Lives, 
if thet two of sh which have vow’d never to m3 FY feck 
’ ut Husbar nds with al! pret fent {peed, and you the thied Cy that 
| five fh ch a delire to out-ftrip Chattity, lock you meddle 
hot with a Husband. 
Moll, 5 doptte Torment. 
iS Pye. The brea ich of aS s keeps your Father in Purga- 
tery, and, the puniflments that fhall follow you. 1n. this 
ai World, 
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World, would with horror kill the Ear fhould hear ’em re- 
lated. 
Wid. Marry? Why I vow'd never to marry. 
Fran. And fo did I. 
Moll. And I vow’d never to be fuch an Afs, butto mar- 
ry. What a crofs Fortune’s this 2 
Pye. Ladies, though I be a Fortune-teller, 1 cannot 
better Forrunes, you have ’em from me as they are re- 
veal'd tome: I would they were to your Tempers, and 
Fellows with your Bloods; that’s all the biteernefs I would 
ou. 
Wid. O! ’tis a juft vengeance, for my Husband’s hard 
purchafes. 
Pye. 1 wifh you to bethick your felves, ana leave ’em. 
Wid. 31 to Sir Godfrey, my Brother, and acquaist him 
with thefe fearful prefages. 
Fran. For, Mother, they portend loffes to him, 
Wid. O ay, they do, they do; 
If any happy iffue crown thy words, 
I will reward thy cunning. Exit Wid. and Fran, 
Pye.’ Tis enough, Lady, | with no higher. 
@oll, Dumb? and not marry ¢ worfe, 
Neither to fpeak, nor kifs, a double curfe. | Exit. 
Pye. So, all this comes well about yet, I play the For- 
tune-tellér, as well es if I had had a Witch to my Grate 
nam: for by good happinefs, being in my Hofteffes Gar- 
den, which neighbours the Orchard of the Widow, I laid 
the hole of mine Ear to a hole in the Wall, and heard “em 
make thefe vows, and {peak thofe words, upon which I 
wrought thele advantages; and to encourage my Forgery 
the more, I may now perceive in *em a natural Simplicity 
which will eafily fwallow an abife, if any covering be 
over it: and to confirm my former prefage to the Wr 
dow, I have advis'd old Pezer Skivmifb the Soldier, to 
hurt Corporal Oazh upon the Leg, and in that hurry Fil 
ruth amonef ’em, and inftead of giving: the Corporal 
fome Cordial to comfort him, I'll pour into his Mouth 4 
Potion.of a fleepy Nature, and make him feem as dead 
for which the oid Soldier being apprehended, and 
ready to be born to Execution, Vil ftepin, and take Upom 
me the Cure of the dead Man, upon pain of dying me 
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condemned’s death: the Corporal will wake at his Minute, 


when the fleepy force hath wrought it felf, and fo. fhall I 
get my {elf into a moft admir’d Opinion, and under the pre- 
text of that cunning, beguile as I fee occafion: and if that 
foolith Nicholas St. Antlingskeep true time with the Chain, 
my Plot wiil be found, the Captain deliver’d, and my Wits 
applauded amongft Scholars and Soldiers for ever. 

[ Exit Pye-boord. 

Enter Nicholas St. Antlings, with the Chain, 

Nich. O, have found an excellent advantage to take away 
the Chain, my Mafter put it off e’en now, to fay ona new 
Doublet, and 1 fneakt it away by little and litle, moft Pu- 
ritanically! we fhall have good {port anon when he has mifs’d 
it, abour my Coufin-the Conjurer; the World fhall feeP’'m 
an honeft Man of my word, for now I’m going to hang it 
betweea Heaven and Earth among the Rofemary-branches. 

| Exit Nich. 








5 eh Mae Sorat 3 
Enter Simon St. Mary-Overies, and Frailty. 


Frail. (Urrah, Sion St. Mary-Overies, my Miltrefs fends 
away all her Suiters, and puts Fleas in their Ears, 

Sim. Frailty, the does like an honeft, chaft, and virtuous 
Woman; for Widows ought not to wallow in the puddle of 
Iniquity. 

Frail. Yet, Simon, many Widows will do’t, whatloe’er 
comes on’t. 

Sim. True, Frailty, their filthy Fleth defires a Conjuncti- 
on Copulative; what Strangers are within, Frai/ty? 

Frail. There’s none, Simon; but Mafter Pilfer the Taylor: 
he’s above with Sir Godfrey, praifing of a Doublet: and I 
muft trudge anon to fetch Mafter Suds the Barber. 

Sim. Matter Sud’s a good Man, he wafhes the Sins of the 
Beard clear, 

Enter old Skirmith the. Soldier. 
Skir. How now, Creatures? what's a Clock? 
Frail. Why,do you take us to be Fack at the Clock-Houfe ¢ 
Skir. 
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The Puritan: O7, 
Shir. 1 fay again to you, what's a Clock? 
Sim Truly la, we go by th y Clock of otir Contctence, alj 
worldly Clocks we know go falfe; and are fet by drutiken 
ScxtCnse 

Skir, Then what 
ET mutt break off, h 
what’s a Clock? 


: 


a Clock in your Confcience? -— Q, 


> 
S 
: * 
r > lo a ae te in v-| f ert . } 
ere comes the Worporai- 








Exter Corporal. 
palt {eventéen. 
na 


Corp. A Clock 2 why 
ry, has met with his raatch now, 


Frail. Paft fevenreen? 
Corporal Cah will fit I 

Shir. Thou doft not bawk'nor baffle me, doftthou? Fam 
a Soldier paft feventcen? } 

Corp, Ay, thou art not angry with the Figures, art thou? 
I will prove it unto thee, 12 and 1 1s thirteen, I hope; 2 
fourteen, 3 fifteen, 4 fixteen, and 5 feventeen, then palt 
feventeen, I will cake the Dial’s part in a jult Caule. 

Skir. Ufay.’tis but pait five then. 

Corp. Vil {wear ’tis paft feventeen then: doft thou not 
know Numbers? canft thou not caft 2 

Stir. Caft? doft thou {peak cf my cafting i’ch’ {treet? 

[ Dram 


7 
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Corp: Ay, and in the Market-place. 
Sim. Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. | Simon runs in. 
trail, Ay, I knew by their fhuffing, Clubs would be 


a f te 
> 


Tramp: Mafs here’s the Knave, and he can do any good 
upon “em: Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. 
Enter Pye-boord. 

Capt. O Villain, thou haft open’d a Vein in my Lege. 

Pye. How now? for fhame, for fhame, put up, put up. 

Capt. By yon blue Welkin, “twas out of my part, Georges 
to be hurt on the Leg. 

Exter Officers. ; 

Pye. Oh, peace now——I have a Cordial here to coms 
fort thee. 

Off. Down with ’ém, down with ‘em, lay Hands upos 
the Villain. 

Skir. Lay Hands on me’ 

Pye. Vil not be feen among ’ém now. 

Capt. Um Hurt, and had more need have Surgeons 
Pay Hands wpon me, thap rough Officers, ee 
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Offi. Go, carry him to be drefe'd then - 

Thus mutinous Soldier (hall along with me to Prifon. 
Skir, To Prifon? where’s George? 
Off. Away with him. 

Pye. So, 

All lights as l would with, the amaz'd W idow 

Will plant me ftrongly now in her belief, 

And wonder at the virtue of my words: 

For the event turas thefe prefages from ’em; 

Of being mad and dumb, and begets joy 

Mingled with admiration: thefe empty Creatures; 

Soldier and Corporal, were but ordain’d 

As inftruments fer me to work upon, 

Now to my Patient, .here’s his Potion, [ Exit Pye-boord, 

Enter the Widew swith ber tayo Daughters, 
* & 

Wid. QO wondrous happinef:, beyond our thoughts! 

O lucky fair event! I think our Fortunes 

Were bleft e’en in our Cradles: we are quitted 

OF all thofe thameful violent prefages 

By this rafh bleeding chance: go, F 


x¢ » frailty, run, and know 
Whether he be yet living, or yet dead, 


That here before my Door receiv’d hig hurt, 

Frail. Madam, he was carried to the Superior, but if he 
had no Mony when he came there, <2 warrant he’s dead by 
this time. | Exit Fratlty, 

Fran, Sure that Man is arare Fortunestel! 


er, never lookr 
| 
upon our Hands, nor upon aby mark about us, a wondrous 
Fellow furely. 


Moll. Lam glad I have the ufe of my Tongue yet, the’ of 
nothing elfe. I thall find the way to marry toe, I hope fhortly. 

Wid, O where's Ly Brother Sir Godfrey, i would he were 
here, that | might refate to him how prophetically the cun- 
hing Gentleman {poke in all things, 


Enter Sir Godfrey in aA rave, 


| Exennt with Shire 


Sir God. O my Chain, my Chain, I have Jof my Chain, 
Where be thefe Villains, Varlets2 


Wid. Oh, he’as loft is Chain. 

Sir. God, My Chain, my Chain, 

Wid. Brother, be patient, hear me 
you th: €upning-man tald me, 


{peak, youknow I told 
tg 
Jofs, and he has Prophefied fo true. 


that you fhould have 2 


Sir 





aS 
as 


527 The Puritan: Or, 


Sir God. Out, he’s a Villain to prophefieof the lofsof my 
Chain, ’twas worth above three hundred Crowns, _ befides 
*cwas my Father’s, my Father's Father’s, my Grandfather's 
huge Grandfather's: | had as lief ha loft my Neck, as the 
Chain that hung about it. O my Chain, my Chain. 

Wid. Oh, Brother, who can be againft a misfortune, ‘tis 
happy ’twas no more. 

Sir God. No more! O goodly godly Sifter, would you 
hid me loft more? my belt Gown too, with the Cloth of 
Gold-Lace? my Holiday Geafcoins, and my Jerkin fet with 
Pearl 2 no more! 

Wid. Oh, Brother, you can read——— 

Sir God. But L cannot read where my Chain is: what 
Strangers have been here? you let in Strangers, Thieves, 
and Catch-poles: how comes it gone? there was none above 
with me but my Taylor, and my Taylor will not——-fteal 
I hope? 

Mall, No, he’s afraid of a Chain. 

Enter Frailty. 

Wid. How now, Sirrah? the news? 

Frail. O, Miftrefs, he may well be call’d a Corporal 
now, for his Corps are as dead as a cold Capon’s? 

Wid. More happineis. 

Sir God. Sircah, what’s this to my Chain? where’s my 
Chain, Knave ¢ 

Frail. Your Chain, Sir? 

Sir God. My Chain is lott, Villain. 

Frail. { would he were hang’d in Chains that has it then 
forme: Alas, Sir, I faw none of your Chain fince you were 
hung with it your felf. 





Sir God. Out Varlet; it had full three thoufand Links, I. 


have oft told it over at my Prayers: 
Over and over, full three thoufand Links, 

Frail. Had it fo, Sir, fure it cannot be loft then; Tl put 
you in that comfort. 
— SirGod. Why? why? 
Frail, Why if your Chain had fo many Links, it cannot 
chufe but come to light. 

Enter Nicholas. 

Sir God. Delufion. Now; long Nicholas, where is my 

Chain ? | 
| Niche 
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Nich. Why about your Neck, is’t not, Sir 2 

Sir God. About my Neck, Varlet ? my Chain is loft, 
*Tis ftoll’n away, ‘I’m robb’d. 

Wid. Nay, Brother, fhow your felf a Man. 

Nich. If it be loft or ftole, if he would be patient, Mi- 
ftrefs, 1 could bring him to a cunning Kinfman of mine that 
would fetch it again with a Sefarara. 

Sir God. Canft thou 2 I will be patient, fay, where dwells 
he 2 

Nich: Marry he dwells now, Sir, where he would not 
dwell, and he could chufe, in the ALarfhalfea, Sir; but he's 
an excellent Fellow if he were out: has travell’d all the 
World o’er, he, and been in the feven and twenty Provinces : 
why, he would make it be fetcht, Sir, if it were rid a thou- 
fand Mile out of Town. 

Sir God. An admirable Fellow, what lies he for 2 

Nich. Why, he did but rob a Steward of ten Groats 
other Night, as any Man would ha done, and there he lies 
for’t. 

Sir God. li make his peace, 

A trifle, Pil get his pardon, 

Befides a bountiful reward, [Il about it, 

But fee the Clerks, the Juftice will do much ; 
I will about it ftraight, good Sifter pardon me, 
All will be well I hope, and turn to good, 

The name of Conjurer has laid my Blood. | Exevsnt, 
Enter Puttock and Raventhaw, two Serjeants, with Yeoman 
Dogfon, to arre/t George Pye-boord. 

Pat. His Holtefs where he -lies will traft him no 
longer, fhe hath feed meto arreft him; if you will ac- 
company me, becaufe I know not of what nature the 
Scholar is, whether defperate or fwift, you fhall thare with 
e Serjcant Raven fbaw, 1 have the good Angel do arreft 

im. 

Rav. Troth I'l] take part with thee then, Serjeant, nor 
for the fake of the Mony fo much, as for the hate I bear 
to a Scholar, Why, Serjeant, “tis natural in us you know to 
hate Scholars; natural befider, they will publifh our Im- 
perfeCions, Knaveries, and Conveyances upon §caffolds and 
Stsges, 

Pat. Ay; and fpightfully too ; troth I have wondred how 
Von Vi, Gg the 
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the Slaves could fee into our Breaftsfo much, when our Doub’ 
lets are button’d with Pewter. 

Rav. Ay, and fo clofe without yielding’: oh, they’re pare 
lous Fellows, they will fearch more with, their W its, that a 
Gonttable with his Officers. 

Put. Whitt, whift, whit, Yeoman» Dogon, Yeoman 
Dov fon. 

Dog. Ha ? what fays Serjeant ? 

Pur. is he in the Pothecaties Shop ftill ¢ 

Dog. AY ay. 

Put. Have an Bye, have an Eye. 

Rav. The beft is, Serjeant, if he’ be a truce Scholar, he 
wears no Weapon. | think, 

Fut. INO, no, he wears no Weapon. 

Rav. Mafs, I am right glad of that: *chas put. mein Det- 
tcr Heart: nay, if I clutch him once, let me alone to drag 
him if he be ftiff-Necked; I have been one of the fix my 
felf, that has. drage’d as tall Men of their Hands, when their 
Weapons have been gone, as ever Baftinado’d a Serjeante-- 
T have done J can teil you. 

Dog. Serjeant Puttock, Serjeant Puttock. 

Pat. Hoh. 

Dog. He’s coming out fingle, 

Put. Peace, peace, be not toogreedy, let him play a little, 
Jet him play a lictke, we'll jerk him up of a fuddengsl ha fith’d 
in my time. 

Rav. Ay, and. caught many. a Fool, Serjeant. 

Enter Pye-boord, 

Pye. ¥ parted now from Nicholas: the Chin's couch’d, 

And the old Knight has {pent his: rage upon’, 

The Widow holds me in great admiration 

For cunning Art = *mongft. joys, Pm e’en: loft, 

For my dévice eanno way now be croft, 

And now I:muft to Prifon to the Captain, and there——= 

Put,...L. arreft you, . Sir. 

Pye. Oh----~ I fpoke truer: than I was aware, I muff to 
Prifon indeed, 

Pat. They fay you're a Scholar, nay Sir --+--- Yeoman 
Dogfou, haye care to his Arms---~you'll raibagainft Serjeantss 
and ftage.’em, you tickle their Vices. 

Pye. Nay, ule me: like a Gentleman, ->--l’a little 1 
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Pat. You a Gentleman ? that’s a good felt i’faith; can a 
Scholar bea Gentleman-——when a Gentleman will not be 
a Scholar ; look upon your wealthy Citizehs Sons, whe- 
ther they be Scholars or no, that are Gentlemen by their 
Fathers Trades :.a Scholar a Gentleman! 

Pye. Nay, let Fortune drive all her ftings into me, fhe 
cannot hurt that in me, a Gentleman, Accidens infeparabile 
to my Blood. 

Rav. A rablement, nay, you fhall have a bloody rablement 
upon you | warrant you. 

Put. Go, Yeoman Dog/on, before, and enter the Action 
th’ Counter. | Exit Dog. 

Pye. Pray do not handle me cruelly, Pll go 
Whither you pleafeto have me. 

Put. Oh, he’s tame, let him loofe Serjeant. 

Pye. Pray at whofe Suit is this? 

Pat. Why, at your Hofteffes Suit where you lye, Mitrefs 
Canniburrow, for Bed and Board, the Sum four Pound five 
Shillings and five Pence. 

Pye. I know the Sum too true, yet I prefum’d 
Upon a farther day 3 well, "tis my Stars : 

And I muft bear it now, though never harder. 
I (wear now, my device is croft indced. 
Captain muft lyé by’t : chis is Deceit’s feed. 

Pat. Come, come away. 

Pye. Pray give me fo much time asto knit my Garter, and 
Pll away with you. 

Put. Well, we muft be paid for this waiting upon you, 
this is no pains to attend thus. _[ Afaking to tie his Garter. 

Pye. 1 am now wretched and miferable, I fhall ne’er 
recover of this Difeafe: hot Iron gnaw their Fifts: they 
have {truck a Feavér into my Shoulder, which I -thall ne’er 
fhake out again 1 fear me, "ill with a true Habeas Corpus 
the Sexton remove mé}; oh if I take Prifon once, I fhall be 
prefs'd to death with A@tions, but not fo happy as fpeedily ; 
perhaps I may be forty Year a preffing “till I be a thin old 
Man, that looking throtgh the Grates, Men may look 
throuch me; all my Means is confounded, what fhall I 
do ? his my Wits ferved me fo long, and now give me the 
flip (like a ftrain’d: Servant) when I have moft need of 
"em : no Device to keep my poor Carcafe from thefe Par- 
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tocks ? = yes, happinefs, have 1 a Paper about me now? 
yes too, Vil wy it, it may hit, Extremity is Touch-frone ans 
to Wit, ay, ay. 

Put. ’Sfoot how many yardsare in thy Garters, that thou 
art fo long a tying on them? come away, Sir. 

Pye. Troth Serjeant, 1 proteft, you could never ha took 
me at a worfe time, for now at this inftant 1 have no law- 
ful Picture about. me. 

Put. ’Slid how fhall we come by our Fees then ? 

Rav. We muft have Fees, Sirrah. 

Pye. I could have wifh’d i'faith, that you had took me 
half an Hour hence for your own fake, for I proteft 1f you 
had not crofs’d me, I was going in great joy to receive five 
Pound of a Gentleman, for the Device of a Mask here, 
drawn in this Paper, but now, come, I muft be contented, 
‘tis but fo much loft, and anfwerable to the refit of my 
Fortunes. 

Put. Why, how far hence dwells that Gentleman ? 

Rav. Ay, well faid Serjeant, *tis good to caft about for 
Mony. 

Put. Speak, if it be not far 

Pye. We are but a little paft it, the nexe Street behind 
US, 





Put. “Siid we have wattcd upon you greivouily already, 
if you'll fay yow’ll be liberal when you ha’t, give us double 
Bees, and {pend upon’s, why we'll fhow you that kindnefs, 
and go along with you to the Gentleman. 

Rav. Ay, well faid ftill, Serjeant, urge that. 

Pye, ‘Troth if it will fuffice, it fhall all be among you, 
fir my part I'll not pocket a Penny, my Heftefs fhall have 
her four Pound five Shillings, and bate me the five Pence; 
and the other fifteen Shillings Vi] {pend upon you. 

Rav. Why, now thou art a good Scholar. 

Put. An excellent Scholar i’faith 5 has proceeded very well 
alate; come, we'll along with you. 

[Exeunt with him; palfing in, they knock, at 
the Door with a Kuocker withinfide 

Ser. Who knocks, who’s.at Door ? we had need of 4 
Porter. 

Pye. A few Friends here,—— pray is the Gentleman your 
Mafter within? == — at 
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~ Ser. Yes, is your bufinels to him? 

Pye. Ay, he knows it, when he {ges me: 
I pray you, have you forgot me? 

Ser. Ay by my troth, Sir, pray come near, Tl in and 
tell him of you, pleafe you to walk here in the Gallery tll 
he comes. 

Pye. We will attend his Worfhip,p———Worthip I think, 
for fo much the Pofts at his Door fhould fignifie, and the 
fair coming mm, and the Wicker, elfe I neither knew him nor 
his Worfhip, but ’tis happinefs he is within Doors, what- 
foe’er he be, if he be not too much a formal Citizen, he may 
do me good: Serjeant and Yeoman, how do you like this 
Houfe, is't not moft wholfomely plotted 2 

Rav, Troth Prifoner, an exceeding fine Honfe. 

Pye, Yet 1 wonder how he fhould forget me, for be ne'er 
knew mé; No-matter, what is forgot in you, will be re- 
membred in your Matter. 

A pretty comfortable Room this methinks : 
You have no fuch Rooms in Prifon now? 

Put. Oh, Dog-holes to’t. 

Pye. Doh-holes indeed———-I can tell you. I have great 
hope to have my Chamber here fhortly, nay, and Dyet too, 
for he’s the moft free-hearted{t Gentleman where he takes: 
you would little think it. And whata fineGallery were here 
for me.to walk and ftudy, and make Verfes¢ 

Put. O, it ftands pleafantly for a Scholar. 

Enter Gentleman. 

Pye, Look what Maps, and Pidtures, and Deviccs, and 
things, neatly, delicately? Mafs here he comes, he thould 
be a Gentleman, [like his Beard well: All happinefs to 
your W orthip. 

Gent. You're kindly welcome, Sir. 

Put. A fimple falutation. 

Rav. Mafs, it feems the Gentleman makes great account 
of him. 

Gent. I have the thing here for you, Sir. 

Pye. 1 befeech you, conceal me, Sir; I’m undone elfe,-—- 
I have the Mask here for you, Sir, Look you, Sir, ——I be. 
feech your Worthip, firft-pardon my rudenefs, for my 
extreams make me bolder than 1 would be; I am a poor 
Gentleman, and. a Scholar, and now moft unfortunately 
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fall’n into the Hands of unmerciful Officers, arrefted for 
Debt, which though {mall, I am not able to compafs, by 
reafon I’m deftitute of Lands, Mony, and Friends, fo that 
if I fall into the hungry {wallow of the Prifon, I am like 
utterly to perifh, and with Fees and Exrtortions be pinch'd 
clean to the Bone: Now, if ever pity had intereft in the 
Blood of a Gentleman, I befeech you vouchfafe but to 
favour that means of my efcape, which I have already 
thought upon. 

Gent, Go forward. 

Put. 1 warrant he likes it rarely. 

Pye. lathe plunge of my Extremities, being giddy,and 
doubtful what to do; at laft it. was put in my labouring 
thoughts, to.make a happy ufe of this Paper, . and to blear 
their unletter'd Eyes, I told them there was a Device for 2 
Mask drawn in’t, and that (but for their interception) I was 
going to aGentleman to receive my reward for’s: they ereedy 
at this word, and heping to make purchafe of me, offer’d 
their attendance to go along with me, my hap was to make 
bold with your Door, Sir, which my thoughts fhew’d me 
the moft faireft and comfortableft eatrance,aad I hope Ihave 
happened right upon Underftanding, and Pity :. may it pleafe 
your good Worthip then but to behold my Device, which 


is to lect one of your Men put me out at a Back-door, and 
I ihall be bound to your Worfhip for ever. 
Gent. By my troth an excellent Device. 


Put. An excellent Device, he fays; he likes it wonders 
fully. 

Gent. A my faith, I never heard a better. 

Raven, Flask, he {wears he never heard a better, Sere 
jeant. 

Put. OQ, there's no talk on’t, he’s an excellent Scholar, and 
efpecially for a Mask, 

Gent. Give me your Paper, your Device; I was.never 
better pleas’d in all my Life: good Wit, brave Wit, finely 
Wrought, come ip, Sir, and receive your Many,’ Sir 

_ Pyee El follow your good Worfhip, 
You heard how he lik’d it now? 

Put, Puh, we know he could not chufe but like it: £0 
thy ways, thou art a fine witty Fellow. i’faith, thou fhalt 
Difcourle it to ys at the Eavern. anon, wilt thou? 
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Pye. Ayy 8y> that © will, look, Serjeants, here are 
Maps, and pretty Toys, be doing in the mean time, I fhall 
quickly have told out the Mony, you know. 

Put. Go, go, little Villato, ferch thy chink, 1 begin to 
love thee, Wii be drunk to Night in thy compaty. 

Pye. This Gentleman J may well calia part 
Of my Salvation, is thefe earthly evils, 

For he has fav’d me from three hungry Devils, | Exit Pye. 
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Put. Sirran serjeant, the eyViaps are Dretry palroted things, 
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bat I could ne’er fancy them yer, methinks they’rc too bu- 
fie, and full of Circles and Conjurations,; they fay all the 
World’s in one of them, but I could ne'er find the Counter 
in the P ultry. 

Rav, think fo: how could you fiad it ? for you know 
it {tands behind the Houfes. 

Dog. Mats, that’s true, thea we muft leok o’ back-fide 
fort: ’*sfcot here’s nothing, all’s bare. 

Rav. 1 warrant thee. that ftands for the Counter, for you 
know there’s a company of bare Fellows there. 

Put. Faith like enough, Sesjeant, [ never mark’d fo much 
before, Sirrah Serjeant, and Yeomar, 1 thould love thefe 
Maps outa cry now, if we could fee Men pecp out of Door 
in ‘em, oh, we might have ‘em in a Morning to. our Break- 
faft fo finely, and ne’er knock our Heels tothe ground a whele 
Day for ’em. 

Rav. Ay marry Sir, Pd buy one my {elf 

But this talk is by the ways where fhall's Sup to Nights 
Five Pound receiv’d, let’s talk of that. 
I have.a trick worth all, you two fhall bear him to th’ Ta- 
vern, whilft I go clofe with his Hoftefs, and work out ofher, 
L know fhe would be glad of the Sum, to finger Mony; be- 
caufe fhe knows tis but adefperate Debt, and full of hazard: 
what will you fay if 1 bring it to pals, that the Hoftefs hall 
be contented with one half for all, and we to fhare tother 
fifty Shillings, Bullies ¢ 

Put. Why, I would call thee King of Serjeants, end 
shou fhould’f& be Chronicled in the Counter-Book for 
ever. 
Rav. Well, put it to. me, we'll make a Night ont 
faith, . | 
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Dor. ’Sfoot, I think he receives more Mony, ‘he ftays {9 


long. 

Put. He tarrys long indeed, may. be, I can tell you up- 
on the good liking on’t the Gentlemaa may prove more 
bountiful. 

Rav. What would be rare, we'll fearch him. 

Pur. Nay, be fure of it, we'll fearch him, and make him 
light enough. 

Exter the Gentleman, 

Rav. Oh, here comes the Ge itleman,---—-By your leave, Sir. 

Gent. God you good den Sirs, would you fpeak with 
me ¢ 

Put. No, not with your Worthip, Sir; only we are bold 
to ftay for a Friend of ours that went in with your Worthip. 

Gent. Who? not the Scholar? 

Put. Yes, een he, an it pleafe your Worhhip, 

Gent. Did he make you {tay for him? he did you wrong 
then: why, I can affure youhe’s gone above an Hour ago, 
Rau. How, Sir? | 

Gent. I paid him his Meny, and my Man told me he went 
out at Back-door. 

Put. Back-door? 

Gent. Why, what’s the matter? 

Par; He was our Prifoner, Str, we did atreft him. 

Gent. What he was not? you the Sheriff's Officers —— 
you.were to blame then, 

Why did not you make known to me as much; 
I could have kept him for you, I proteft, 

He receiv’d all of me in Britain Gold, 

Of the laft Coyning. 

Rav. Vengeance dog him with’e. 

Put. *Sfoot has he gull’d us fo? | 

Deg. Where fhall we fup now, Serjeants ? 

Put, Sup, Simon, now, eat Porridge for a Month. 

Well, we cannot impute it to any lack of good will in your’ 
Worthip,——you did but ¢s another would Fave done, *twas 
our hard Fortunes to mifs the Purchafe, but if e’er we clutch 
him again, the Counter fhall charm him, 

Rav. The Hole thall rot him. 


Dog. Amen, [ Excunte 
Gent. So, Vex 
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Vex out your Lungs without Doors, I am proud, 
It was my hap to help him, ic fell fir, 
He went not empty neither for his Wit: 
Alas, poor Wretch, I -cou!d not blame his Brain, 
To labour his Delivery, to be free, 
From their unpitying fangs, I'm glad it ficad 
Withta.my power to do a Scholar good, [ Exit. 
Enter in the Prifon, meeting, Pye~boord amd Captain, Pyc- 
boord coming in muffled, 

Cap. How now, who’s that¢ what are you? 

Pye. The fame that { thou'd be, Caprain. 

Capt. George Pye-boord, honeft George? why cam’ft thou 
in half fac’d, mu fled fo ? 

Pye. Ob Captain, I thought we fhould ne’er ha’ laugh’d 
again, never {pent frolick Hour again, 

Capt. Why 2 why ? 

Pye. I coming to prepare thee, and with News 
As happy as thy quick Delivery, 
Was trac'd out by the feene, arreftcd, Captain. 

Capt. Arrefted, George? | 

Pye. Arrefted; gucis, guefs, how many Hogs do you think 
I'd upon me ? 

Capt. Dogs? I fay, I know not. 

Pye. Almoit as many as George Stone the Bear: 
Three at once, three at once, 

Capt. How didft thou fhake ’em off then? 

Pye. The time is bufic, and calls upon our Wits, let iz 

fuffice, 

ere I ftand fafe, and fcap’d by Miracle: 
Some other Hour fhall tell thee, when we'll Reep 
Our Eyes in laughter: Captain, my device 
Leans to thy Happinefs, for e’er the Da 





‘Be {pent to th’ Gudle, thou thale be frees 


The Corporal’s in’s firft fléep, the Chain is mifs'd 
Thy Kinfman has expreft thee, and the old Knight 
With Palfey-hams now labours thy releafe. 
What refts, is all in thee, to Conjure, Caprain, 

Cap. Conjure’. ’sfoor, George, you know, the Devil a 
conjuring I can conjure. 

Pyie Lhe Devil of conjuring? nay by my fay, I'd not 
have thee do fo much, Captain, as the Devil a conjuring ; 

look 
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ook heres I ha brought thee a Circle ready Charatered 


and all. 

Cop, *Sfoot, George, art in thy right Wits, doft knew 
what thou fayft? why doft talk to a Captain a conjuring? 
didi thou ever heat of a Captain conjure 1 thy Lite? 
doft call’c a Circle, *tis too wide \a ‘thing, methinks; 
had it been a leffer Circle, then I knew what to have 


t 
done. 

Pyew Why every’ Bools knows that; Captain, nay then 
Pil nor cog with you, Captain, if you'll Ray and hang the 
next Seflions you may, 

Cap. Nos by my Faith, George, come, come, let’s to 
conjuring. 

Pye. Burt if you look to be releafed, as my Wits have took 
pain to workit, and all means wrought to farther it, befides 
to put Crowns in your Purfe, to make you a Mian of better 
hopes, end whereas before you were a Captain or poor 90! 
dier, to make you now aCommander of rich Fools, which 
is truly the only beti purchace Peace can allow you, fafer 
than High-ways, Heath, or Cony-groves, and yet a far bet: 
ter Booty; for your oreatett Thieves are never hang’d, ne 
verhane’d; for why? they’se wife, and cheat within Doors; 
and we geld Fools of more Mony in one Night, than your 


fslfeerail’d Gelding will purchafe in a T welve-Months run-9 
ning, which confirms the old Beldams faying, He’s wifeit,® 


that keeps himfelf warmeft, that is, he that robs by a good 
Fire. 


Gap. Well opened 7 faith, George, thou halt pull'd that 


faying out of the Husk. 


Pye» Captain Zale, *tis. no time now to delude or delay, 
vy, Pll perfe@ you, dm, 


she old Knight will be herefudden!: 
ye you, tell you the trick on’t: “tis nothing. 

Capt. *Sfoot, George, 1 know not what to fay to’t, com 
jure? I fhall be hang’d e’er I conjure. 


Pye. Nay, tell not me of that, Captain, you'll ne’ercom 


jure after you're hang’d, I warrant you; look you, Sir; 3 
parlous Matter, fure, firft to fpread your Circle upon the 
Ground, then with a little conjuring Ceremony, as I'll have 
an Hackney-man’s Wand filver'd o'er a purpofe for yous 
then’ arriving in the Circle,*with a huge Words and agreat 
‘Trample, as for inftance have you never feen @ ftalking, 

famping 
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it famping Player, that will raife a tempeft with his Tongue, - | 
‘and Thunder with his Heels? 4 

hy Cape O yes, yes, yes; often, ofren. 

MY Pyes Why be like fuch a one? for any thing will blear 

“the old Knight’s Eyes; for you mutt note, thar he'll ne’er 

M\dare to venture into the Roem, only perhaps pecp. fear- 

" “fully through the Key-hole, to fee how the Play goes for- 
ward. | 

a Capr. Well, I may £o about it when [ will, but mark the 


fee 


= ent, I fhal! but fhame my felf @ faith, George, {peak 

big words, and ftamp and ftare, and he look in at Kye-hole, 

why the very thought ef that would make me laugh our- 
fight, and {poi} all; nay Vil cell thee, George, when I ap- 

itPrehend.a thing once, [am of fuch a Jaxative Laughter, 

Wthat if che Devil himfelf ftood by, I fhould laugh in his 

iN Face, 

pal Pye, Pub, that’s but the babe ofa Man, and may eafily 

» ehuth’d, as to think upon fome difalter, fome fad Misfor- 

thtune, as the Death of thy Father rth” Country. 

it Cap. *Sfoor, that would be the more to drive me into 

eifich an ectafic, ehat I thould ne‘er lin laughing eife, 

nb Pye. Why thea think upon going to hanging. | 

ni Capt. Mats that’s well remembred, now Pi do well, I 

iliwarrant thee, ne’er fear me nowy but how fhell I do, George, 

stor boifterous- Words, and horrible Names ? 

ji Pye. Puh, any fultian Invocations,: Captain, will ferve as 
well as the beft, fo you rant them out well, or you maygo 

iit? a Pothecary’s Shop, and take all the words from the 
Boxes. 

vl Cape. Troth, and you fay true, George, there’s ftrange 

w,Words enow to raife a hundred Quack-falvers, though they 
be ne'er fo poor when they begin? but here lyes the fear 


,0n’t, how if inthis falfe Conjuration, a true Devil fhould : 
pop up indeed. ? — 
i Pye. A true Devil, Captain? why there was ne'er fuch a . 
One, nay faith he that has this place, 1s as falfe a Knave as 
Our lait Church-warden. Seis ! : 
T° et a . Se Be 
i} Capr, Then he’s falfe enough a Copfcience i faith, i 





Thee 





i 
i} 
tj 
ae 


“ = rf or - — : = - ns 
area eT TO Os a I acer aoe Daeg abet am 
—-y 23 oe + ay a — — —— oe 

G 


0a 
ee a 





3 The Puritan: Or, 
The Cry at Marfhalfea. Enter Sir Godfrey, Mr. Edmond, / 
ana Nicholas. r 

Cry Prifoners. Good Gentlemen over the way, fend your/ 
relief: i) 
Good Gentlemen over the way;———Good Sir Godfrey. u 
Pye. He's come, he’s come. hg 
Nich. Mafter, that’s my Kinfman yonder in the Buffer" 
Jerkin———-Kinfman, that’s my Matter yonder i’ th’ Taffaty)’ 
Fiat pray falute him intirely. hi 
[They falute; and Pye-boord falutes Mafter Edmond, 

Sir God. Now my Friend. air 
Pye. May I partake your Name, Sir? 4 
Edm. My Name'is Mafter Edmond. 4 
Pye. Matter Edmond,——-are you not a Welfhman, Sir? i 





re is 
tli 


Edm. A Welfbman? why? Mr 
Pye. Becaufe Matter is your Chriften Name, and Fel 
mond your Sit-name. N 
Edm. O no: 1 have more names at home, Mafter East) 
mond Plus is wy full Name at length. ; Gi 
Pye. O cry you mercy, Sire [ Whifpering. 


Capt. I underftand that youare my Kinfman’s good Mae“ 
fter, and in regard of that, the beft of my Skill 1s at you? 
Service; but had you fortun’d a meer Stranger, and madi” 
no means to me by acquaintance, I fhould have utterly dé h 
nicd to have been the Man; both by reafon of the AGi’ 
of Parliament againft Coajurers and Witches, as alfo, Deg! 
caufe I would not have my Art vulgar, crite, and come 
mon. ( 

Sir God. I much commend ‘your care there, good Ca 
tain Conjurer, and that Iwill be fure to have it private 
enough, you thalldo’t in my Sifter’s Houfe,----mine Owl 
Houfe I may call it, for both our charges therein are prod 
portion’d, i 

Capt. Very good, Sir,----what may I call your lofs, Smit 

Sir'God. QO you may cali’t a great lofs, a grievous Lol 
Sir, as goodly. a Chain of Gold, though I fay it, that wort) 
ts how fay'it thou, Nicholas? : ml 

Nich. O’twasas delicious a Chain of Gold, Kinfman, you? 
know = 
Sir God; You know, did you kaow’t, Captain? 
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Capt. Truft a Fool with fecrets?———Sir, he may fay I 

know; his meaning is, becaufe my Art is fuch, that by it I 

\y may gather a knowledge of all Things 

| SirGed. Ay, very true. 

| Capt. A pox of ail Fools——the excufe ftuck upon my 

| Tongue like Ship-pitch upon a Mariner’s Gown, not to come 

: off in bafte—— ber-lady, Koight, to lofe fuch a fair Chain 

thf Gold, were a foul lofs; Well, 1 can put you in this good. 
bomfort on’r, if it be between Heav’n and Earth, Knight, 

teI'li'ha’t for you. 

Sir God. A wonderful Conjurer, ——O J, ‘tis between 
Heav’a and Earth; I warrane you, it cannot go out of the 
Realm, —1 know. ’tis fomewhere about the Earth. 

,) Capt. Ay, nigher the Earth than thou wort on. 

| Sir God. For firft, my Chain was. rich, and no rich thing 
Mhall-enter into Heav’n, you know. 

Nich. And as for the Devil, Mafter, he has no need on’t, 

jzor you know he has a great Chain of his own. 

Sir God. Thou fay’ ft true, Nicholas, but he has put off 
yy; that as that lyes by him. 

mi C4pte Faith, Knight, in few words, I prefume fo much 
‘upon the Power of my Art, that] could warrant your Chain 
agai. 

# Bsr God. O dainty Captain! 

Capt. Marry, it will coft me much fweat, I were better 
go to fixteen Hot-houfes. 

Sir God. Ay, gocd Man, I warrant thee, 

Capt. Belide great Vexation of Kidney and Liver. 

sl Nich. O, will tickle you hereabouts, Coufin, becaufe 
you have not been us’d to’r. 

nih Sir God. No? have you not been us’d to’t, Captain ? 

ye, Cape. Plague of all Fools ftill; indeed, Knight,I have 

iMRot us’d it a good while, and thert fore ’ewill ftrain me fo 

gman the more, you know. 

sir God. © it will, it will. 

if Capt. W bat plunges he puts me to? Were notthis Knighe 
“a Foo!, I had been twice fpoil'd now; that Captain’s warfe 

than accurft that has an Afs tovhis Kinfman, ’sfoot, I fear 

“he will drivel’c out before I come to’t. ey i) eee 

‘to come to the point indeéd,—— you fee I fick here in 

(the jaw of the 1 (ar Sbalfea, and cannot do’ te ee 
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Sir’ God, Tur, tut, know thy meaning, thou wouldf : 
fay thou’rt a Prifoner, I tell thee thou’rt none. il 


Gap. How, none? why is not this the Aarfhalfea? i 
Sir God. Will’c hear me {peak? I heard of thy rare Con.) ! 


youring: ; 
My Chain was loft, I fweat for thy Releafe, r 
As thou hale do the like at home for me- a 
Keeper. : 
Enter Keeper. ef 

Keep. Sir. 


Sir God. Speak, is not this Man free ? 

Keep. Yes, at his Pleafure, St the Fees difcharg’d, ( 

Sir God. Go, go, V'll difcharge them, I. p 

Keep. 1 thank your Worthip. | Exit Keeper. ks 

Capt. Now, truft me, you're adear Knight; kindneéfs tne) ¢ 
expected! O there’s nothing to a free Gentleman, —————a7r 
I will conjure for you, Sir, “till Froth come through my 
Buff- Jerkin, i 

Sir God. Nay, thes thou fhalt not pafs with fo little aq! 
Bounty, for at the firft fight of my Chain again,——forty ) ( 
five Angels fhall appear unto thee. 

Capt. *T will be a glorious thow x faith, Knight, a very 
fine fhow ; but are all chefe of your own Houtfe ? are you fareg 
of that, Sir? | 

Sir God. Ay, ay; no, no; what's he yonder talking with 
my wild Nephew, pray Heav’n he give him good Counfeh 

Capt. Who, he? he’s a rare Friendof mine, an admirabley | 
Fellow, Knight, the fineft Portune-teller. 

Sir God. ©} ‘tis he indeed, that came to my Lady dr 
fter, and foretold the lofs of my Chain, I am not angry }): 
withhim now, for I fee *twas my. Fortune ‘to lofe ite By qi 
your leave, Mr. Fortune-teller, I had a glimpfe of you at] 
home, at my Sifter’s the Widow’s, there you’ prophefied of 
the lofs of a Chains ——fimply, though L ftand here, L wae) 
he that loft ir. 

Pye. Was it you, Sire | 

Edm. A-my troth, Nancle, he’s the rareft Fellow, has 
told me my Fortune fo right; I find it fo right to my mae 
ture. 


Sir Gid, What is’t, God fend it a good one. | 
Edm. | 


: 


ain 
Be! 
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Edm. O, ‘tis a pafling good one, Nuncle; for he fays I 
fhall prove fuch an excellent Gamefter in. my time, that I 
fhall {pend all fafter than my Father got it. 

Sir God. There’s a Fortune indeed, 

Edm, Nay, it hits my humor fo pat. 

Sir God. Ay, that will be the end on’t; . will the Curfe 
of the Beggar prevail fo much, that the Son fhall confume 
that foolithly, which the Father got. craftily; ay, ay, ay; 
‘twill, “twill, *twill. 

Pye. Stay, ftay, ftay. 

[Pyesboord with an Almanack, and the Captain. 

Capt. Turn over, George. 

Pye June, Fulys here, Fuly, that’s the Month, Sanday 
thirteen, Yefterday fourteen, to Day fifteen. 

Capt, Look quickly for the fifteenth Day, if within 
the compafs of thefe two Days there would be fome boifte- 
rous Storm or other, it would be the beft, Pd defer him 
off ‘ull then ; fome Tenipeft, and it be thy will. 

Pye. Here’s the fifteenth Day, hot and fair. 

Capt. Puh, would tad been, hot and foul. 

Pye. The fixteenth Day, that’s tomorrow; the Morning 
for the moft part, fair and pleafant. re 
Capt. No luck, 

Pye. But about high-noon, Lightning and Thunder. 

Capt. Lightning and Thunder? admirable! - beft of al] ! 
Pll conjttre to morrow juft at high-noon, George. 

Pye, Happtn but trueto morrow, Almanack, and I'll give 
thee leave to lye all the Year after. 

Capt. Sir, [I muft crave your Patience, to beftow this 
Day upon me, that I may furnifh my felf ftrongly, ——_.] 
fent a Spirit into Lamcafbire tother Day, to fetch back a 
Knave-Drover, and I look for his return this Evenine——to 
morrow Morning, my Friend here and I will come and 
breakfaft with you. 

Sir God, O, you fhall be moft welcome. 

Capt. And about noon, without fail, P purpofe to conjure. 

Sir God. Mid-aoon will be a fic time for you. 

Edm. Conjuring? do youmeanto conjure at our Houfe to 
morrow, Siré 

Cap. Marry do I, Sirs “cis my intent, young Gentleman. 

Edm. 
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Edm. By my troth, I'll love you while I live for’t: O 
rare! WNichelas, we fhall bave Cosjuriog to morrow. 

Nich. Puh f, I could ha cold you of that. 

Capt. Law, he could ha told him of that, Fool, Cox- 
comb, could ye 2 | 

Eda. Do you hear me, Sir, I defire more acquaintance 
on you, you fhall earn fome Mony of me, now I know you 
¢a0 Conjure; but can you fetch any that is loft? 

Capt. Oh, any thing that’s loft. 

Edm. Why look you, Sir, I tell’t you as a Friend anda 
Conjurer; | thould marry a Poticcary’s Daughter, and ’twas 
told me, fhe loft her Maiden-head at Stony-Stratford : Now 
if you’'lido but fo much as Cenjure for't, and make all 
whole again 

Cape. That I will, Sir. 

Edm. By my troth I thank you, la. 

t. A little merry with your Sifter’s Son, Sir. 

Sir Ged. Ob, a imple young Man, very fimple; come 
Coptain, and you, Sir; we'll e’en part with a Gallon of 
Wine ’cill to morrow Break- falt. 

Tip. Capt. Troth, agrecd, Sir. 

Nich. Kinfinan Scholar. 

Pye. Why now thou art a good Knave, worth a hundred 
Bi ownifts. 

Nich. Am indeed, la; I thank yow heartily, la. Exe. 











AC Be -1¥. 


Enter Moll, azd Sir John Penny-Dub. 
Dub. FQ UE [hope you will not ferve a Knight fo, Gens 


tlewoman, will you? to cafheer him, and calf 
him off at your Pleafure; what do you think I was dubb’d 
fer nothing, no by my Faith, Lady’s Daughter. 
Moll. Pray Sir Fobs Penny-Dubb, levit be defer'd awhile, 
I have a Heart to marry as you can have; but as the For 
tune-teller told me. 
Dub. Pax o’th’ Fartune-teller, would Derrick had been 


his Fortune feven Yeer ago, to crofs my Love thus; did he 


know 
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know what cafe I was in? why this is able to make a Man 
drown himfelf in’s Father’s Fifh-Pond. 

Moll. And then he told me moreover, Sir Fobx, that 
the Breach of it kept my Father in Purgatory. 

Dub, In Purgatory? why let him purge out his Heart 
there, what have we to do with that? there’s Phyficians 
enow there to caft his Water, is that any Matter to us 2 
how can he hinder our Love 2? why let him be hang’d now 
he’s dead ¢ ~--- Well, have I rid Poft Day and Night, to 
bring you merry News of my Father’s Death, and now... 

Moll, Vhy Father’s Death ? is the old Farmer dead p 

Dub. As deadas this Barn-Door, AZoll. 

Moll. And you'll keep your Word with me now, Sir 
John, that I fhall have my Coach and my Coachman 2 

Dub. Ay faith, 

Moll, And two white Horfes with black Feathers to 
draw it ? 

Dub, Too. 

Mall. A guarded Lackey to run befor’t, and py’d Li- 
veries to come trafhing after’t. 

Dub. Thou fhalt, Moll. 

Moll, And to let me have Mony in my Purfe to go 
whither I will. 

Dub. All this. 

Moll, Then come, whatfoe’er comes on’t, we'll be made 
{ure together before the Maids o’'th’ Kitchen. [ Exit. 
Enter Widow, Frances and Frailty. 

Wid. Tow now ? where’s my Brother Sir Godfrey? went 
he forth this Morning 2 

Frail, O no Madam, he’s above at Breakfaft, with Sir 
Reverence a Conjurer. | 

Wid. A Conjurer ? what manner of Fellow is he 2 
| _ frail, Oh, a wondrous rare Fellow, Miftrefs, very 
) Ttrongly made upward, for he gocs in a Buff-Jerkin; he 
j fays he will fetch Sir Godfrey's Chain again, if it bang be- 

tween Pleaven and Earth, 
Wid. What ! he will not 2 then he’s an exlent Fellow I 
j Warrant; how happy were that Woman to be bleft with 
_ fuch a Husband, a Man cunning 2? how do’s he look, Frail- 
ty ¢ very f{wartly I warrant, with black Beard, fcorcht 
Cheeks, and fmoaky Eye-brows. 

Vor, VI. Hh Frail. 
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Frail. Foh ——— he’s neither fmoak-dryed, nor {corches 
nor black, nor nothing, I tell you, Madam, he looks as 
fair to fee to as one of us; I do think, bur if you faw him 
once, you'd take him to be a Chriftian. 

Fran. So fair, and yet fo cunning, that’s to be wondred 

Mother. 

Enter Sir Oliver Muckhill, and Sir Andrew Tipftaffe. 
Afuck, Bhefs you, fweet Lady. 

Tip. And you, fair Miftrefs, | Exit Frailty. 
Wid. Coadcs, what do you mean, Gentlemen ? Fie, did 
J not give you your Anfwers? 

Adus. Sweet Lady 2. 

Wid. Weil, I will not {tick with you for a Kifs ; 
Daughter, kifs the Gentleman for once. 

Fran. Yes forfooth, 

Zip. ’m proud of fuch a Favour. 

Wia. Vraly la, Sir Oliver, you're much to blame to come 
again when you know my Mind fo well delivered ——as a 
Widow could deliver a thing, 

Afuck, But t expe& a farther Comfort, Lady. 

Wia. Why la you now, did I not defire you to put off 
your Suit quite and clean when you came to me again ¢ 
how fay you 2 did I not ? 

duck. But the fincere Love which my Heart bears to 

ou 

Wid. Go to, Vil cut you off : and Sir Oliver, to put you 
in Comfort, afar off, my Fortune is read me, I muft marry 
again. 

Adtuck. © bleft Fortune ! 


Wd. But notas long as I can chufe; nay, I'll hold out 
well, 


¢ 


tA 





Exter Frailty. 
Frail, O Madam, Madam. 

Hid. How now 2° what’s the hafte? | In her Eats 
Zip. Faith, Miftrefs Frances, Vl maintain you gallantly, 
Pil bring you to Court, wean you among the fair Society 
of L.dies poor Kinfwomen of mine jn Cloth of Silver, be- 
fide you fhall have your Motkey, your Parrot, your Mul 
kat, and your Pifs, Pifs, Pif. | 

Fran. Ut will do very well. 


Wid. 
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Wid. What, do’s he mean to Conjure here then 2 how 
fhall I do to be rid of thefe Knights, —~ pleafe you, 
Gentlemen, to walk a while i’th’ Garder, to gather a Pink, 
or a Gilly-flower. 

Both. With all our Hearts, Lady, and count us fa- 
your’d. 

Sir God. within,| Step in, Nicholas, look, isthe Coatt 
clear 2 

Nich. Oh, as clear as a Carter’s Eye, Sir. 

Sir God. Then enter Captain Conjurer; ----- now s-=-== 
how like you our Room, Sir 2 

Enter Sir Godfrey, Caprain, Pye-boord, Edmond, 
and Nicholas. 

Cap. O wonderful convenient. 

Edm. 1 can tell you, Captain, fimply though ie lies 
here, “tis the faireft Room in my Mothe:’s Houfe, as daine 

“@y a Room to Conjure in, methinks, why you may 
bid, I cannot tell how many Devils welcome in’t; my Fe= 
ther has h:d twenty in’t at once ! 

Pye. What, Devils? 

Edm. Devils, no Deputies, and the wealthieft Men he 
could get. 

Sir God. Nay, put by your Chats now,, fall to your Bu- 
finefs roundly, the Fefcue of the Dialis upon the Chrif- 
crofs of Noon; but oh, hear me, Captain, a qualm comes 
o'er my Stomach. 

Cap. Why, what’s the matter, Sir 2 

Sir God. Oh, how if the Devil fhould ‘prove a Knave, 
and tear the Hangings. 

Cap. Fuh, I warrant you, Sir Godfrey. 

Edm, Ay, Nunkle, or fpit Fire upo’th’ Sealing, 

Sir Gtd. Very true too, for ’tis but thin Plaiftered, and 
"twill quickly take hold a. the Laths; and if he chance 
to {pit downward too, he will burn all the Boards. 

Cap. My Life for yours, Sir Godfrey. 

Sir God. My Sifter is very curious and dainty o’er this 
Room, I can tell you, and therefore if he muft needs fpir, 
I pray defire him to {pit ith’ Chimney. 

Pye. Why, aflure you, Sir Godfrey, he fhall not be brought 
up with fo little Manners, ~ fpit and fpawl a’th’ floor. 

: 2 So3 
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Sir God. Why \thank you, good Captain, pray have a 
care I, fall to your Circle, we'll not trouble you 1 9 
warrant you, come, we'll into the next room, andbecaufe 
well be fure to kecp him out there, we'll bar up the door - |, 
with fome of the Godlies Zealous Works. 7 

Edm, That will bea fine Device, Nuncle; and becaufe (10 
the ground fhall be as holy as the Door, [ll tear two or { 
three Rofaries in pieces, and ftrew the Pieces about the 4a 
Chamber ; Oh! the Devil already. [Runs in. Thunders, 4 | 

Pye. *Sfoot, Captain, {peak fomewhat for fhame ; it Ligh- it 
tcns and Thunders before thou wilt begin, why when? | 

Cap. Pray Peace, George, thou’lt make me i 
laugh anon, and fpoil -all. jk 

Pye. Oh, now it begins again; now, now, now! Captain @Tl 

Cap. Rhumbos-ragdayon, pur, pur, colucnndrion, Hoise Ql 








Polis. / 
Sir God. through the Key-hole, within. | OhadmirableCone } 1 
jurer ! has fetcht Thunder already. be 
Pye. Hark, haik, again Captain. 
Cap. Benjamino, gafpois-kay-gofgothoteron-umbrois. pe 


Sir God. Oh, I would the Devil would come away quick 
ly, he has no Confcience to put a Man to fuch Pain. 

Pye. Again. 

Cag. Flow/te kak opwmpos-dvagone-leloomenos-hodge podge. 

Pye. Well faid, Captain. . 

Sir God. So long a coming 2? O would I had never be 
gun’t now, for I fear me thefe 1oaring Tempefts will de 
{troy all the Fruits of the Earth, and tread upon my Com 
eee O, Ith? Country. 

Cap. Gog de gog, hobgoblin, huncks, hounflow, hockley te 
coome park, 

Wid. © Brother, Brother, whata Tempelt’s ith’ Garden, 
fure there’s fome Conjuration abroad. 

Sir God. “Tis at home, Sifter. 

Pye. By and by Vil ftep in, Captain. 

Cap. Nunck, Nunck Rip-Gafcoines, Ips, Drip-Dropite. 

Sir God, He drips and drops, poor Man; alas, alas. 

Pye. Now, [ come. 

Gap. O Szulphure Sootface. 


Pyes ArchsConjurer, what would’ thou with me? 
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Sir Ged. O, the Devil, Sifter, ith’? Dining-Chamber; 
fing, Sifter, I warrant you that will keep him out ; quick- 
ly, quickly. | Goes in. 

Pye. So, fo, fo; WH releafe thee, enough Captain, ¢- 
nough; allow us fome time laugh a little, they’re fhud- 
dering and fhaking by this time, as if a Earthquake were 
in their Kidneys. 

Cap. Sirrah George, how was’t, how was’? did I do’t 
well enough? 

Pye, Woultebelieve me, Captain, better than any Con- 
jurer, for here was no harm in this; and yet their horri- 
ble expeGation fatisfied well, you were much beholding to 
Thunder and Lightning at this time, it ‘grac'd you well, 
I can tell you. 

Cap. 1 muft needs fay fo, George, Sirrah if we could ha’ 
coavey’d hither cleanly a Cracker, or a Pire-wheel, tad 
been admirable, 

Pye. Blurt, blurt, there's nothing remains to put thee to 
pain now, Captain. 

Cap. Pain? I proteft, George, my Heels are forer than 
a Whifon Morris-dancer’s. 

Pye. All’s pat now only to reveal that the 
Chain’s ith’ Garden, where, thou know’ft, it has lain thefe 
two Days. 

Cap. But 1 fear that Fox Nicholas bas reveal’d it al- 





_ ready. 


Pye. Fear not, Captain, you muit put it to th’ venture 
now: Nay ’tis time, call upon “em, take pity on ‘em, for [ 
believe fome of ’em are in a pitiful Cafe by this time. 

Cap. Sir Godfrey, Nicholas, Kinfman, 
they’te faft at it fill; George, Sir Goafrey é 

Siy God, Oh, is that the Devil’s Voice? how comes he 
toknow my Name 

Cap. Fear not, Sir Godfrey, all's quicted. 

Sir God. What, is he laid? 

Cap. Laid; and has newly dropr 
Your Chain 1’th’ Garden. 

Sir God. Vth’ Garden! in our Garden ¢ 

Cap. Your Garden, i 

Sir God. O {weet Conjurer? whereabouts there? 


Cap, Look well about a Bank of Rofemary. 
ees h 3 Sir 


’sfoot 
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Sir God, Sifter, the Rofemary-bank, come, Come; there’s 
my Chain, hedays. : 

Wid. Oh, bappinefs! run, run. | Suppofeth to go. 

Edm. Captain Conjurer? (Edm. at key-hole, 

Cap. Who? Matter Edusond ? . 

Edm. Ay, Mafter Edasond; may 1 come in fafely with- 
out Danger, think you? 

Cap. Puh, long ago, it is all as *cwas at farlt; 
Fear nothing, pray come near, —————, how now, Man2 

Edm. Qh! this Room's mightily hot faiths ‘slid, my 
fhiirt fiicks to my Belly already; what a fteam the Rogue 
has lefe behind bim¢ Foh,. this room muft be air’d. Gen- 
ticmen, It fmells horribly cf Brimfltone, Ict’s open 
the Windows. 

Pye. Faith, Matter Edmzond,’’tis but your Conceit. 

Eam. 1 would you could make me believe thar, i’faith, 
who do you think [ cannot fel! his Savour, from another 
yet I take It kindly fiom you, becaufe You Wo: id not put 
meina Fear, i’faith; amy Troth I thall love you for this 
the longcft Day of my Lite, 

Cip. Puh, ‘tis nothing, Sir, love me when you fee 
more. 

Edm. Mafs, now remember, I'll look whether he has 
ficdged the Hangings, or no. 


re 





Py. Captain, to entertain a little {port till they comes 
make hm believe, you'll charm him invifible, he’s apt to 
admire.any thine, you fee, let me alone to sive force 
to’t. | 

Cap, Gro, retire to yonder end then, 

Ear, 1 proteft you are a rare Fellow, are you not2 

Cap. O Mafter Edmond, you know burt the leaft part of 
me yet; why now at this Inftane I could flourith my Wand 
thrice o'er your Head, and charm you invifible, 

Edm, What you could not?. make me walk invifible 
Man? I fhould laugh ae that faith; troth Pll requite your 
Jindoefs, an you'll do’, good Captain Conjurer, 

Cap. Nay, I thould hardly deny ycu fuch a mall kind- 
els, Matter Edmond Plas, why, look you, Sir, tis nomore 
ut thiss and thus agen, and now y’are invifible, 

Edit, Atm V faith? who would chick it? 
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Cap. You fee the Fortune-teller yonder at farther end 
oth’ Chamber, go towards him,do what you will with him, 
he fhall ne’er find you. 

Edm. Say you fo, Vil try that ffaith—— [ Fuftles him. 

Pye. Hoe now Captain? who’s that juftled me? 

Gap. Juftled you? T faw no body. 

Edm. Ha, ha, ha, fay "ewas a Spirit, 

Cap. Shall [2 may be fome Spirit that haunts 
the Circle. 

Pye. O my Nofe, agen, pray conjure then, Captain. 

| Pails him by the Nofe. 

Edm. Troth this is exlent.I may do any Knavery now 
and never be feen,---- and now I remember me, Sir Goafrey 
my Uncle abus’d me other day, and told Tales of me to 
my Mother — Troth now I’m invifible, Vl hit him 
a round whirrita’th’ ear;;when he comes out ath’ garden, —— 
I may be reveng’d on him now finely. 

Enter Sir Godfrey, Widow, Frances, Nicholas 
with the Chain. 

Sir God. I have my Chain again, my Chain’s found 
again. [Edmond ftrikes him, 
O fweet Captain, O admirable Conjurer. 

QO, what mean you by that, Nephew? 

Edm. Nephew? I bope you do not know me, Uncle? 

Wid. Why did you ftrike your Uncle, Soné 

Edm. Why, Captain, am i not invifible 2 

Cap. A good jeft, George not now you are not, Sir, 
Why did not you fee me, when I did uncharm you 

Edm. Not I, by my Troth, Captain ; 

Then pray you pardon me, Uncle, 
I thought I'd been invifible when I ftruck you. 

Sir God. So, you would do’t ? go,--= you're a fooli(th Boy, 
And were I not o’ercome with greater Joy, 

I'd make you tafte Correction. 

Edm, Corre&ion, puth no, neither you normy 
Mother, fhall think ro whip me as you have done. 

Sir God. Captain, my joy 1s fuch, I know not how to- 
thank you, let meembrace you. © my fweet, Chain, glad- 
nefs e’en makes me giddy, rare Man; ‘twas jafta’rh’ Rote- 
mary-bank, as if one fhou!d ha laid it there; ——— O cunning, 


cunning ! 
Heh 4 Wid 
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Wid. Weal, Seeing my Fortune tells me I muft marry ; 
let me marry a Man of Wit, a Man of Parts, here’s awor-  ] 
thy Captain, and “tis a fine Title truly la to be a Captain’s 
Wife, a Captain’s Wife, it goes very finely, befide all the 
World khows that a worthy Captain is a fit Companion to {i 
any Lord, then why nota {weet Bedfellow for any La- | 
dy, I’}l have it fo 
Enter Frailty. | 
Frail. Q Miftrefs, Gentlemen, there’s the braveft Sight Gn 
coming alokg this way. 








Wid. W Hat brave Sight ? ir 
Frail, QO, one going to burying, and another going to Jy: 
Hanging. i 
Wid. A roeful Sight. { 


Pye. '$foot, Captain, I'll pawn my Life the Corporals 4h 
Coftn’d, and old Skirmifh the Soldier going to Execution, @ 
ahd ’tis now about the time of his waking; hold out a lite 7h 
tle longer, fleepy Potion, and we fhall have exlent Admira- 7) 
tion; for PH take upon me the Cure of him. 

Enter the Coffin of the Corporal, and the Solaier bound, ana 

led by the Officers, the Sheriff there. ie 

Frail. © here they come, here they come! : 

Pye. Now muft I clofe fecretly with the Soldier, pree 9t 
vent his Impatience, or elfe all’s difcovered. 

Wid. O lamentable feeing, thefe were thofe Brothers, 9: 
that fought and bled before our door. 

Sir God. What, they were not, Sifter? 

Skir. George, look to't, Pl peach at Tybura elfe. 

Pye. Mum Gentles all, vouchfafe me Audience, 4: 
and you efpecially, Mafter Sheriff: 

Yon Man is bouad to Execution, 
Recaude he wounded this that now lyes cofin'd. 

Sher. True, true, he fhall have the Law,———_-—and 
Tknow the Law. 

Pye, Gut under Favour, Matter Sheriff, if this Man had 
been cur’d afd fafe again, he thould have been releas‘d 
then? 

Sher, Why, make you Queftion of that, Sir? 

Pye. Then I releafe him freely, and will take upon mé 
the Death that he fhould die, if within a little Seafon I 
do net cure him to his proper Health again, 
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Sher. Flow, Sir? recover a dead Man? 

That were moft ftrange of all. {Frances comes to him, 

Fran. Sweet Sir, I love you dearly, and could wifh my 
beft part yours, ~O do ror undeitake fuch an impof- 
fible venture. 

Pye. Love you me? then for your fwect fake I'll do’e. 
Letme entreat the Corps tobe fet down. 7 

Sher. Bearers, fetdown the Cofin, ——this is wonderful, 
and worthy Srow’s Chronicle. 

Pye. 1 pray beftowthe freedom of the Air upon our whol- 
fome Art, Mafs his Checks begin to receive natural 
warmth: Nay, good Corporal, wake betime, or I fhall have 
a longer Sleep than you, ’sfoot, if he thould prove 
dead indeed now, he were fully reveng’d upon me for ma- 
king a Property on him, yet I hadrather run upon the Ropes, 
than have a Rope like a Terter run upon me, O he 
{tirs he ftirs again look, Gentlemen, herecovers, 

















Sher. Oh, oh, defend us out, alas. 

Pye, Nay, pray be ftill,; you'll make him more giddy 
elfe, he knows no Body yet. 

Corp. Zowns; where am I% cover'd with Snow? I 
marvel é 

Pye, Nay, I knew he would Swearthe firft thing he did, 


as foon as he came to Life again. | 











Corp. Sfoor, Hottels fome hot Porridge, oh, ho, lay 
ona dozen of Faggots in the Moon Parlour, there. 


Pye. Lady, you muft needs take alittle pity of him i’ faith, 
and fend him into your Kitchen Fire. 

Wid. ©, with all my Heart, Sir Nicholas and Frailty, help 
to bear him in. 

Nich, Bear him in quotha, pray call in the Maids, I fhall 
neer have the Heart to dot, indeed la. | 
Frail. Nor I neither, I cannot abide to handle a Ghoft; 

of all Men, 
‘ Carp, *Sloud, let me fee, where was I drunk laft Night ¢ 
7 oe 
Wid. O, thall I bid you once again take him away ? 
Frail. Why, we're as fearful as you, I warrant you-— 
oh-———— 
Wide 
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Wid, Away, Villains, bid the Maids make him a Cawdie 
prefently to fettle his Brain-———ora Poflet of Sack, quickly, 
quickly. | Exeunt, pufbingin the Corps. 





Sher. Sir, whatfoe’er you are, 1 do more than admire 


ou. 
f Wid. OL if you knew all, Mafter Sheriff, as you fhall 
do, you would fay then, that here were two of the rareft 
Men within the Walls of Chriftendom. 

Sher.. Two of ’em, O wonderful: Officers, I difcharge 
you, fet him free, all's in tune, 

Sir God. Ay, anda Banquet ready by this time, Maftey 
Sheriff, to which L-moft cheaifully invite you, and your late 
Prifoner there: See you this goodiy Chair, Sir, mum, no 
more Words, ’twas loft and is found again; come, my ine 
eftimable Bulkies, we'll talk of your Noble A@s in {parkling 
Charnico, and inftead of a Jefter, we'll ha the Ghoft i? tht 
white Sheet fit at upper end o' th’ Table. 

Sher. Exlent, metry Man, i’ faith. [ Exit. 

Fran, Well, feeing I am enjoin’d to love, and marry, 
My foolith Vow thus I cafheer to Air 
Which firft beg» it, now, Love, play thy part; 
The Scholar reads his LeGture in my Heart. ( Exeunt. 








(AGA Y SCE ae 


Exter in hafte Mafter Edmond and Frailty. 


Edm.” HIS is the Marriage-emorning for my Mother and 
my Sifter. 

Frail. O.me, Matter Edmond, we fhall have rare doings. 

Edm. Nay, 2°, Fraiity, run to the Sexton, you know my 
Mo:her will be mariied at Saint Avetlings, hic thee, *tis patt 
five, bid them open the Church-door, my Sifter is almoit 
ready. 

Frail: What already, Mofter Edmond? 

Edm. Nay, gohie thee, firftrun to the Sexton, acd run 
to the Clerk, and then run to Mafter Pigmaxthe Parfen, and 
then ran to the Milliner, and then run home agaia. 


Frail. 


—— 














































Edm. But hark, Fraiizy. 
| - Frail. What, more yet? 
tl Edm. Have the Maids remembred to ftrew the wey to the 
4 ‘Church 2 

th Frail. Foh, an hour ago, I help’d ’em my {clf. 

w= «Edm. Away, away, away, away then. 

Frail, Away, away, away, away toen. Exit Bralty. 
) Edm. 1 thail havea fimple Father-in-law, a brave Captain, 
“able to beat all our Street: Captain /d/e, now my Lady Mo- 
Wi ther will be ficted for a delicate Name, my Lady Jdle, my 
















Lady Idle, the fineft Name that can be for 2 Woman, and 
‘then the Scholar, Mafter Pye-da0rd for my Sifter Frances, that 
“will be Miftrefs Frances Pyc=boord, Mittrefs Frances Pye-boord, 
; they'll keep a noble Table, I warrant you: Now ali the 
#) Knights Nofes are put out of joint, they may go to a Bone- 


fetters now. 


J Enter Captain, and Pye-boord. 
ne 3 
Hark, haik; O whocomeshere withtwo Torches before’em, 
Mimy fweet Captain, and my fine Scholar? O how bravely 
li they are thot up in one Night, they look like fine Britains 
“now methioks, here’s a gallant change 1 faith; “flid, taney 
“have hir’d Men and all by the Clock, 
Capt. Milter Edmond, kind, honeft, dainty Matter Ed- 
mond, 
Edm. Foh, {weet Captain Father-in-Law, 2 rare perfume 
i faith. 
Pye. What, are the Brides ftirring? may we fteal upon “em, 
tl! ghink’tt thou, Mafter Edmond? 

; Edm. Faw, they’re ¢’en upon readinefs, 1 can affure you; 
i for they were at their Torch e’en now, by the fame token 
WW’ tumbled down the Stairs. 

‘Pye. Alas, poor Mafter Edmond. 


Enter 41 uficians. 


_  Gapts O, the Muficians! I prethee, Mailer Edmond, call. 
| *em in, and liquor ’em a little. 
Bam. That Lwill, {weet Captain Father-in-law, and make Md 
ach of them as drunk asa common Fiddlers... .. [E-xewat- ae 
Ents? ‘il 
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Enter Sir John Penny-Dub, and Moll above lacing of hey 
Cloaths. 
Dub. Whewh, Mittrefs AZoll, Miftrels adoll. | 
Moll, Who's thereé 
Dab. Tis I. 
Moll. Who, Sir Fohn Penny-Dub? O youre an early 


Cock i’faith, who would have thought you to be fo rare a 


ftirrer 2 

Dub. Prethee, AZoll, let me.come up. 

Moll. No by my Paith, Sir Fohn, Vil keep-you down, for 
you Knights are very dangerous, if once you get above: 

Dub. Vl not ftay ifaith. 

Moll. Vfaith you thall ftay ; for, Sir Fobn, you muft note 
the nature of the Climates: Your Northern Wench in her 
own Country may well hold out ’till the be fifteen, butif 
fhe touch the South once, and come up to London, here the 
Chimes go prcfently after twelve. 

Dab. O thou’rt a mad Wench, Adoll, but I prethee make 
hafte, for the Prieft is gone before. 

Mell. Do you follow him, Vil not be long after. 

Exeunt. 
Enter Sir Oliver Muck-hill, Sir Andrew Tipftaff, and old 
skirmith talking, 

Afuck, O monftrous unheard of Forgery! 

Tip. Knight, I never heard of fuch Villany in our own 
Country, in my Life, 

duck, Why, ‘tis impofnble, dare you maintain your 
Words 2 

Skir. Dare we? een to their wezen Pipes; we know all 
their Plots, they cannot {quander with us, they haveknayifh- 
ly abus’d us, made only Properties on’s to advance their 
felves upon our Shoulders, but they fhall rue their Abufes, 
this Morning they are to be married, 

Muck. ’Tis too true, yet if the Widow be. not too much 
befotted on Slights and Forgeries, the Revelation of their 
Villanies will make ’em loathfome, and to that end, be it 
in private to you, FE {ent late laft Night to an Honourable 
Peifonage, to whom I am much indebted in kindnefs, as 
he sto me, and therefore prefume upon the payment of 
his Tongue, and. that he will lay out good words for i 

en 


> | | es ee 
iy Rea ames 
3 RT 
$e) Reet 
AL ia i] iat 
ae) 


ft a ee 


2 oy 
at 


p  _—- the Widow of \Watfing-firect. 5241 
and to {peak Truth, for fuch needful Occafions, I only pre- 


oF 
Vt 


Mey 


iy" 


vf 


ferve him in Bond, and fometimes he may do me more 
good here in the City by a free Word of his Mouth, than 
if he had paid one half in Hand, and took Doomfday for 
other. 

Tip. In troth, Sir, without foothing be it fpoken, you 
have publifh’d much Judgment in thefe few Words, 

Muck. For you know, what fuch a Man utters will be 
thought effe&tual, and to weighty purpofe, and therefore 
into his Mouth we'll put the approved Theme of their 
Forgerics. 

Skir, And I'll maintain it, Koight, if fhe'l] be true. 

Enter Servant. 

Aduck, How now, Fellow. 

Ser. May it pleafe you, Sir, my Lord is newly lighted 
from his Coach. 

Muck. Is my Lord come already? his Honour’s early ; 
You fee he loves me well; up before Heav’n, 

Truft me, I have found him Night-capr at eleven : 
There’s good hope yet; come, I'l] relate all to him. 
| Exenut. 


Enter the two Bridegrooms, Captain and Scholar. After them, 


Sir Godfrey and Edmond, Widow chang'd ta Apparel, 
Miftre/s Francesled between two Knights: Sir John Penny- 
Dub aud Moll; there meets them a Nobleman, Sir Oliver 
Muck-hill, and Sir Andrew Tipftaft. 


Nob. By your leave, Lady: 
Wid. My Lord, your Honour is mofi chaftly welcome. 
Nob. Madam, though I came now from Court, I come 
not to flatter you; upon whom can I juftly caft this Blor, 
but upon your own Forehead, that know not Ink. from 
Milk, fuch is the blind befotting in the ftate of an un- 
headed Woman that’s a Widow. For it is the property 
of all you that are Widows (a Handful excepted) to hate 
thofe that honeftly and carefully love you, to the main- 
tenance of Credit, State, and Pofterity, and ftrongly to 
doat on thofe, that only love you to undo you; and re- 
gard you leaft, are beft regarded; who hate you moft, 
are beft beloved. And if there be but one Man amoneft 
ten thoufand Millions of Men, that is accurft, difaftrous, 
is and 
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and evilly Planeted; whom Fortune beats moft, whomGod 
hates moft, and all Societies efteem leaft, that Man is fure to 
be a Husband Such is the peevifh Moonthat rules your 
Bloods. Animpudent Fellow beft woes you, a flattering 
Lip beft wins you, or in mirth, who talks roughlieft, ismoft 
fweeteft; nor can you diftinguifth Truth from Forgeries, 
Milts from Simplicity; witnefs thofe two deceitful Monfters, 
that you have entertain’d for Bridegrooms. 

Wid, D<ceirful-——— 

Pye. Ail will out. 

Cap. “Sfoot, who was blab’d, George ? that foolifh Ni 
cholas. 

Nob. For what they have befotted your eafte Blood with. 
al, were nought but Forgeries, the Fortune-telling for Auf 
bands, and the Conjuring for the Chain; Sir Godfrey heard 
the falfhoed of all; nothing but meer Knavery, Deceit and 
Couzenace. 

Wid, © wonderful! indeed I wondred that my Haf- 
band with all his Craft, could not keep himfelf out of Pur 
gatory. 

Sir God. And 1 more wonder, that my Chain fhould be 
ore, and my Taylor had none of it. 

Afoll. And I wondred moft of all, that I fhould be tied 
from Marriage, having fach a mind to’t; come Sir fobs 
Penny-Dub, fair Weather onour fide, the Moon has chang’d 
fince Yefteroight. 

Pye. The fting of every evil is within me. 

Nob. And that you may perceive I feign not with you; 
behold their Fellow-aGtor in thofe Forgeries, who full of 
Spleen and Envy at their fo fudden Advancements, reveal'd 
all cheir Plot-in anger. 

Pye. Bafe Soldier, to reveal us, 

Wid. Isc poffible we fhould be blinded fo, and our Eyes 
opené 

Nob. Widow, will you now believe that falfe, which too 
foon you believ’d true 2 

Wid. O, to my fhame, I do. 

Sir God. But under favour, my Lord, my Chain was ttu= 
ly loft, and ftrangely found again. 

Nob. Refolve him of that, Soldier. 
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Skiy, In few words, Knight, then thou wert the Arch- 
Gull of all. 


Sir Gods How, Sir ? 

Skir, Nay Vil prove it: For the Chain was but hid in 
the Rofemary-bank all this while, and thou gotft him out of 
Prifon to Conjure for it, who did it admirably fuftianly, for 
indeed what needed any others, when he knew where ic 
was ¢ 

SirGod, O Villany of Villains! but how came my Chain 
there 2 

Skir. Where's Truly la, indeed la? he that will not Swear, 
but Lye; he that will not Steal, bute Rob: Pure Nicholas 


Saint Antlings. 


Sir God. O Villain! one of our Society, 
Deem'd always Holy, Pure, Religious : 

A Puritan, a Thief 2 when was’t ever heard2 
sooner we'll kill a Man, than Steal, thou know’, 
Out Slave, [ll rend my Lion from thy Back-—— 
With mine own Hands. 

Nich. Dear Mafter, oh. 

WWob. Nay Knight, dwell in patience. 

And now, Widow, being fo near the Church, “twere great 
pity, nay uncharity, to fend you home again withour a Huf. 
band: Draw near, you of true Worfhip, State and Credit : 
That fhould not ftand fo far off from a Widow, }and fuffer 
forged Shapes to come between you. Not that in thete I 
blemifh the true Title of a Captain, or blot the fair margent of 
a Scholar, for I honour worthy and deferving parts in the one, 
and cherifh fruitful Virtues in the other. Come Lady, and 
you Virgin, beftow your Eyes and your pureft Affections, 
upon Men of Eftimation, both in Cour and City, that have 
long woed you, and both with their Hearts and Wealth fin- 
cerely love you. 

SirGod. Good Sifter, do: Sweet little Frank thefeare Men 
of Reputation, you fhall be welcome at Court; a great Cre- 
dit for a Citizen, fweet Sifter. ; 

Nob. Come, her filence does confent to’t. 

Wid. 1 know not with what Face, 

Nob, Pah, pah, with your owa Face, they defire no 
other. 

Wid, 








Py; he Puritan, ec. 


Wid. Pardon me, worthy Sirs, TI and my Daughter have 
wrong’d your Loves. 
Muck. ’Tis eafily pardon’d, Lady, 
If you vouchfafe it now. 
Wid. With all my Soul. 
Fran. And I, with all my Heart. 
Moll. Andl, Sir Fobn, with Soul, Heart, Lights and all. 
Sir God. They are all mine, 4Zoll. 
Nob. Now Lady: 
What honeft Spirit, but will applaud your choice, 
And gladly furnifh you with Hand and Voice: 
A happy change, which makes ¢’en He<av’n rejoice. 
Come, enter in your Joys, you fhall not want 
For Fathers, now I doubt it not, believe me, 
But that you fhall have Hands enough to give ye. 
[ Exeunt omnth 
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Other Servants, and Officers. 


Wife. 
Maid-fervant. 
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Yorkfhire “Tragedy. 
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Enter Oli iver and Ralph; two Serving-meu. 


OLIVE &: 


SE salrrah Ralph, my young Miftrefs is in fuch a 
: =| i) piciful patlionace Humour forthelong Abfence 
(Gan | of her Love. | 

y: S| Ralph. Why, can° you blame ey ? why, 

Al Apples hanging longer on the Tree -than 
‘when they are ripe, makes fo many fal-  “ 
ings, viz. Mad Wrenches, becaufe they are not gath hered 
in time, are fain to drop of then lelves, and then ‘tis com- 
mon you know for eve ry Manto take them up. 

@liv. Mafs thou fayelt true, ‘tis common indeed, but,S§ a 
either our young Mafter return'd, nor our fellow we ce 
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_ Sam come from Le ydon 2 . | 
Ralph. Neither of either, as the Puritan. Bawd iaVSa Slid 


“J hear Sams Sam's come, herc,taery, come faith, now. my 


_Nofe itches for news. 
Oliv. And fo ret oth mice Elbo Wie ; 
Sam calls within Where,aresyou there ¢ 


I} Enter 
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Enter Sam, furnifld with things from London, 
Sam. Boy, look you walk my Horfe With Difcretion, 
I have rid him fimply, I warrant his Skin fticks to his } 
Back with very Hear, if he fhou'd catch cold and eet the ¢ 
Couch of the Lungs, l were well lerved, Were I not ¢ What i 
Ralph and Oliver ? : d 
Amb. Honeft Fellow Sam, welcome faiths what Tricks 
haft thou brought from London ? 
Sam. You {ce I am hane’d after the trueft Bafhion. 5 
si : f 3 
three Hats, and two Glaffes bobbing upon them, two re 
bato Wyers upon my Breaft, aCap-cafe by my fide, a Bruh *t 
at my back, an Almanack in my Pocket, and three ‘Balem 
lads in my Codpiece. Nay, I am the true Pi@ure of a coma! 
mon Serving-man. 
Oliv. Vil fwear thou art, thou may’ft fet up when thou)! 
wilt, tiere’s many a one begins with Icfs I can tell thee, |) 
that proves arich Man e’er he dyes; but what’s the News 2 
from London, Sam 2 
Ralph. Ay, that’s well faid, what isthe News from: Lona 5 
don, Sitrah ? My young Mittrefs keeps fuch a puling for 


3 aes 


her Love. i 
Sam, \Why the more Fool the, ay, the more ninny-hame)- 
mer fhe. Pf 
Oliv. Why, Sam, why ? { 


Sam. Why, he is married to another long ago. 
Amb. Faith, ye jelt. | 
Sam. Why, did you not know that *till now @ Why, 
he’s Married, beats his Wife, and has two or three Chill! 
dren by her, For you muft note, that any Woman bearsh 
the more when fhe is beaten, | 
Ralph. Ay, that’s true, for fhe bears the Blows. | 
Oliv. Sirrah, Sam, 1 would nor for two Years Wages t 
my young Miftrefs knew fo much, fhe’d run upon the left! 
Hand of her Wit, and ne’er be her own Woman again. 1 
Sam. And I think fhe was bleft in her Cradle, that bel! 
never came in her Bed; why, he has confum’dal], pawn'd)! 
his Lands, and made his Univerfity Brother ftand in wax | 
for him: There’s a fine Phrafe for a Scrivener, pub, he®' 
owes more than his Skin is worth, 
tt, 7s oo blo 2 : 


- Sam. | 


A Yorkthi Saved). 3249 

Sam, Nay, Vil tell you moreover, he calis his Wife 
Whorey as familiarly as one would call AZoll and Doll, and 
Children B aftards, as naturally as can be----But what have 
we here? I thought ‘cwas fomething pull’d down m 
Breeches; I quite for; rot my two poking Sticks, thife came 
from London, now any thiing ig is good here that comes from 
Loudon. 

Oliv. Ay, far fetcht you know. 

Sam. But {peak in your Confcience rfaith, have not we 
as good poking Sticks ith’ Country as need to be pur, rth’ 


| Fire, the Mind of a thing 1s all, and as thou fyidtt even 
' now, far-fetch’d are the beft things for Ladies. 


Oliv. Ay, and for Waiting-Gentlewomen too, 

Sam, But Ralph, is our Beer fowre this Thunder? 
Ralph. No, no, it holds Countenance yer, 

Sam, Why then follow me, I'll teach you the finett 


! Humour to be drunk in, I feared it ar London lalt week. 


Amb. Faith let’s hear it, let’s hear it. 
Sam. the bravelt Humour, *twould to do a Man good to 


» be drunk init, the ‘y call it Knighting in London, when they 


drink upon their Knees. 
Amb. Faith that’s excclient. 
Sam. Come follow me, Pil give you all the Degrees of 
it in order. | | Exeunt. 
Enter Wife. 
Wife. What will become of us? all will away, 


( My Husband never ceafis in expence, 


| Both to confume his Credit and hie Houfe. 
» And ’tis fee down by Heav’ns juft Decree, 


That Rist’s Child muaft needs be Beggary. 

Are thefe the Vircues that his Youth did promife ? 

Dice and yoluptuous Mectings, midnight Revels, 

Taking his Bed with Surfeits; ill befeeming 

The antient Honour of his Houfe and Name, 

And this not all, but thae which kills me moft, 

When he recounts his Loffes and falfe Fortunes, 

The weaknefs of his State fo much dejected, 

Not as a Man repentant, but half mad, 

His Fortunes ‘cannot anfwer bis. Expence: 

He fits and fullenly locks up -his-Arms, 

Forgetting Eeay’ n, looks downward, which makes 
eo 3 Him 
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Him appear fo dreadful, that he frights my Heart} 
Walks heavily, as if his Soul were Earth; 
Not penitent for thofe his Sins are paft, 
But vext his Mony cannot make them laff: 
A fearful Melancholy, ungodly Sorrow, 
Oh yonder he comes, now in defpight of Ills 
Ill {peak to him, aod £ will hear him fpeak, 
And do my beit to drive it from his Heart. 
Exter Husband. 

Huf- Pox of the laft throw, it made 
Five hundred Angels vanith from my fight, . 
I’m damn’d, Pm dama’d, the Angels have forfook me; 
Nay, *tis certainly true; for he that has no Coin, 

Is damn’d in this World; he’s gone, he’s gone. 

Wife. Dear. Husband, 

Haj, Ont-moft punifiment of all, I have a Wife: 

Wife. 1 do entreat you, as you love your Soul, 

Tell me the Caufe of this your Difcontent. 

Huf. A Vengeance {trip thee Naked, thou art Caufe, 
Effect, Quality, Property, thou, thou, thou. | Exit. 
_ Wife. Bad turn’d to worfe ? 

Both Beggary of the Soul and of the Body, 

And fo much unlike himfelf at firkt, 

As if fome vexed Spirit had got his form upon him. 
Ener Husband again. 
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Fie comes again, 
Fle fays I amthe Caufe; I never yet 
Spoke lefs than Words of Duty and of Love.’ 
Huf. Vf Marriage be Honourable, then Cuckolds are Ho- 
nourable, for they cannot be made without Marriage. 
Foo!, what meant I to marry to get Beggars? 
Now muft my eldeft Son be a Knave or nothing, he cane 
not live but upo’ th’ Fool, for he will have no Land to 
maintain him; that Morgage fits like a foaffle upon mine 
Inheritance, and makes me chaw upon Iron, ~ 
My fecond muft Son be a Promoter, and my third a 
Thicf, or an Underéputter, a Slave Pander. 
Oh Beggary, Beggary, to what bafe ufes doth it put a Man. 
[ think the Devil {corns to bea Bawd; ~ 
Fle bears himfelf more proudly, * 
Fas more Care on his Credit, 
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fe, flavith, abjeG,. filthy Poverty. 
nm 2. Good Sir, by oat Vows I do befeech you, 
Shew me the true Caufe of your Difcontent. 
Huf. Mony, Mony, Mony, and thou muft fupply me. 
Wife. Alas, I am the leaft Caufe of your Difcontent. 
Yet what is mine, either in Rings or Jewels, 
Ufe to your own defire, but i befeech you, 
As you are a Gentleman by many Bloods, 
Though I my felf be out of your Refpedt, 
Think on the State of thefe three lovely Boys 
ve been Father toa. a a 
om, Pah, Baftards, Baftards, Baftards, begot in tricks? 
begot in tricks. 
“Wife. Heav'n knows how thofe Words wrong me; 
But I'll endure thefe Griefs among a thoufand, more: 
Oh call co mind your Lands already mort gag d, 
You {elf wound into Debts, your hopeful Brother 
At the Univerfity into Bonds for you, 
Like to be feiz’d upon. And 
Huf: Ha’ done, thou Harlot, 
Whom though for Fafhion I married, 
i never could abide, Think’ft thou thy Wores 
Shall kill my Pleafure? Fall off to thy Friends, 
Thou and thy Baftards beg, I will not bate 
A whit in Humour: Midnight ftill I love you, 
And revelin your Company; curb’d in ? 
Shall it be faid in all Societies, a 
That I broke Cuftom? that I flag’d in Mony ; 
No, thofe thy Jewels I wall play as freely, 
As when my State was fullelt. 
Wife. Be it fo. 


‘ d take that for an earneft 
Huf. Nay I proteft, and ta 4a 
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I will for ever hold thee in Contempt, 
And never touch the Sheets that cover thee, 
But be divore’d in Bed, “till thou confent, 
Thy Dowry fhall be fold to give. New Life 
Unto thofe Pleafures which I moft affects . 
Wife, Sit, do but turn. a gentle Eye on me, 
And what the Law fhall give me leave to do, 
You thall command, ie poe 
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Huf, Look it be done, fhall I want Duft, 

And like a Slave wear nothing in my Pockets, 

| Holds his Hands ia his Pockets: 

But my Hands to fill them up with Nails? | 

Oh much againft my Blood, let it be done, 

I was never made to be a looker on; 

A Bawd to Dice; I'll thake the Drabs my felf, 

And make them yicld; I fay, look 1t be done. 
Wife. 1 take my leave, it fhall. | Exit. 
Huf. Speedily, fpeedily; 1 hate the very Hour 1 chofe 

a Wife, a Trouble, Trouble,. three Children ‘like three’E- 

vils hang upon me, fie, fies fie, Strumpet-and° Baitards, 

Stumpet and’ Baftards. 

Enter three Gentlemen, hearing him. 

1 Gent. Still do thefe loathfome Thoughts jar on your 
Your {cif to flain the Honour of your Wife, — | Tongue? 
Nebly defcended ; thofe whom Men call mad, 

Enadanger others, but he’s more than mad 
That wounds bimfelf, whofe own Words 
Do proclaim it isnot fit, pray forfake it. 

Gent. Good Sir, let Modefty reprove you. 

Gear. Let honeft Kindnefs {way fo much with you. 
laf; God den, I thankyou, Sir, how do you? adieu, 
Tam glad to fve you, farewel Inftructions, Admonitions. 
| Exeunt Gent. 
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Enter a Servant. 

How now, Sirrah? what would you? 

Ser, Only to certifie you, Sir, that my Miftrefs was 
met by the way, by them who Were fent for her up to 
oe by her Honourable Uncle, your Worfhip’s late Guar- 

ian. 

finf. So, Sir, then the is gone, and fo may you be; 
But let her look the thing be done fhe wots of, | 
Or Hell will ftand more pleafant than her Houfe at home. | 
| | [Exit Servant. 
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Exter a Gentleman. 
Gent. Well or il] met,-I care not. 
FTuf. No, nor I. 
Geut. 1am come with Confidence to chide you. 
fx{. Who me? chide me? do’t finely then, let it not 
PREG Biss for if thou chid’ft me angry, I -fhall ftrike. : 
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A Yorkire/ Tragedy. 
Gent. Sttike thine own Follies, for it is they 
Deferve to be well beaten; we are now Jn private, 
There’s none bu: thou and I, thou art fond and peevifh, 
An unclean Riorer, thy Lands and Credit 
Lie now borii fick ofa Confumption, 
Jam forry fer thee ; that Man {pends with fhame, 
hat with his Riches doth confume his Name 3 | 
And fuch art rhon. 
fiuf. Peace. 
Gent. No, thow fhalt hear me further. 
Thy Fathers and Pore-fathers worthy Honours, 
Waich were our Coufttry Monuments, our Grace, 
Follies in thee begin now to deface. 
The Spring time of thy Youth did fairly promife 
Such a moft fruicful Summer to thy Fricnds, 
It fcarce can enter into Mens Beliefs; 
Such Dearths fhould- hang on thee,.we that fee it, 
Are forry to believe it ; in thy change, 
This Voice into all places will be horl’d: 
Thou and the Devi! has deceiv’d the World. 
Hzf, Vii not endure thee. 
Gent. But of al] the worlt, 
Thy virtuous Wife, right honourably. allied, 
Thou haft prociaim’d a Sirumpet. 
Hf. Nay then I know thee, 
Fhou art her Champion thou, her private Friend, 
The Party you wot >on, 
Gent. Oh ignobie Thought, | 
I am paft my patient Blood, fhall I fand idle 
And fee my Reputation touch’d to death ¢ 
Haxf. This has gal’d you, has 1t ¢ 
Gent. No Montter, I prove 
My Thoughts did only tend co virtuous Love. 
Hu/. Love of her Virtues? there it gocs. 
Gent. Bafe Spirit, to lay thy hate upon 
The fruitful Honour of thine own, Bed. 
[ They fights aii: the Husband is burt. 
Huf. OW. | | 
Gent. Wilt thow yield it yet. 
Huf. Sir, Sir, 1 have not done with you. , 
Gent, U hope, nor ne'er fhall de. ( Fight again. 
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Huf. Have you got Tricks ? are you in cunning With me? 


Gent. No, plain and right. 


He needs no cunning thac for Truth doth fight. 
| Husband fails down. 


Huf. Hard Fortune, am I level’d with the Ground ? 
Gent.. Now, Sir, you lye at Mercy. 
Hu. Ay» you Slave. 
Gent. Alas, that hate fhould bring us to our Grave. 
You (ce, my Sword’s not thirfty for your Life, 
I am forrier for your Wound, than you your felf 
You're of a virtuous Houfe, fhew virtuous Deeds, 
‘Tis not your Honour, ’tis your Folly bleeds, 
Much good has been expected im your Life, 3 
Cancel not all Mens hopes; you have a Wife, 
Kind and obedient, heap not wrongful Shame : 
On her and your Pofterity; let only Sim be fore, 
And by this fall, rife never to fall more. 
And fo I leave you. 
Hau. Has the Dog kfc me then, 
‘After his Tooth has left me¢ Oh, my Heart 
Would fain leap after him, Revenge I fay, 
I’m mad to be reveng’d, my Strumpet Wife, 
It is thy quarrel that rips thus my Flefh, 
And makes my Breaft {pit Blood, but thou fhait bleed; 
Vanquith’d ? got down ? unable e’en to {peak ¢ 
Surely ’tis want of Mony makes Men weak, 
Ay, ‘twas thato’erthrew me, I'd ne’er been down elfe. [ Exits 
Enter Wife in a riding Suit, with a Serving-man. 
Ser. Faith, Miltrefs, if x may not be Prefumption 
Tn me to tell you fo, for his Excufe 
You had fall Reafon, knowing his abufe, 
| | Wife. I grant I had, but alas, 
hee eee Why thould our Faults at home be fpread abroad 2 
ROE. A ae *Tis Grief enough withia Doors ; at frft Sight 
| ead Mine Uncle could run o’er his prodigal Life 
As perfe&tly, as if his ferious Eye | 
Had numbred all his Follies ; 
ei ea Ksew of his mortgag’d Lands, his friends in Bonds, 
ee Himfelf withered with Debt; and in that minute 
titi Had I added his Ufage and Unkindnefs, 
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Where now, fathering his Riots in his Youth, 
Which Time and tame Experience will fhake off, 
Gueffing his Kindnefs to me (asl fmooth’d him 
With ail the skill I had) though his deferts 

Are in form uglier than an unthap’d Bear, 

He’s ready to prefer him to fome Gflice 

And_Place at Court: A good and fure Relief 

Toall his ftooping Fortui s, twill be a means,I hope, 
To mike new League between us, and redeem 

His Virtues with his Lands. 

ser. L fhould think fo: Miftrefs, if he fhould not now be 
kind to you, and love you, and cherif you up, 1 fhould 
think the Devil himfelf kept open Houfe in him. 

Wife. 1 doubt not but he will now, prithee leave me, lL 
think 1 hear him coming. 

Ser. I’m gone. | Exit. 

Wife. By this eood means I fhall preferve my Lands, 
And free my Husband out of Ufuvers Hands ; 

Now there is no need of Sale, my Uncle's kind, 
I hope, if ought, this will content his Mind. 
Here comes my Husband: 

Enter Husband. 

Huf. Now, are you come’ where’sthe Mony? Let’s fee 
the Mony, is the Rubbuh fold? thofe W ife-akers your Lands, 
why then, the Mony, where is ic? pour ic down, down with 
it, down with it: { fay pour’t on the Ground, let’s fee it, 
let’s fee it. 

Wife. Good Sir, keep but in patience, and I hope 
My Words thal! lke you well, I bring’ you: better 
Comfoit then the fale of my Dowry- 

Huf. Ha, what's that? 

Wife. Pray do. not fright me, Sir; but wouchffeme hear- 
jpg. My Uncele, glad of your Kindnels to me and mild U- 
fage (for fo I made it to him) hathiia pity of your declie 
ning Fortunes, provided ¢ place for you at Court, of worth 
and credit; which fo mach overjoyed me- | 

Huf. Out on thee, filth, over-and overjoyed, 

When I’m in Torment ) Spurus ber. 
Thou poligick Whore, faktiller than nine Devils, was 
this thy Journey to Nuncky to fet down the Hiltery of 
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Shall I, that dedicated my felf to Pleafure, be now confin’d 
in Service to crouch, and ftand like an old’ Man i’ th’ Hams, 
my Hat off? J chat could never abide to uncover my Head 
?th? Church, bafe Siut, this fruit bears thy Complaints. 
Wife. Oh, Heav’n knows, 
That my Complaints were Pratfes, and beft Words, 
OF you, and your Eftare ; only my Friends 
Knew of your mortgag’d Lands, and were pofledt 
Of every Accident before 1 came. 
If you fufped it buta Plotin me, 
To keep my Dowry, or for mine own poed; 
Ox; my poor Childrens (tho’ it fuits a Mother 
To fhew a natural care in their Reliefs) 
Yet Vil forget my felfto calm your Blood, 
Confume it, as your Pleafure counfels you, 
And all I with, e’en Clemency affords, 
Give me but pleafant Looks, and modeft Words. 
Huf. Mony, Whore, Mony, or Vll--{ Draws his Dagger. 
Enter a Servant haftily. 
What the Devil? how now? thy halty News¢ 
Ser. May it pleafe you, Sir. 
Hu. What, may 1 not look upon'my Dagger? 
Speak, Villain, or will execute the point on thee: Quick, 
fhort. 
Ser. Why, Sir, a Gentleman from the Univerfity flays be- 
low to fpeak with you. 
Huf. From the Univerfity? fo, Univerfity, 

That long Word runs through me, [ Exit. 
Wife. Was ever Wife fo wretchedly befet? 
Had not this News ftep’d in between, the point 

Hid offered Violence unto my Breaft. 
Fhat which fome Women call great Mifery, 
Would fhew but little here, would fcarce be feen 
Among my Miferies: I may compare 
For wretched Fortunes, with all Wives that are, 
Nothing will pleafe him, until all be nothing. 
He calls. it Slavery to bepreferr’d, 
A place of Credit, a bafe Servitude. 
What fhall become of me, and my poor Children? 
Two here, and oneat Nurfe, my pretty Beggars, 
I fee how Ruin with a palfie Hand 

, Begins 
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Begins to fhake the ancient Seat to duft: 

The heavy weight of Sorrow draws my Lids 

Over my darkith Eyes: [can {carce fee ; 

Thus Grief will laft, it wakes and fleeps with me. 
Enter the Husband with the Adafter of the College, 

Huj. Pleale you draw near, Sir, you’reexceeding wel- 
come. 

Maft. That’s my doubt, I fear I come not to be wel-. 
come. 

Huf. Yes; towfcever. 

Maft. ’ Visor my fafhion, Sir, to dwell in long Cir- 

cumftance, bur.to be plain and effectual; therefore to the 
Purpole. 
The caufe of my fetting forth was piteous and lamentable; 
that hopeful young Gentleman your Brother, whofe Virtues 
we all love dearly, thro’ your Default and unnatural Negli- 
pence ; lies in Bond executed for your Debt, a Prifoners: all 
his Studies amaz'd, his hope {truck dead, and the pride of 
his Youth muffl:d in thefe dark Clouds of Oppreffion. 

Huf; Hum, bum, hum. 

Mat. O you have kill’d the towardeft hope of all our 
Univerfity, wherefore without Repentance and Amends, 
expect ponderous and fudden Judgments to’ fall grievonf} 
upon you; your Brother, a Man who profited in his Di- 
vine Employments, and might have made ten thoufand Souls 
fit for Heaven, ‘now by your carelefs courfes caft into Prifon, 
which you muft anfwer for, and ailure your Spirit ic will 
come home at length. 

Huf. O God, oh, 

Maft. Wile Men think ill of you, others {peak ill of you, 
-no Man loves you, nay, even thofe whom Honefty con- 
-demns, condemn yous andtake this fromthe virtuous Af- 


fection I bear your Brother, never look for profperousHour, 


good Thoughts, quiet Sleep, contented Walks, nor any 
thing that makes Man perfect, ’uil you redecm him: What 
is your Anfwer ? how will you beftow him? upon defpe- 
rate Mifery, or better hopes? 1 fuffer ’cill I hear your 
' Anfwer. 
Auf: Siry you have much wrought with me, 1 feel you 
in my Soul, you: are your Arts Mafter. 
I never had Senfe “till naw; your Syllables have clefe me, 
borh 





A Yorkthite Tragedy. 


3258 
both for your Words and Pains I thank you : I cannot but 
Wrongs done to my Brother, mighty 


acknowledge grievous \ 

* ‘ ry . %. 1 pp 
mighty, mighty, mignty W rongs. 
Within there. 





Enter a Serving-mau. 

Haf. Fill me a Bowl of Wane. Alas, poor Brother, 
Bruisd with an Execution for my {uke. 

Malt. A bruife indeed makes many a mortal Sore, 
"Till the Grave cure them. 
f Enter with Wine. 

Hus. Six, | begin to you, you've chid your welcome. 

Maft. 1 could have witht it better for your fake, 
I pledge you, Sir, to the kind Man ia Prifon, 

Hus. Let it be fo. 
Now, Sits if youpleafes to {pend buta few Minutes in walk- 
“ing about my Grounds below, my Man fhall hereattend you: 
1 doubt not but by that time to be furnifhe of a fuffictent an- 
fwer, and therein my Brother fully farished. ; 

Maft. Good Sir, 10 that the Angels would be pleafed, 
‘And the World’s murmurs calm’d, and J fhould fay, 
I fet forth then upon a lucky Day. [ Exit. 

Huf; © thou confufed Man, thy plesfant Sins have un- 
done thee, thy Damnation has beggar'd chee. That Heay’n 
fhould fay we mult not Sin, and yet made Women : Gives 
our Senfes way ito find, Pleafure, which -being found, con- 
founds us, why fhould we know thefe things fo much mitf- 
ufe us? O would Virtue had been forbidden, we ‘fhould 
then have prov’d all virtuous, for “us our Blood ‘to love 
what we are forbidden, what Man would have been for- 
bidden, what Man would have been fool to a Beaft, and 
zany to a Swine, to thew tricks in the Mire; what.isithere 
in three Dice, to make a Man draw thrice three ‘thoufand 
Acres into-the compefs ofa little round Table, and withthe 
Gentleman’s Palfie in the Hand fhake out ‘his Pofterity, 
Thieves; or Beggars ¢ Tis done, I have don’t ifaith : Trer- 
rible, horrible Mifery,——how well was I lei, very well, 
very well. 

My Lands fthew’d like a Full-Moon about me, but nowthe 
Moon’s in the Jaf Quarter, waining, walning, and IT am 
mad to think that Moon’ was mine; mine and my Father's, 


and my Fore-fathers Generations, Generations, down goss 
the 





7 
\— 


br | 


= 
—, 


— = 


—"— 
— 


ee ee a oe 


<~ seem -_ e ee ee 







Pe. 


ih 
i 


be. 


—  —s A Yorkthine|'Tragedy. 
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Beggar, begs in me that name which hundreds of Years 
has made this Shire famous ; in me and my Poftcrity runs 
our, 

In my Seed five are made miferable befides my felf, my 
Riot is now my Brother’s Jaylor, my Wife's fighing, my 
three Boys penury, and mine own Confwfion. 

; | He rears bis Hair. 
Why fit my Hairs upon my curfed Head ¢ 


Will not this Poifon featter them? oh my Brother’s 


In Execution among Devils that flretch him: 

And make him give; and I in want, 

Not able for to live, nor to redeem him. 

Divines and dying Men may talk of Hell, 

But in my Heart her feveral Torments dwell, 

Slavery and Mifery. _Whoin this cafe 

Would not take up Mony upon his Soul? 

Pawn his Salvation, live at Intereft: 

I, that did ever m9 abundance dwell, 

For me to want, exceeds the throes of Hell. 
Enter bis little Sou, with a Top and Scourge. 

Son. Whit ail you, Father, are you not: well, Iveannot 
fcourge my Topas Jong as you ftandfo: You take up all 
the Room with your wide Legs, puh, you cannot make me 
afraid with this, I fear no Vizards, nor Bugbears. 

| He takes up the Child by. the Skirts of his long Coatiin one 
Hand, and draws his Dagger with the other, 

Hu. Up Sir, for here thou haft no Inheritance left. 

Son, Oh what will you do, Father? I:am your white Boy. 

Hyuf: Thou fhalt be my red Boy, take that [Strikes him, 

Son. Oh you hurt me, Father. 

Huf My eldeft Beggar, thou thale not liveto askian U- 
furer Bread, to cry at a great Man’s Gate, or follow, Good 
your Honour, by a Coach, no, nor your Brother: "Lis 
Chariry to Brain you. 

Son. How hall [tearn now my Head’s broke? 

Huf: Bleed, bleed, rather than beg, beg. [ Stabs Lim. 
Be not thy Name’s Difgiace: — 

Spurn thou thy Fortune's firft, af they be-bafe: 

Come view thy {econd Brother : Fates, 

My Childrens Blood thal! {pia into your Faces,’ 
You 
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_ 
You fhall fec, E 
How confidently we fcorn Beggary. | Exit with bis Sin. 


Enter a ddaid with a Child tn her Arms, the Adathen by 

her afleep. 

Maid. Sieep, {weet Babe, Sorrow makesthy Morher fleep, 
It bodes fal] good when heavinefs falls fo deep. 
Huth, pretty Boy, thy hopes might have been better, 

‘Tis loft at Dice, what ancient Honour won, 
Hard when the Father plays away the Son: 
Nothing but mifery ferves in this Houle, 
Ruin and Defolation; oh. 
Enter Husband with the Boy. bleeding. 
Huf, Whore, give me that Boy. 
| He firives with ber for the Child. 
Afaid, Ob help, help; out alas, murder, murder. 
Auf. Are you Goflipping, prating fturdy Quean, 
VP break your Clamour with your Neck, 
Down Stairs; tumble, tumble, headlong. 
| He throws her down. 
So, the fureft way to charm a Woman's Tongue, 
Is to break her Neck, a Politician did it. 

Son. Mother; Mother, I am kil?'d, Mother. 

| His Wife awakes, and carcheth up the youngeft Child. 
Wife. Ha, who’s that cry'd? O me my Children, 

Both, both; bloody, bloody. 

Hu. Stcumpet, let go the Boy, let go the Beggar. 

Wife. Oh my {weet Husband. 

Axf, Filth, Harlot. 

Wife. Oh, what will you do, dear Husband ? 

Huf, Give me the Baftard. 

Wife. Your own {weet Boy. 

Huf. There are too many Beggars. 

Wife. Good my Husband. 

Hxf. Doft thou prevent me {til 2 

Wife. Oh God! 

[ Stabs at the Child in her Arms, and gets it from her. 
fluf{. Have at his. Heart. | 
Wife. Oh my dear Boy. 

Huf: Brat, thou thalt not live to fhame thy Houfe. 

Wife. Oh Heav’r. | She is hurt, and finks down. 


Haf. And perifh, now be gone, 
There's 
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re’s Whores enough, and“Vant would make thee one, 
Enter a lufty Servant. « aS | 
Ser. © Sir, what Deeds are thefe? be 
Auf. Bate Slave, my Vaiflal, | 
| Com’ft thou between my fury to queflion me? a 
\) . Ser. Were you the Devil, [ would hold you, Sir. ii 
Huf: Hold me? Prefumption, I’!] undo thee for it. 
Ser. *Sblood, you have undone us all, Sir. 
_ Buf. Tug at thy Matter ? 
| Ser. Tug at a Montter. 
Huf. Havel no Power? fhall my Slave fetter me? 






| 






Ser. Nay then the Devil wraftles, I am thrown. 
| Husband overcomes him: 
al Hef. Ob Villain, now Tl tug thee, now I'll tear thee, 
‘Set quick Spurs to my Vaffal, bruife him, trample him; 
So, I think thon wilt not follow me in halite. 
_My Horfe ftands ready faded, away, away, 
Now to my Bart atiNurfe, my fucking Beggar; 

| Fates, [’ll not leave you one to trample on. 

7 [The Mafter meets him. 
- Maft. How is’t with you Sir, methinks you look of adi- 
ttraéted Colour. 

4) Haf. Who, I Sir? ‘tis but your fancy, | 
| Bleafe you walk in, Sir, and I'll foon refolve you, 

‘Twant one fmall part to make up rhe Sum; 


And then my Brother fhallceft farished. 
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"| Maft. 1 thall be glad to fee it, Sir, Vll-attend you. 
Ser. Ohl am fearce able to heave up my felf, e | 
“He has fo bruis’d me with his devillifh weight, ae 
A Man before of eafie Conititution, i 
M 1) 4 B ee s ? ° . ; < De 
»Till now Hell’s Power fupplied, to his Soul’s wrong, 1 
Enter Mafter and two Servants. 
Ser. Oh the moft pitcous Deed, Sir, hoce you came, 
'To fatisfie his Brother? here’s another, . . | 
And by thefe bleeding Infants, the dead Mother. Bei 
Mat. Surgeons, Surgeons, fhe recovers Life, 


| | Exennt. 
t 
Aod torn my Fichh with his Blood-hafty Spur, 
“Oh how Damnation cao make weak Men ftrong. 
Maft, A-deadly greetings hath he fumm’d up thiie 
Wife. Oh, oh. 
ie 


One ; 
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@ne of his Men all faint and bloodied. 
t Ser. Follow, our murderous Mafter has took 

Horfe to kill his Child at Nurfe, oh follow quickly, 
Maft. 1 am the readieft, it fhall be my charge 

To raife the Town upon him. 

| Exennt Mafter and Servants. 

1 Ser. Good Sir follow him, 
Wife. Oh my Children, 
1 Ser, How 3s it, my moft affli@ted Miftrefs ? 
Wife. Why do I now recover 2 why half live? 

To fee my Children bleed before mine Eyes, 

A fight, able to kill a Mother’s Breaft without 

An Executioner; what, art chou mangled too 2 
1 Ser. I, thinking to prevent what his quick Mifchiefs 

Had fo foon aéted, came and rufht upon him, 

We ftruggled, but a fouler Strength than his 

O’erthrew me with his Arms, then he did bruife me, 

And rent my Flefh, and robb’d me of my Hair, 

Like a Man mad in Execution, | 

Made me unfit to rife and follow him. 

Wife. What is it hath beguil’d him of all Grace, 

And ftole away Humanity from his Breaft 2 

To flay his Children, purpos’d to kill his Wife, 

And fpoil his Servants. 

Enter two Servants, 
Both. Pleafe you leave this accurfed Place, 
A Surgeon waits within. 
Wife. Willing to leave it; 

*Tis guilty of fweet Blood, innocent Blood, 

Murder hath took chis Chamber with full Hands, 

And will not out as long as the Houfe ftands,  [Exeunt 
Exter Husband, as being throws off his Horfe, and falls, 
Hf: Oh ftumbling Jade, the Spayin overtake thee, 

The fifty Difeafes ftop thee - Pride 

Oh, I am forely bruis’d, Plague founder thee, 

Thou run’ft at eafe and pleafure, Heart of chance; 

To throw me new,: within a flight o’th’ Town, 

In fuch plain even Ground, 

Sfoor, a Man may Dice upon it, and throw away the 

Meadows, ah filthy Beaft. 

Cry within. Follow, follow, follow; 

' : Hof. 
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Huf; Ha! I hear founds of Men, like Hue and Cry ; 
» Up, up, and ftrugele to my Horfe, make on, 
Difpatch that little Beggar, and all’s done, 
| Cry within. Here, this way, this way. 
» af. At my Back ? oh, 
“What Fate have I, my Limbs deny me to go, 
“My Will is bated, Beggary claims a part, 
Oh I could here reach to the Infant’s Heart. 
Enter Mdajter of the College, three Gentlemen, and others with 
Halberds. 
All, Here, here, yonder, yonder. 
| Maj. Unnatural, flinty, more than barbarous, 
4) The Scyzhians in their marble-hearted Fates, 
|) Could not have acted more remorfelefs Deeds 
‘In their relentlefs Natures, than thefe of thine : 
Was this the anfwer I long waited on, 
| The SatisfaGion for thy Prifon'd Brother ? 
' xf. He can have no more of us than our Skins, 
And fome of them want but fleaing. 
| 1 Gent. Great Sins have made him impudent. $ 
"| Majft. He’s thed fo much Blood, that he cannot bluth, 
| 2 Gent. Away with him, bear him to the Juttices; 
"A Gentleman of Worfhip dwells at hand, 
There fhall his Deeds be blazed. 
Hf? Why all the better, 
My glory ’tis to have my Action known, 
I grieve for nothing, but I mifs’d of one. 
Majft. There’s little of a Father in that Grief: 
Bear him away. | 
Enter a Knight, with two or three Gentlemex. 
is Knight. Eendanger’d fo his Wife, murder’d his Children ? 
"1 Gent: So the cry goes. 
"Knight. 1 am forry J e’er knew him. 
That ever he took Life and natural Being 
From fuch an honour’d Stock, and fair Defcent, 
Till this black minute without Staia or Blemith. 
| 1 Gent. Here come the Men. 
Enter the Mafter of the College, and the reft, with the Prifoner. 
| Kxight. The Serpent of his Moufe; I’m forry for this 
time, that I am in place of Jultice, 
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Mauft. P] eafe Bee at . 


Kanicht. Do not eat it tw! Ic i * know too much. if 
Would it had acer been th nae on. : 
Sir, I bleed for you. ile: if 

1 Gente Your Father's Sorrows ate alive nome: )e 
What made you thew fuch monftrous Cruelty ? i 

Huy. In a word, Sit, q 
I have confum’d all, pliid away long Acre, Me 
And ith ek it it rth charitableft Deed I could do I 
Fo cozen Bee BgArys and knock my Houle o’th’ Head. i 

Knight. 1 do not think, Bi in To-morrow’s Judgment, : 

The Terror will fit clofer to your Soul, lo 
When the dread Thought of Death remembers you : lo 
To further which, take'this fad Voice from me, i 
Never was Act plaid more unnaturally. it 

Huf, I thank you, Sir. i 

Knight. Go lead him to the Jayl. 
Where Juftice claims all, there muft Pity fail. | 

z[- Come, come, away wi ith me. | Exit Prifonere 

Mafi. Sir, you deferve the Worfhip of your place, ‘ 


Would ail did fo 5; in you the Law is Grace. | 
Knight. Tt is my with it fhould be fo; | 
Ruin aun Mao, the Defolation of his Houfe, i 
The blot upon his Predeceffor’s honour’d Name ¢ 4 
That Man is neareft ene, that is paft fhame. | Exit 
Enter Husband with the Officers, the Mafter and Gentlmeny 
as going by his Houfe. ) 

gs I am right againtt my Houfe, Scat of my Ancelt i 

; I hear my “Wife's alive, ‘but much endangered ; let me 


siieeie 8) {peak k with her before the Prifen eripe mt. \ 
Enter his Wife brought in a Chair ' 

Gent. See here fhe comes of her felf. } 
Wife. O my fweet Husband, my dear diftreffed Hut \ 
Se now in the Hands of unrelenting Laws, , 
My greateft Sorrow, my extreameft Bleeding; 
My my Soul leeds. ! 
Huy. How now 2? kind to me ? 1 
Did not [ wound thee, leave thee for dead 2 | 4 


Wife. Tut, far greater Wounds did my Breaft feel, 
Unakindnefs Arikes a meee! Wound than Steel. 
You 
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You have been fti!] unkind to me. 
Huf. Faith, and fo I thi nk I have; 









































I did my Marders roughly out of has. 

| Defpert and fudden, but thou haftdevisd . . . 

| A fine way now to kill me hes haft givenmy Eyes 
Seven wounds apiece; now glides the ‘Devil from : 


1% Me, departs at every joint, - aves up my Nails. 

O catch him new Torments, that were ne’er invented: 
| Bind him onethoufand more, you. biciled Angels, 
2 In that bottomlefs Pit, let him not rile . 
' To make Men act upnaaial ANBEES 
To fpread into a Pather, and in fury y 
Make him his Childrens. Execution ors 
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Murder his Wife, his Servants, and wno not? 7 
For that Man’s dark, where Heav'n is ite forgot. “S 
Wife. Q. my repentant Husband! 4 
Huf. My dear Soul |, whom. I too much have wrong’d ae 
» Hor death I die, and for this I have lone’d. ic HH 
Wife. Thou flrould’ft nots be aflur’d, for thefe Faults * if 
j of 


. mei $ £ OS. G ae mae 
) Die, if the Law could forgive as foon as J. 


ws 


Huf. What Sight is yonder? 

| Wife. O our two aphined ius Boys 

i) Laid forth upon the Thethould. 
Huf. Here’s weight enough to make afi 

O were it lawful that your pretty Sot 

Might look from Heav’n into your Fat Sy Eyes, 


i 
h oe 
i Then fhould you fee the penitent Glaffcs melt, 
" 

3 

t 


mi : 


And both your Murders fhoot upon my Cheeks: 
But you are playing in the An gels Laps, 
' And will not look on me, = | 
) Who void of Grace, kill’d you in beggary. a 
-O that [ might my "withes now attain, | 
“TI fhould then wilh you living were spain; 
4 Though I did beg with you, which thing I fear’d, 
| © ’twas the Enemy my Lyes fo blear’d. 
~O would you could pray Heav'n me to forgive, 
That will unto my E: nd repentant live. 
: Wife. {t makes me € ’en forget all other Sorrows, 
q And leave = ith this. 
| Off, Come, w — go? 
: K k 3 Hf. 
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Huf. Vikifs the’ Blood I fpilt, and then I'll go, 
My Soul ts bloodied, well may my Lips be fo, 
Farewel, dear Wife, now thou and I mult part, 

1 of thy wrongs, repent me with my Heart. 

Wife. © ftay, thou fhalt not go. 

Huf. That’s but in vain, you fee it muft be fo, 
Farewel ye bloody Athes of my Boys, 

My Punifhments are their eternal Joys. 
Let every Father look well into his Deeds, 
And then their Heirs may profper, while mine bleeds. 
| Exit Husband with Officers. 

Wife. More wretched am I now in this diftrefs, ; 
Than former Sorrows made me. 

Maft. O kind Wife, be comforted, 

One joy is yet unmurdered, 
You have a Boy at Nurfe, your Joy’s io him. 

Wife. Dearer than all ismy poor Husband’s Life: 
Heav’n give my Body ftrength, which is yet faint 
With much expence of Blood, and I will kneel, 

Sue for his Life, number up all my Friends 
To plead for pardon for my dear Husband’s Life, 

Majt. Was it in Man to wound fo kind a Creature ? 

Pil ever praifea Woman for thy fake, 

I muft return with grief, my anfwer’s fet, 

I fhall bring News weighs heavier than the Debt.' 

‘Two Brothers; the one in Bond lyes overthrown, 

This on a deadlier Execution. i [Exennt omnes, 
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Dramatis Perfonge. 


3 oeleSnes 


B Rutus, Kzng of Britain. 
Locrine, ‘ 
Camber, his Sons. 

Albanact, ¥ 
Corineius, | 
Affarachus, 
Thrafiraachus, Corineius Ais Sez. 
Debon, an old Officer. 

Humber, Kzng of the Scythians. 
Hubba, is Sox. 

Thraffier, 2 Scythian Commander, 
Strumbo, 


Trumpart, € 77,,, | 
Giiver. Clowns. 
William, 


) 
f Brothers to Brutus. ; 


Guendeline, Corineius 47s Daughter, married to 
Locrine. es. ie 

Eftrild, Humber’s W7fe. 

Ate, the Godde/s of Revenge. | 


Ghofts of Albanact, and Corineuus. 
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Long did he range among the thady 
And drave the filly Beafts before hi 
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b Sh Wy, and t Gen depart. Remain Ate, 
A T E. 
in pexam y fellatur G oa ams 
Mighty Lion, Ruler of the = Woods, 
Of wondro! Wen atae and great Proporti: on, 
W ith hideous noifefcaring othetrembling Pédes; 
Veli Chimot rs tha king all the Eat th, 
Traverft the Groves, and chac ‘dthe wandring 
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When fuddenly from out a thorny Bufh 

A dreadful Archer with his Bow ybent, 
Wounded the Lion with a difinal Shaft, 

So he him ftrook, that it drew forth the blood, 
And fill’d his furious Heart with fretting Ire; 
But all in vain he threatneth Teeth and Paws, 
And fparkleth Fire from forth his flaming Eyes, 
For the tharpShaft gave him a mortal Wound ? 
So valiant Brute, the rerror of the World, 
Whofe only looks did fcare his Enemies, 

The Archer Death brougtt to his Jateft end, 

© what may long abide above this Ground, 

In State of Blifs and healthful Happinefs/ ‘| Exit, 


§ GEN BciL 


Enter Brutus carried in a Chair, Locrine, Camber, Al- 
bana@, Corineius, Guendeline, Affaracus, Debon, ad 
Thrafimachus. 


Bra. Moft loyal Lords, and faithful Followers, 
That have with me, unworthy General, 
Paffed the greedy Gulf of th’ Ocean, 
Leaving the Confines of fair Zraly, 
Behold, your Brutus draweth nigh his end, 
And I muft leave you, though againft my Will; 
My Sinews fhrunk, my number'’d Senfes fail, 
A chilling cold poffeffeth all my Bones, 
Black ugly Death with Vifage pale and wan, 
Prefents himfelf before my dazled Eyes, 
And with his Dart prepared is to ftrikes 
Thefe Arms, my Lords, thefe never daunted Arms, 
That oft have quell’d the Courage of my Foes, 
And eke difmay’d my Neighbour’s Arrogance, 
Now yield to Death, o’erlaid with crooked Age, 
Devoid of Strength and of their proper Force ; 
Even as thelufly Cedar worn with Years, 
‘That far abroad her dainty Odour throws, 
*Mongit all the Daughters of proud Lebanon, 
This Heart, my Lords, this ne’er appalled Heart, 
That was a Terror to the bordering Lands, 
A doleful Scourge unto my neighbour Kings, 
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Is clove afunder, and berefc of Life, 

As when the facred Oak with Thunderbolts, 
Sent from the fiery Circuit of the Heav’ns, 
Sliding along the Airs celeftial Vaults, 

Is rent and cloven to the very Roots. 

In vain therefore I ftrugle with this Foe, 

Then welcome Death, fince God will have it fo. 
Affar. Alas my Lord, we forrow at your Cafe, 
And grieve to fee your Perfon. vexed thus; 
But whatfoe’er the Fates determin’d have, 

It lieth not in us to difannul,! 

And he that would annihilate his Mind, 
Soaring with Jcarus too near the Sun, 
May catch a fall with young Bellerophon: 


» For when the fatal Sifters have decreed 


To feparate us from this earthly mould, 

No mortal Force can countermand their Minds: 

Tren, worthy Lord, fince there’s no way but one, 

Ceafe your Laments, and leave your grievous moan. 
Core Your Highnefs knows how many Vidories, 

How many Trophies I ereted have 

Triumphaotly in every place we came, 

The Grecian Monarch, warlike Pandraffus, 

And all the Crew of the AZolofians: 

Goffarius the arm-ftrong King of Gaals, 

Have felt the Force of our victorious Arms, 

And to their Coft beheld our Chivalry: 

Where-e’er Azrora, handmaid of the Sun, 

Where-e’er the Sun, bright Guardian of the Day, 

Where-e’er the joyful Day wich cheerful Light, 

Where-e’er the Light illuminates the World, ; 

The Trojans Glory flies with golden Wings, 

Wings that do foar beyond fell envious flight, 

The fame of Bratus and his followers 

Pierceth the Skies, and with the Skies the Throne 

Of mighty ove, Commander of the World. 

Then, worthy Brutus, leave thefe fad Laments, 

Comfort your felf with this your great Renown, 

And fear not Death, though he feem terrible, 
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Bru. Nay, Corineias, you miltake my Mind, 
In conftruing wrong the Caufe of my Complaints; 
I feard not t’yield my felf to fatal Death, 

God knows it was the leaft of all my Thoughts, 
A greater Care torments my very Bones, 

And makes me tremble at the thought of it, 
And in your Lordings doth the Subftance lye. 

Thra. Moft Noble Lord, if ought your Loyal Peers 

4Accomplith may, to eafe your lingring Grief, 

I, in the name of all, proteft to you, 

That we would boldly enterprize the fame, 
Were it to enter to black Tartarus, 

Where triple Cerberas with his venomous Throat, 
Scareth the Ghofts with high refounding Noife, 
We'll either rent the Bowels of the Earth, 
Searching the encrails of the brutifh Earth, 

Or with his Jxions overdaring foon, 

Be bound in Chains of ever-during Steel. 

Bra. Then harken to your Soverzign’s lateft Words, 

In which f will unto you all unfold, 

Our Royal Miad and refolute Intent. 

When golden Hebe, Daughter to great Fove, 

Cover’d my manly Cheeks with youthful Down, 

Th’ unhappy Slaughter of my lucklefs Sire, 

Drove me and old Affarachus mine Eame, 

As Exiles from the Bounds of /taly, 

So that perforce we were conftrain’d to fly 

To Grecians Monarch, noble Pandraffus, 

There I alone did undertake your Caufe, 

There I reftor’d your antique Liberty, 

Though Grecia frown’d, and all AZoloffia ftorm’d, 
Though brave Axtigonzs, with martial Band, 4 
In pitched Field encountred me and mine, 
Though Pandraffus and his Contributaries, 
With all the routs of their Confederates, 
Sought to deface our glorious Memory, 

And wipe the Name of Trojans from tte Earth; 
Him did I captivate with this mine Arm, | 
And by Compulfion forc’d him to agree 

To certain Articles, which there we did propound, 
From Grecia through the boifterous Helle/pont, 
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= We came into the Fields fyi 
Whereat our Brother Coriveius was 5 
Which when we pafled the Cicilian Gulf, 
And fo transfretting the /iician Sea, 
‘Arrived on the Coatts of Aquitain 5 
Where with an Army of his barbarous Gazls 
Goffarius and his Brother Garhelus 
Encountring with our Holt, fuftain’d the Fou, 
And for your fakes my Tat nus there I loft; 
Turns that flew fix hundred Men at Arms, 
Allin an Hour, with his that rp Battle-Axe,y 
From thence upon the ftronds of dlbiox 
To Corus Hagen happily we came, 
And gueli’d the Giants, come of Aldion’s Races 
With Gogmagogs Son to Samotheus, 
The curfed Captain of that damned Crew, 
And in that Ifle at length I placed you. 
Now let me fee, if my laborious Tolls, 
If all my Care, if all my grievous Wounds, 
If all my Diligence were well emp! loy’d. 
Cor. When firkt I follow’d thee end thine, brave King; 
I hazarded my Life and deareft poe | | 
To purchafe Favour at your Princely Hands, 
ad for the fame in dang erous Attempts, 
In fundry Conflicts, and in divers Brows, 
I thew’d the Courage of my manly Mind ; 
Far this I Combated wich Gathelus, 
The Brother to Goffarins of Gaal; 
For this I side eht with furious Gogmagog, 


A favage Cap in of a favage Crew; 
And far thefe De cds. brave Cornwail 1 receiv’d, 
A grateful Gift. iv'n by a prac ious King; 
And for this Gift, his rife and deareft Blood 
Will amt fpend for. b 1S good. 
Deb, Aod what my Fri , brave Prince, hith vow’d to 
you 
The ai will Debox do unto his end. 
Bru. Then; Loyal Pzers, fine ¢ you are all agreed, 
And refolute to follow Bates Beit, 
Favour my Sons, rae iy thofe Or ‘tha ns, Lords, 


Aod thield them from | ch e Dangers of their Fc ese 
Pamily, And 
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3274 The Tragedy of Locrine. 
And only Pillar of my weaken’d Age: 


Locrine, draw near, draw near unto thy Sire, 

And take chy lateft Bleflings at his Hands: 

And, for thou art the eldeft of my Sons, 

Be thou a Captain to thy Brethren, 

And imitate thy aged Father’s fteps, 

Which will condu& thee to true Honour’s Gate > 
For if thou follow facred Virtues lore, 

Thou fhale be crowned with a Laurel Branch, 
And wear a Wreath of fempiternal Fame, 

Sorted amongit the Glorious happy ones. 

Loc. If Locrine do not follow your Advice, 
And bear himfelf in all things like a Prince 
That feeks to amplifie the great Renown, 
Left unto-him for an Inheritance, 

By thofe that were his Anceftors, 

Let me be flung into the Ocean, 

And {wallow’d in the Bowels of the Earth. 
Or let the ruddy Lightning of great Fove, 
Defcend upon this my devoted Head. 

| Brutus taking Guendeline by the Hand. 

Bru. But for I fee you allto be in doubr, 

Who fhall be matched with our Royal Son, 
Locrine, receive this Prefent-at my Hand ; 

A Gift more rich than are the wealthy Mines 
Found in the Bowels of America. 
Thou fhalt be fpoufed to fair Guendeline: 
Love her, and take her, for the is thine own, 
If fo thy Uncle and her felf do pleafe. 

Cor. And herein how your Highnefs honours me, 

It cannot now bein my Speech expreft; 
For careful Parents glory not fo much 
At their Honour and Promotion, 

As for to fee the iflue of their Blood 
Seated in Honour and Profperity. 

Guen. And far be it from my pure maiden Thoughts 
To contradi@ her aged Father’s Will. , 
Therefore fince he to whom I muft obey, 

Hath giv’n me now unto your royal felf, 
T will not ftand aloof from off the lure, 


—e are --<-=- - 


Se are = 
a aus “ s y = 
= ee et = ee ee 


ete ere 


| 
if 
v 
} 
ant 
ee 
. % 
% : 
re a 
SS 
; 
4: 
#9 
e ‘f 
" et: 
f 
tH ie 
Po 
354 + 
4) Hv 
EY i 
i 
i : 
é J 
4 a 
#) 
b 9 
A { 4 7 
} Aad | 
nal d a 
a) 4 
Albee S i 
i i |. 
| ha t 
brit 
mite | 
Pi 
Hy fe 
i) ek hi 
oe ic 
ehh 
Py 
rt ving 
wy 4 
rity, 
Ti 
\ : f 
iy We 
a PB a9 | 
dite ih 
La ett 
- eben 
PSN : 
_> v 
. u 
COTS iy 
} \ 
aa eae 
‘ ee 
n Ne ee! 
i w 
4) 
f 
4 
y 
; i 
is) 
Q ei 
sis 
Bh 
% 
ro 
f 
1) d 
, 
& 
fi 
h ; 
an J 
i! ft 
' 
rf 


Like 
































« 
i 


a 


™ 


a 


fi 
x 


ies 
es 
, 


. Like crafty Dames that moft of all deny 
| That, which they moft defire to poflets. 


| Brutus tzrning to Locrines 
[ Locrine Kneeling, 
Then now my Son thy part is on the Stage, 
For thou muft ber the Perfon of a King. 
| | Puts the Crown on his Heat 
Locrine ftand up, and wear the regal Crown, 
And think upon the State of Majefty, 
That thou with Honour well may'it wear the Crown, 
And if thou tendreft thefe my lateft Words, 
As thou requir’ft my Soul to be at reft, 
As thou defireft thine’own Security, 
Cherifh ard Love thy new betrothed Wife. 
Loc. No longerdet me well enjoy the Crown, 
Than I do peerlefs Guendeline. 
Bru. Camber. 


q Cam, My Lord. 
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Bra. The Glory ef mine Age, 
And darling of thy Mother Fuzoger, 


i Lake thou the South for thy Dominion, 


(5 


“e 


Leh 
i 
Lae * 4 
rete 
» . 
 * 
ee 
“i 
co 
f 
a 
Ry 


“ 
= 
ae 
pasts 


From thee there fhall proceed a Royal Race, 
That thall maintain the Honour of this Land, 
And {way the regal Scepter with their Flands. 
[ Turning to Albanatt. 
And Albanaéi, thy Fathet’s only Joy, 
Youngeft in Years, but not the young’ft in mind, 
A perfe& Pattern of all Chivalry, 


_ Take thou the North for thy Dominion, 
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A Country full of Hills and ragged Rocks, 
Replenithed with fierce untamed Bealts, 

As correfpondent tothy martial Thoughts, 
Live long my Sons with endlefs Happinefs, 
And bear firm Concordance among your felves, 
Obey the Counfels of thefe Fathers grave, 
That you may better bear out Violence. 

But fuddenly, through Weaknefs of my Age, 
And the defeét of youthful Puiffance, 

My Malady increafeth more and more; 

And cruel Death haftencth his quickned pace, 
Fo difpoffefs me of my earthly Shape; 
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729Q A ge Lvageay 0 
a ng ») Pa 4 1 
Mine Eyes Wax di Mm, oe er-caft with Clouds of Ages 
The pangs of Death comp {; my crazed Bones, 
Thus to y rou my Ble {lings i beque eath P 
And ach, my Bleflings, this my fleeting Soul. 
My Glafs IS run, and all ay, Vis iferies 4 
Do end with Lites Death Sie ie: up ming Eyes, 
My. Soul ia ha! (te flies to the Elyfian Fields. [He dies, 
Accurfed Stars oe and accurfed Stars 
0c ; 2 : 
a. abbreviate my noble Father’s. Life, 
Hard-hearted Gods, and too too envious Fates, 


[ 


Thus to cut off my Father’s fatal Thread, 
Breutyus that was a Glory to us ail, 
pe ihes that was a lerror to he oes, 
Alas too fuon by Demog FOr gon § nuit pe: 
a he marti tal Reatuc3 IS Berett of I Lif 
No fad Complaints may move juft : Bae CHS. 
. No dreadful Threats can fear Judge Rhodomanth. 
Warts thou as {trong as mighty Hercules, 
That tamed the huge Monlters of the World, 
Plaid’ thou as fweet, oa the fweet founding Lute, 
As did the Spoufe of fair Exridice, 
Thet did enchant the Waters with his Noife, 
And made the Stones, Birds, Beafts, to lead a Dance; 
Conftrain’d the hilly Trees to follow him, 
Thou could’ not move the Judge of Erebus,” 
Nor move Compaffion in grim Pluto's Heart, 
For fatal Afors expe&cth all the W orld, 
And every Man mu(t tread the way of Death ; 

Bais Tantalss, me valiant Pelops Sire, 
Gu 9 to the Gods, fuffered untimely Death, 

ind o! id Tithonus TAusband to the Morn, 
And eke grim Aéinos whom jult Fapiter 
Deig v -d to admit unto his Sacrifice, 
Thet! hundring Trumpets of Bloody-thirlty Adars, 
The fearful rage of fell Tifphoen, 
The boifterous Waves of humid Ocean, 
Are Inftruments and Tools of difmal Death. 
Then noble Coufin ceafe to mourn his chance, 
Whole Ace and Years were Signs that he fhould die. 
It refteth now that wé inter his Bones, - 


That 
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SS 
That was a Terror to his Enemies. 
| Take up his Coarfe, and Princes hold him dead, 
| Who while he liv’d, upheld the Trojan State. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, march to Trinovant 
There to provide our Chieftain’s Huneral. | Exenst. 
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Exter Strumbo above in a Gown, with Ink and Paper 


. 2 ] o 
1% bis WAR, 


Strum. Either the four Elements, the feven Plancesand al] 
| the. particular Stars of the Pole Antartick, are adverGitive 
againit me, or elfe I was begotten and born in the Wain of 
. the Moon, when every thing, as Lactantins in his fourth Book 
of Conftultations doth fay, gocth arfward.. Ay Mafters, ay, 
| you may laugh, but I mult weep; youmay joy, but I muft 
dorrow; thedding fale Tears from the watry Fountains of my 
»moilt dainty fair Byes, along my comely and fmooth Cheeks, 
Bin as great plenty as the Water runneth from the Bucking 
Ptubs, or red Wine our of the Hogs-heads : for truit me, 
Gentlemen and my very good Friends, and fo forth: the lit- 
tle god, nay the deiperate god Cuprid, with one of his vengible 
Birds bolcs, hath fhoz me uoto the Heel: fo not only, bute 
alfo, oh fine phrafe, I burn, I burn, and [ barn a, in love, 
‘in love, and in Jove a, ah Strumbo, what halt thon feen, not 
Dina with the Afs Tom? Yea, with thefe Eyes thou Hatt 
" Teen her, and therefore pall them out, for they will work 
thy Bail. Ah, S:rambo, haft chou heard of the Voice of the 
Nightingale, but.a Voice {weeter than hers, yea, with thefe 
‘Bars haft thou heard them, and cherefore eur them off, for 
they have causd thy forrow. Nay Strumbo, kill thy fclf, 
drown ‘thy felf, hang thy, felf, ftarve thy. felf.. Oh, but 
‘then I thell leave my fwect Heart. Ob my Heart! Now 
Pate for thy Miafter, I will dite.an aliquane Love-piftle to 
her, and then fhe hearing tae geand verbolity of my Scrip- 
“ture, will. love me prefently- 

| [ Let hime write a little, and then read. 
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3298 J The Tragedy of Loctine. 


My Pen S$ naught, Gentlemen, lend me a Knife, I think the 
more hafte the worft {peed. 
| Then write again, and after read, 

So it is, Miftrefs Dorothy, and the fole eflence of my Soul, 
that the little {parkles of affection kindled in me towards your 
fiweet felf, hath now increas’d to a great flame, and will e’er 
it be long confume my poor Heart, except you with the 
pleafant water of your feczet Fountain, quench the furious 
heat of the fame. Alas, { am a Gentleman of good Fame, 
and Name, majeftical, in Apparel comely, in Gate partly, 
Let not therefore your gentle Heart be fo hard, as to dee 
fpife a proper tall young Man of a handfome Life, and by 
defpifing him, not only but alfo to kill him. Thus exe 
pecting time and tide, I bid you farewel. Your Servant, 
Signior Strumbo. | 

Oh Wit, O Pate, O Memory, O Hand, O Ink, O Paper; 
Well, now I will fend tt away. Trompart, Trompart, what 
a Villain is this? Why Sirrah, come when your Malter 
calls you. Trompart. 

Trompart entring [aith, Anon, Sir. : 

Strum: Thou kroweft, my pretty Boy, what a good 
Mafter 1 have been to thee ever fince I took thee into my 
fervice. | 

Trom. Ay, Sir. 

Strum, Acd how Uhave cherifhed theealways, as if thou 
hadft been the fruit of my Loins, Flefh of my Fleth, and 
Bone of my Bone. 

Trom. Ay, Sir. 

Strum. Then thew thy felf herein a trufty Servant, and 
carry this Letter to Miftrefs Dorothy, and tell her 

| Speaking im his Ear. Exit Trompatt 

Srrum. Nay, Matters, you fha'l fee a Marriage by and by. 
But here fhe comes. Now muft I frame my amorous Paffions. 

Enter Dorothy and Trompart. 
Dor. Signior Strumbo, well met, I receiv’d your Letters 


* 





by your Man here, who told mea pitiful ftory of your) 


anguifh, and fo underftanding your Paffions were fo great, 
i came hither fpeedily. 


Strum. Oh, my {weet and Pigfney, the fecundity of 
my ingeny is not fo great, that may declare unto you the 
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i forrowful Sobs and broken Sleeps that IT fiffer’d for your 
14 " +f ‘ . 

- fake 5 and therefore I defire you to receive me into your 

familiarity. 
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"e : - For your Love doth lye, 

iat “4s near and as nigh, 

i Unto my Fleart withing 

n “4s mine Eye to my Nofe, . 
ie My Leg unto my Hofe, : 


And my Flefh unto my Skit 


, 
Der, Truly, Mr. Strambo, you {peak too learnedly 
for me to underftand the drift of your Mind, and there? 
fore tell your Tale in plain terms, and leave off ‘your dak 
Riddles. . 
Siram. Alas Miftrefs Dorothy, this is my luck, that when 
I moft would, I cannot be underftood : fo that my great 
learning 1s an inconvenience unto me. But to fpeak in plain 
terms, I love you, Miftrefs Dororhy, if you like to accept me 





into your familiarity, a. 
Dor. If this be all, I am content. | | 
if | [Turning to the Peopl ‘ 
tt Stram, Say’ thou fe, fweet Wench, let me lick thy Tees: 


Farewel, Miftrefs, If any of you be in love, provide yea 


) Cap Cafe full of new coin’d words, and then fhall you foon : 
iy have the faccado de labres, and foraething elfe. | Exennte 
ff | 

| ya ee ee LY, 

L og ‘ 
i Enter Locrine, Guendeline, Camber, Albana&,. Corineiusy | 
5; Affarachus, Debon, avd Thrafimachus. 7. 


* Loc, Uncle-and Princes of brave Britany, 

“Since that our noble Father is Entomb’d, 

iF AS beft befecin’d fo sd Slappa as he; 

ls IF fo you pleafe, this day my, Love and dy 

f M Within the Temple of Concordia, : 

if Wiil folemnize your Royal Mé@triage. 

| Thra. Right noble Lord, your Subjects every one 

is Muft needs obey your Highnefs at command, 

HW} E(pecially in fuch a Gaufe as this, 

} That much concerns your Highnefs great content, 
4x L] a Lité. 
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s28q° A Lhe Tragedy 0 Locrine. 
Loe. Then Frolick, Lordings, to fair Concora’s Walls, 


TY 


Where we wilipafs the May in Knightly fvorts, 
The Night in Dancing andin figura Masks, 


~ 


j f 
And offer to Ged Rifws.ail our tors. LExenite 
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Fiuter Ate as befores after a lirtle Lightning ana Thundring, let 
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Ee cen Mae . 52 bagi yaynad Andromeda , 
THEE COomBE [erin ivtiS preOaL J Pe ricus ara A Nal OmeGa, han 
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in band, and Cepheus alfowith Swords ana Targets. Then let 
there come out of anotber Door Phine US, ail blacr in Armour 
qvith ZEthiopians after bim, driving in Perteus, and having 
takenaway P ndromeda, let them depart. Are 1 ews ALniNg., ays, 
Kegit omnia numen, 

% 7 Hea Perfeus married fair Andremeda, 

\ The only Daughter of King Cepheus,: 

He thought he had eftablifa’d well his Crown, 

And that his Kingdom fhould feraye endure. 

But lo proud Phinezs with a Band of Men, 

Contriv’d: of Sun-burnt eZthiophians, 

By force of Arms the Bride he took from him, 

And turn’d their joy into a flood of tears. 

So fares it with young Lacrine and his Love, 

He thinks this marriage tendeth to his weal, 

But this foul day, this foul aceurfed day, 

Is the beginning of his miferies. 

Behold where Humber and his Scythians 

Approsacheth nigh with all his Warlike Train, 

I need not I, the fequel hall declare, 

What tragick chances fell our in this Ware [ Exite 


Sh IN as 


£nter Humber, Hubba, Eftrild, Segar, and their Soldiers. 


 #um. At length the Snail doth climb the higheft tops, 
Afcending up the ftately Caftle Walls ; 

At length the Water with continual drops, 

Doth penetrate the hardeft Marble Stone: 


At 


et a nO 


Ct  — fa pet Gl feel Ss See 














: : yy ~~ ; a F iad Ors 


- 10 tlt Ab Ps a a es : 7 
Fi. Nita J a Site, >? : : : a = 




















r 
$ 7; 


The Tvacemof Locrine 








































| o 





gate 

At length we are arrtv’d in Albion. x 

Nos cou'd the barbarous Dacian Soverazion, 

. Nor yet che Ruler of brave Belgia, a 
Stay us from cutting over to this [fle: 
Whereas I heara Troop of Phrysians 
Under the Gondu& of Pofthumius Son, 

Have pitch’d up Lordly Pavi:lions, 
ie And hope fo profper In this lovely {le 
But I will fraftrate all their Foolith hope, 
And teach them that tho Seytbiag Emperor 
Leads Fortune tied in a Chain of Gol 
Conitraining her to yield unto his will, 
And grace him with their Regal Diadem 
Which I will have, maugre their treble Hofts, 

And all the power their petty Kings cat 

Hub. If the that rules fair Rhamnis golden Gate, 
Srant us the honour of the Victory, | 

As hitherto’ fhe always favour'd us, 

‘Right noble Father, we will rule the Land, 

Enthronifed in Seats of Topaz flones, 

That Locrine and his Brethren all may know, 

None tnuft be King but Humber and his Son. 

Hum. Courage my Son, Fortune fhall favour us, 

And yield to us the Coronet of Bays; | 

That decketh nome but noble Conquerors. 

‘But what faith Effrild to thefe Regions¢ 

How liketh the the temperature thereof? 

Are they not pleafant to her ptacious Eyes? 

Eff. The Plains, my Lord, garnith’d with Flora’s wealthy 
And over-{pread'with party-colour'd Flowers, am 
Do yield fweet contentation to my ind ; ; 

The airy Hills enclos’d with fheady Groves, 

The Groves replenifh’d with {weet hirping Birds, 

The Birds refounding Heav’nly Melody, 
ith Are equal to the Groves of Thefaly, 

Where Phebus with thefe learned Ladies nine, 

i) Delight themfelves with Mufick’s Harmorys 
* And from the moifture of the Mountain tops, 

’ The filent Springs dance down with murmuring ftreams ; 

And water all the ground with cryftal Waves, 

The gentle blafts of Eurus modeft ‘Wind, 
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Moving the pattering Leaves of Silvane’s Woods, 
Do equal it with Tempe’s Paradife, 
And thus conforred all to one. effe@, 
Do make me think thefe are the happy Ifles, 
Molt Fortunate if Humber may them win. | 
Fluo. Madam, where Refolution leads the way, 
And Courage follows with embolden’d pace, 
Fortune can never ufe her Tyranny; | 
For Valiantnefs is like unto a-Rock 
That ftandeth on the Waves of Ocean, 
W hich though the Billows beat on every fide, 
And Boreas fel] with his tempeftuous ftorms, 
Bloweth upon it with a hideous clamour, 
Yet i¢ remaineth ftil]l unmoveable. 
Ham. Kingly refolv’d, thou glory of thy Sire: 
Bur worthy Segary what uncouth novelties 
Bring*ft thou unto our Royal Majefty 2 
Seg. My Lord, the youngeft of all Brutus. Sons, 
Stout d/banatl, with millions of Men, 
Approacheth nigh, and meaneth e’er the Morn, 
To try your force by dint of fatal Sword. 
Hum, Tut, let hun come with millions of Hofts; 
He fhall find entertainment good enough, 
Yea, fit for thofe that are our Enemies - 
For we'll receive them at the Lances points, 
And mafiacre their Bodies with our Blades: 
Yea, though they were in number infinite, 
More than the mighty Babylonian Queen, 
Semiramis the Ruler of the Weft, 
Brought ’gainft the Emperor of the Scythians, ' 
Yet would we not ftart back one foot from them: 
That they might know we are invincible. 
_. Hub, Now by great Fove, the fupream King of Heav’n, 
And the immortal Gods that live therein, i Alem 
When as the Morning thews his chearful Face 
And Lucifer mounted upon his Steed, 
Brings in the Chariot of the golden Sun, 
Dll meet young dlbanaét in th’open Field, 
And crack my Launce upon his Burganer, 
To try the Valour of his boyith Strength « 
There will I fhew fach ruthful {pectacies, 
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‘And caufe fo great effufion of Blood, 


That all his Boys (hall wonder at my ftrength, 

As when the warlike Queen of Amazons, | 

Penthe/ilea, armed with her Launce, 

Girt with a Corflct of bright thining Steel, 

Coopt up the faint-heart Grecians in the Camp. 
Hym. Spoke like a warlike Knight, my noble Son, 

Nay, like a Prince that feeks his Fath<r’s Joy. 

The-efore to Morrow e’er fair Titan (hine, 

And bathful Eos Meffenger of Light, 

Expels the liquid fleep from out Mens Eyes, , 

Thou fhalt conduG the right W ing of the Hoff, 

The lefc Wing fhall be under Segar’s charge, 

The Rearward fhall be under me my {elf; 


~ And lovely Eyfrid, fair and gracious, 


If Fortune favour me in mine attempts, 

Thou fhalt be Queen of lovely Albion. 

Fortune fhall favour me in mine attempts, 

And make thee Queea of lovely Albion. 

Come let us in and mufter upour Train, 

And furnifh up our lufty Soldiers, 

That they may be a Bulwark to our ftate, 

And bring our wifhed joys to perfect end, { Exeunt. 


SC. BN 2 3a. 


Enter Strumbo, Dorothy avd Trompart, Cobling S005, 
and Singing. 
Trom. We Coblers lead a merry life : 
All. Dan, dan, 44%, dan. 
Strum. Void of all envy and ftrife : 
All, Dan diddle dan. 
Dor. Our cafe is great, aur labour [mall : 
All. Dan, dan, 44% dan. 
Strumb, dua yet our gains be much withal: 
All. Dan, didale, ddan 
Dor. With this art fo fine and fair: 
All. Dan, dans dan, dan. 
Trom. Vo occupation may Compare’ 
All. Daz diddle dan. 
Strum. For merry paftime and joyful glee 
Das, 44% dan, dan. Li4 Dor, 
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Dor. Aoft happy Aden we Coblers be: 
Dan diddle daz. 

Trom. The Can ftands full of nappy Ale, 
Dan, dan, dan, dan 

Strum. lx ozr Shop fiill withouten fail ; 
Dan diddle dan. 

Dor. Phis is ovr Meat, thisis our Food: 
Dan, dan, dan, Gane 

Trom. This brings us to a merry mooat 
Dan diddle dan. 

Strum. This makes us work for Company, 
Daz, Athi, aan, dan. 

Dor. /¢ pull the Tankarads chearfully: 
Dan diddle dan, 

Trom. Drink to thy Husband, Dorothy, 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Dor. Why then my Stiumbo there's to thee: 
Dan diddle dan. 

Strum. Drink thou the reff Vrompart, amaiz: , 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Dor. When that is gone, we'll fill’t again s 
Dan diddle dan. 

Enter Captain, 

Capt. The pooreft ftate is fartheft from annoy, 
How merrily he fitteth on his Stool: 

But when he {ces that needs he muft be preft. 
He'll turn his note and fing another tune. 
Ho, by your leave Mafter Cobler. 

Strum. You are welcome, Gentleman, what will you any 
old Shoes or Buskins, or will you have your Shoes clouted; 
I will do them as well as any Cobler in Cathnes whatfoever 2 

| Captain fhewing him Prefs. mony. 

Capt. O Mafter Cobler, you are far deceiv’d in me, for done 
you fee this? I come not to buy any Shooes, but to buy 
your felf; come, Sir, you mult be a Soldier in the King’s 


~Caufe. 


Strum. Why, but hear you, Sir, has your King any 
Commiffion to take any Man againft his will? I promife 
te 1 can fcant believe it, or did he give you Commif- 
fion? 


Capt. 
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Sirs what gS your g uarrel2 


 Whofe trenchant Blades with our deceafed Sire, 
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Capt. O Sir, yol yu fe eed 1 ad iOot care for t! th laf, I need ho Coms 
nifion: hold tie I’ command you in the name of “our 


King Albanatt, CO appear to Morrow in the Tow: Hout. of 


Cathues. 


oe es ae Kk; A? 4 Sf 4 aj] + ad Ky a 

Strum. King Nattaball, Y ery God merey, what have we 
: / rr . rm « a ee , ?- ’¥ 
tro do with him, or he with ‘is’ Dut 
moe ' 3 aor ~~ + as 75 fi ~ oP = 
pontiai, Gra’ your Palfooard, or ¢ | 

give you 4 Canvalade with 4 Baftinado over yc our Sho 
: ~ 7a ns i c 7. =e ¥ ae wm AAJGit £47 400i X 7 ulders, 

z 2 

and teach you to come hither with your implements, 
of ” ei op _e a at ~ P Rikon 4 . pe ial 
: thee good fellow be content, I do the King’s 

: 
command. 
t ' r ~o79 esate ‘4 = , 

Strum. Put me Out c your Book then. 


Cap. 1 may not. [Ste umbd< O Liat coe bP a ftaff. 


Siu. No W iH. CO! ne, Sir, wills V< ur § come c} 52 fe rve Aine by ‘ 
goes blew hood and balidom, I will have a bout with you. 


[ Fight both. 
Eater Thrafimachus. 
Thra. How now, what noile, what fudden clamour’s this2 
How now, my Captain sid the Cobler fo hard at it ? 


_§ 


i! 
r Wo ge ates he ee L % me | * is ~ A 
Cap. Nothing, Bhis Wut th rt He will not take Prefs-mo- 


i 


‘by. 


| el] 


Thra. Here, good Fellow, take > it at my command, 
Unlefs you mean to be tts -etch*d. 
Pau. Truly, Matter Gentleman, I lack no Mony, if you 


pleafe I will refiga it to one of thefe poor Fellows. 


Thra. No fuch matter, 
Look you be at the common Houfe to morrow. 
[Exit Thrafimachus and the Captain. 
Stram, O Wife, I have {puna fair thread, if I had been 
quiet, I had not. been Preft, and therefore well may I 
lament; But come Sirrah, fhuc up, for we muft to the Wars- 
| Excunt. 


| SCENE IV. 
Euter Albana@, Debon,. Thrafimachus, azd the Lords. 
Alba. Brave Cavaliers, Princes of Albany, 
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Paffing the Frontires of brave Grecia, 
Were bathed in our Enemies lukewarm blood, 
Now is the time to manifeft your wills, 


Your haughty minds and refolutions, 0 
Now opportunity is offered 
To try your coufage and your earneft zcal, f 


Which you always proteft to Aldanatt, 


For at this time, yea at this prefent time, y 
Stout Fugitives come from the Scyzhians bounds he 
Have peftred every place with mutinies: y 
But truft me, Lordings, I will never ceafe ( 


To perfecute the Rafcal Runnagates, 
Till all the Rivers ftained with their blocd, 
Shall fully thew their fatal overthrow. 
Deb. So fhall your Highnefs merit great renown, 
And imitate your aged Father’s fteps. 
Alba, But tell me, Coufin, cam’ft thou through the Piains? 


And faw’ft thou there the faint-heart Fugitives ‘ 
Muftring their Weather-beaten Soldiers, b 
What order keep they in their Marfhalling? i 
~~ Thra, After we pait the Groves of Caledone, 7 
We did behold the ftragling Scythians Campy t 
Repleat with Men, ftor’d with Munition; t 
There might we feethe valiant minded Knights I 


Fetching Carriersalong the {pacious Plains, 
Humber and ‘Hubba arm’d in azure blue, 
Mounted upon their Courfers white as Snow, 
Went to behold the pleafant flowring Fields; 
Heitor and Troilus, Priamus lovely Sons, 
Chafing the Grecians over Simocis, 
Were not to be compar’d to thefe two Knights. 
Alb. Well haft thou painted out in Eloquence 
The Portraiture of Humber and his Son; 
As fortunate as was Polycrates, 
Yet thould they not efcape our Conquering Swords, | 
Or boaft of ought but of our Clemency. | : 
Enter Strumbo and Trompart crying often, 
Wild-fireard Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitch, ec. 
Thra. What Sirs, what mean you by thefe clamors made, 
Thofe outcries rais’d in our ftately Court ? : 


Strum, Wild-fire and Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitch. 
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Thra. 
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Thra. Villains I fay, tell us the caufe hereof? 

Strum, Wild-fire and Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitch. 

Thra. Vell me you Villains, why you make this: noife, 
Or with my Lance, I will prick your Bowels out. 

All. Where are your Houfes, where’s your dwellings 
place ? | | 

Strum. Place, Ha, ha, ha, laugh emonth and a dayarhim; 
place! I cry God mercy, why do you think that fuch poor 


ow Locri 
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honeft Men as we be, hold our Nabitecles in Kings Palaces: 


Ha, ha, he. But becaufe you feem to be an abominable 
Chieftain, I will tell you our fate, 


From the top to the toes 

Frovs the head to the {vee 

Fronz the begining to the ending. 
From the building to the burning. 


This honeft Fellow and I had our manfion Cottage in the 
Suburbs of this City, hard by the Temple of Afercury. And 
by the common Soldiers of the Shittens, the Seythians, what 
do you call them’ with all the Suburbs, were burnt tothe 
ground, and the afhesare left there for the Country Wives 
to wath Bucks withal. And that which grieves me moft, 
my loving Wife, O cruel ftrife; the wicked Flames did 
roait, 

And therefore Captain Craft, 
We will continually cry, 
uxcept you feck a remedy, 
Our Houfes to re-edify, 
Which now are burnt to duft. 


Both cry. Wild-fire and Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitch. 
Alb, Well, we muft remedy thefe outrages, 

And throw revenge upon their hateful Heads, 

And you good Fellows. for your Houfes burnt, 

We will remunerate you ftore of Gold, 

And build your Houfes by our Palace Gate. 
Strum. Gate! O petty Treafon to my Perfon, no where 


elfe but by your backfide: Gate! oh how I am vexed in my — 


Coller: Gate! Lery God mercy, do you hear, Matter King? 
If you mean to gratifie fuch poor Men, as we be, you muit 
build our Houfes by the Tavern. 
& | Alb. 
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Alba, It fhall be done, Sir. 

Strum. Near the Tavern, Ay, by Lady, Sir, it was {pos 
ken like a good Fellow, do you hear, Sir? when our Houfe 
is builded, if you do chance to pafs or re-pafs that way, we 
will beftow a Quart of the beft Wine upon you. | Exit. 

Alba. (t grieves me, Lordings, that my Subjects goods 
Should thus be fpoiled by the Scythians, 

Who as you fee with hghtfoot Foragers, 

Depopulate the Places where they come: 

But, curfed Humber, thou fhalt rue the da 

That e’er thou cam’ft unto: Cathnefa, f Exeunn, 


3A BLN Boy. 


Enter Humber, Hubba, Segar, Threfier, and their Soldiers, 


Hum. Hubba, go wake a Coronet of our Horfe, 
As many Lanciers, and Light-armed Knights, 
As may fuffice for fuch an enterprife, 
And place them in the Grove of Challidox, 
With thefe, when as the Skirmifh doth encreafe, 
Retire thou from the fheiters of the Wood, 
And fet upon the weakned Trojans backs, 
Bor Policy, joyned with Chivalry, 
Can never be put back from Vidtory. [ Exeunt, 
Enter AlbanaGt, Clowns with him. 
Alba. Thou bafe-born Hunn, how dur thou be fe 
bold, 
As once to menace warlike Albanatt, 
The great Commander of thefe Regions? 
But thou fhalt buy thy rathnefs with thy Death, 
And rue too late thy over-bold attempts, 
For with this Sword, this Inftrument of Death, 
That have been drenched in my Foe-mens Blood, 
I'll {eparate thy Body from thy Head ; 
And fet that Coward Blood of thine abroach, 

Strum, Nay, with this Staff, great Strambo’s Toftrument, 
Mll-crack thy Cockscomb, paltry Scythian. 

Hum. Nor wreak I of thy threats thou pincox Bey, 
Nor do I fear thy foolith Infolencys : 
And but thou better ufe thy bragging blade, 
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© Than thou doft rule thy Qverflowing Tongue, 
) Superbious Britoxz, thou fhalt know too foon 
The force of Humber and his Scythéans. 

& | They fight, Humber and-his Soldiers ru“ ine 
Strum. O horrible, terrible, 
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Sound the Alarm. Enter Humber and bis Soldiers. 


lum. How 
Dartcth abroad the Thunderbolts of War, 
Beating down Millions with his furious Mood: 
And in his glory triumphs over ail, 
Moving the m fie Squadrants cf the Ground ; 
Heap Hills on Hills, to feale the itarry Sky : 
As when Briarexs arm’d with an hundred Hands, 
Flung forth an hundred Mounrains at great Jove, 
And when the monftrous Giant Adonychus 
Horl’d Mount Olympas at great Alars his targe, 
And fhot huge Cedars at Adinerva s Shield. 
How doth he overlook with haughty Front 
My fleeting Holt, and lifts his lofty Face 
Againft us all that now do fear his Force; 
Like as we fee the wrathful Sea from far, 
In a great Mouncain heapt with bideous Noife, 
With thoufand Billows beat againft the Ships, 
And tofs them in the Waves like Tennis Balls. 
| Sound the AlAari 
Ah me, I fear my Hubba is furpris’d. “3 
Sound again. Enter Albanact. : 
Alba. Follow me, Soldiers, fllow lbanact ; 
Purfue the Scythians flying through the Field: 
Let none of them efcape with Victory: 
That they may know the Britons force is more 
Than all the Power of the trembling 4axus. 
Thra. Forward, brave Soldiers, forward, keep the chafe, 
He that takes Captive Humber or his Son, 
| Shall be rewarded with a Crown of Gold. 
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bravely this young Britox, Albanatt, 
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Sound Alarm, then let them fight, Humber give back, Hubba ‘17; 
enters at their backs, and kills Debon, Strumbo falls dowg, 4 \y 
Albanact ras in, and afterwards enter wounded. MN 
Alba. Injurious Fortune, haft thou croft me thus ? Mt 
Thus in the Morning of my ViGories, ‘ 
Thus in the Prime of my Felicity iF 
ie To cut me off by fuch hard overthrow. Gi 
at Hadi{t thou no time thy rancour to declare, 7 
i But in the Spring of all my Dignitics ? Th 
ri Hadit thou no place to fpit thy Venome our, An 
me But on the Perfon of young Albanatt ? Hh 

oa I that e’crwhile did {care mine Enemies, 

‘f hi And drove them almoft to a fhameful Flight: Tt 
at I that ¢’erwhile full Lion-like did fare N 
if Amongit the dangers of the thick throne’d Pikes, T 
| Mult now depart moft lamentably flain A 


By Huamber’s Treacheries and Fortune’s {pights: T 
Curft be her Charms, damn’d be her curfed Charms l 
That doth delude the wayward Hearts of Men, 
Of Men that truft unto her fickle Wheel, R 
Which neverleaveth turning upfide-down. 
O Gods, O Heav’ns, allot me bur the place 
Where I may find her hateful Manfion, 
Pil pafs the Alps to watry AdZeroe, 
Where fiery Phebys in his Chariot, 
The Wheels whereof are deck’d with Emeralds, 
Cafts fuch a Heat, yea fuch a feorching Heat, 
And fpoileth Flora of her chequered Grafs ; | | 
Vil overturn the Mountain Cancafus, 
Where fell Chimera in her triple Shape, 
Rolleth hot Flames from out her monftrous Panch; 
Scaring the Beafts with {fue of her Gorge 2 
‘ll pats the frozen Zone where Icy flakes 
Stopping the Paflage of the fleeting Ships 
Do lye, like Mountains in the congeal’d Sea, 
Where if I find that hateful Houfe of hers, 
Pll pull the fickle Wheel from out ‘her Hands, 
And tye hemfelf in everlafting Bands, 
But a' in vain TE breathe thefe Threatnings, 
The Day is loft, ths funns are Conquerors, 


Debor 
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Debon is flain, my Men ares e to Death, 
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y The currents {wift fwim violently with Blood, 
I And iaft, O that this laft Night fo long laft, 
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| My felf with Wounds paft all Recovery, 

Mutt leave my Crown for Humber to poflels. 3 
Strum: Lord have Mercy upon us, Matfters, I think this 

is a Holy-day, every Man lyes fleeping in the Fields, but 

God knows full fore againft their Wills. 
Thra. Ply, noble Albanatl, aba fave thy felf, 

The Scythians follow with great Celerity, 

And there’s no way but Flight, or fpeedy Death, 

Fly, noble ldanatt, and fave thy {lf | Sound the Alarite 
Alba. Nay let them fly that fear to die the Death, 

That trembie at the Name of fatal AZors, 

Ne’er fhall proud Humber boatt or brag himfelf, 

That he hath put young Albanaéé to flight : 

And left he fhould triumph at my decay, 

This Sword fhall reave his Mafter of his Life, 

That oft hath fav’d his Mafter’s doubtful Life é 

But oh my Brethren if you care for me, 

Revenge my Death upon his Traiterous, Head. 


Et vos queis domus off nigrantis wegia ditis, 

Qui regitis rigiao feygios moderamine lucos, 

Nox caci regina polis farialis Erinnys, 

Diique deaque omnes, Albanum tollite regem, 
Tellite flaminets unats rigidaque palude ; 

Nunc me fata vocant, hoc conaam pectore ferrum. 


[Stabs himfelf. 


Enter Trompart. 

O what hath he done? his Nofe bleeds; but I fmell a Fox, 
Look where my Mafter lyes, Mafter,. Mafter. 

Sirum. Let me alone, I tell thee, for I am dead. 

Trom. Yet one, good, eood, Matter. 

Strum. 1 will noc {peak, for I am dead, I tell thee. 

Trom. And is my Mafter dead? [ IRB INg. 
O Sticks and Stones, Brickbats and Bones, 

And is my Mafrer dead? 
O you Cockatrices, and you Bablatricesy 
' ‘That in the Woods Amwell s 
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You Briers and Brambles, you Cook- hops and Shambles, 
Come howl ana yell, 
Vit bowling aad {creeki 22, with wueiling and weeping, 
Come you to lament. 
O Colliers of Croyden, and Rufticks of Ro yden, 
And Fifbers of Kent. 
For Strumbo the Cobler, the fine merry Cobler 
Of Carthnes Town : 
Ai this fame ftoure, and this very hour 
Lies dead on the Ground. 
O Matter, ‘Thieves, Thieves, Thieves, 
Strum. Where be they? cox me tunny, bobekin, let me 
be rifing, be gone, we fhall be robb’d by and by, 


Wie AeA ova 


Euter Humber, Hubba, Segar, Thraffier, Eftrild, and the 
Soldiers. 
Hum, Thus from the dreadful Shocks of furious AZars, 
Thundring Alarums, and Rhamzufia’s Drum, 
We are retir’d with joyful Vidtory, 
The flaughter’d Trojans {queltring in their Blood, 
Infe& the Air with their Carcaffes, 
ind are a Prey for every rav’nous Bird; 
Eft. So perifh they that aré our Enemies? 
So perifh they that love not Humber’s Weal, 
And mighty Jove, Commander of the World, 
Protect my Love from all falfe Treacheries. 
Flum. hanks, lovely Effrild, folace to my Soul. 
But, valiant Hubba, for thy Chivalry 
Declar’d againft the Men of Albany, 
Loe here a flowring Garland wreath’d of Bay, 
Asa reward forthis thy forward Mind. | Sets it on his Head. 
fino. This unexpe@ed Honour, noble Sir, 
Will prick my Courage unto braver Deeds, 
And caufe me to attempt fuch hard Exploits, 
That all the World thall found of Hubba’s Name. 
flum. And now, brave Soldiers, for this good Succefs, 
Caroufe whole Cups of Amazovian Wine, | 
Sweeter than Near or Ambrofia, 
And caft away the Clods of curled care, 
With Goblets crown’d with Semeleins Gifts, 
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| Now let us march to bis Silver Streams, 

| That clearly glide along the Champane Fields, | 

| And moift the grafflie Meads with humid drops. 

| Sound Drums and Trumpets, found up chearfully, 

. Sith we return with Joy and ViGory. | Excunt; 
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Dumb Show. Enter Ate as before. A Crocodile fitting on 4 
Rivers Bank, and a little Snake fringing it. Then both of 
| them fall into the Water. 
"te. © Celera in authorem cadunt. 
High on a Bank by Wiles boifterous Streams; 
“Fearfully fat th’Egyptian Crocodile, 
Dreadfully grinding in her fharp long Teeth 
The broken Bowels of a filly Fith, 
His Back was arm’d againft the dint of Spear; 
With Shields of Brafs that fhia’d like burnifht Gold; 
» Andas he ftretched forth his cruel Paws, 
_ A fubtle Adder creeping clofely near, 
| Thrufting his. forked Sting into his Claws; 
Privily fhed his Poifon through his Bones, 
Which made him {well that there his Bowels burft; 
_ That did fo much in his own greatnefs truft. 
So Humber having conquer’d Albaxaét, 
Doth yield his Glory unto Locrine’s Sword. 
~ Mark what enfues, and you may eafily fees : 
That all our Life is but a Tragedy: | Exits 
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Exter Locrine, Guendeline, Corineius, Affaracus, Thrak- 
sh | machus, azd Camber, 
Loc. And is this true, is /bavaclues flain ? 
- Bath curfed Humber with his ftragling Hoft, 
_ With that his Army made of mungrel Curs, 
_| Brought our redoubted Brother to his end 3 
NN! © that | had the Tracian Orpheus Harp, 
- For to awake out of th’ iafernal Shade 
 Thofe ugly Devils of black Erebus, | 
_ That might torment the damned ‘Tyaitor’s S_yl : 
~ © thar Il had A nphion's Inftrumene = 
i) Ver, Vi. M oi Td 
f = } 
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To quicken with bis vital Notes and ‘Tunes 
"Et QO; > ~ be ~ o> f - Seu? i? 9% < R al, 
Ane minty Joints O every LLOnY OCK, 
> + NS = | rhe D> AA FB 7 Lm { > ? aie ” e 
By which the Scyebians might be punifheds 

. z syoeh, veiRb ling nd sims does , pmb ees . . 
For, by thé lightning of almighty . Fave, 

4 : X ; é 
ui oe b? Weil ees) babes tee LA. dee . 
A he Hunn hilaii Cit’s naa bLv {en thoufand Lives: 
“Cs eS Ce) bee D6 nn 3 eee 

And would to God he had ten thoufand Lives, 

! ‘ re ha OA a ee Tee ar 
FEhat I might with the arm-ftro ia Hercules 


a ~~ * nf e ? 's - ms Lita. ~ ee 
Crop offito vile an Alydra’s bifling ‘Beads, 
: X— 


> > y 2) f* “Ke 4c ” ~, ¥ Lk 
‘But fay me, Coulin, for I lony to hear, 


How Albanatiocame by untimely’ Death. 

Thra. Alter thie trartérous Hoit of Scythians 
Entred the Fiéld with Martial Equipage, 
Young lbanatl, impatient of delay}*** 

Led forty his: Army ‘gainft the dtracline ‘Mates, 
Whofe multitude did daunt’our Soldiers'\Minds, 
Yet nothing could difmay:the forward ‘Prince : 
Bat with a Courage moftihéroical, 

Like to a Lion *monpft a:flock‘of Laitbs; 

Made havock,of the faintwheatt Fugitives, 
Hewing a paflage through them with fils Sword; 
Yea we had almoft giv’n themthe Repulle,. 
When fuddenly from our the filent Wood 
Hubba with twenty thoufand Soldiets, 

Cowardly came upon our weakneéd’ Becks: 

And murthered all: with*fatal Maflacre 8° | 
Amongft the which old:Debon, martial Koight} 
With many wounds was brought tinto the Death : 
And Albanatt oppreft with multitude, i 
Whilft valiantly he feld his Enemies, * 

Yielded his life and honour:to the Dull; 

He being dead, -the Soldiers fled amain, 

And Valone efeaped them by fight, 

Vo bring you Tidings of thefe accidents. 

Loc. Not aged Priam, King of ftatély Troy, 
Grand Emperor of barb’rous Ajia, 

When he beheld his noble«minded Son 
Slain traiteroufly by all the Adirmidons, 
Lamented more than I for vlbanath, 
Pcs ad Pens the Qeeen of hun, 
Her Palace ae eb of Pergamus, 
Her &6 > With all-devouring flames, 
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Le Hire iit Soork 


Cam. The: erief of Niobe, fair Athens Queen, 
For her fer ren Sons magnanimous tn. Field, 
For her feven Da ughtets fa ‘irer than the faireft, 


a Is net to bec compat ’d with my aments. 


Cor. In vain you forrow for cht flaughter’d Prince; 
In vain you forrow for his overthrow 5 
He loves sor moft that doth!lament the:mof, 
But he that feeks to vengée the Injury. 
Think you to. quell the: Bhemies: warlike Frain; 
With childifh Sobs and womanifi':Lanients’? 


Untheath your Sword3, bey your conqu’ring Swords; 


And feek revenge, the:comfort for this fore 


) In Cornwall; where 1 holdmy Regiment, 
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“Even juft ten thoufand valiant. Men‘ at) Arms. 


Hath Coxincias ready at command : 
All thefe and more, if: need: fhall more require. 
Hath Coriveius ready at» command. 

Cam. And inthe Fields of martial Cambria, 
Clofe iby. the boiltrous: //can's ‘Silver Streams, 


Where light-foot Fairies skip from Bank to Bank; 


Full twenty thoufand brave couragious Kvights 
Well exercis’d-in ‘feats of Chivelry, 


‘In manly mannet molt invinerble; 


Young Camber-hath with Gold and Vi Gusl: 
All thefe and more, if need thall imore require; 
I offer up to — my Brother's De ath, 

Loc: Thanks, loving-Uncl+; and good Brother tco; 
For. this fe venges for this aha, Word revenge 
Muft eafe and ceafe my wronpful Enyuriesg 
And by ot Sw of Blond’ atari { fwear, 
Neer {hall fue > iaiee enter this my Front, 
‘Till I be venged om his traiterous ead, 

That flew my: noble Brother /baxaéct. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, mufter up the Camp, 


For we will ftraight march to 4/bania, | Exciat. 
SC Fe IN oe be 
Enter Flumber,. E ftrild, ~Hubbe, Thraflrer, and the Soldiers. 


Hum. Thus are we came,. victaiso:is Goboiierod: 
Uaro the flowing Current's Siiver itreams, | 
. Mim. 2 Wich 
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Which, in memorial of our Victory, 

Shall be agnominated by our Name, 

And talked of by our Pofterity : 

For fure I hope before the Golden Sun 

Pofteth his Horfes to fair Thetis Plains, 

To fee the Waters turned into Blood, 

And change his blueifh Hue to rueful red, 

By reafon of the fatal Maflacre, 

Which {hall be made upon the virent Plains. 
Enter the Ghoft of Albanaé&. 

Ghoft. See how the Traitor:doth prefage his harm, 
See how he glories at his own decay, 

See how he triumphs at his proper Lofs, 
O Fortune vile, unftable, fickle, frail ! 

Hum. Methinks I fee both Armies in the Field, 
The broken Lances climb the Chryftal Skies, 

Some headlefs lye, fome breathlefs on the Ground, 
And every place is ftrew’d with carcaffes, 

Behold the Grafs hath loft. his pleafant green, 

The fweeteft Sight that ever might be feen, 

Ghoft. Ay, Traiterous Humber, thou fhalt find it fo, 
Yea to thy coft thou thalt the fame behold, 7 
With Anguifh, Sorrow, and with fad Laments : 
The graflie Plains, that now do pleafe.thine Eyes, 
Shall e’er the Night be colour’d all with Bloed; 
The fhady Groves that now inclofe thy Camp, 
And yield {weet favour to thy damned Corps, 
Shall e’er the Night be figured.all with Blood ; 
The profound Stream that pafled by thy Tents, 
And with his Moifture ferveth all thy Camp, 
Shall e’er the Night converted be to Blood, 

Yea with the Blocd of thofe thy ftragling Boys: 
For now revenge fhall cafe my lingring Grief, 
And now revenge fhall glut my longing Soul. 

Hub, Let come what wiil, | mean to bear it out, 

And either live with glorious Victory, 

Orc die with Fame renown’d for Chivalry : 

He is not worthy of the Honeycomb, 

That fhuns the Hives becaufe the Bees have ftings; 
Phat likes me beft that is not got with eafe, 
Which thoufand Dangers do accompany ; 
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For nothing can difmay our regal Mind; 
Which aims at nothing but a Golde Crown, 
The only up fhot of mine enrerprifes, 
_ Were they inchanted in grim Pluto's Court, 
| And kept for treafure ’mongft his hellith Crew, 
| I would either quell the tripple Cerberus 
) And all the Army of his hateful Hags, 

Or roll the Stone with wretched Sy/phus. 

Hum. Right martial be thy Thoughts, my noble Son, 
And all thy words favour of Chivalry. [ Eater Segar. 
But, warlike Segar, what {trange Accidents 
Make you to leave the warding of the Camp ? 

Segar. To Arms, my Lord, to honcurable Arms; 
Take helm and targe in Hand, the Britons come 
With greater Multitude than erft the Greeks 
Brought to the Ports of Phrygidian Tenedos. 

Hum. But what faith Segar to thefe Accidents? 
What Counfel gives he in Extremities? 

Segar, Why this, my Lord, experience teacheth us, 
That Refolution’s a fole help at need. 

- And this, my Lord, our honour teacheth us, 
That we be bold in every enterprife; 
Then fince there is no way but fight or die, 
Be refolute, my Lord, for Victory. 
Hum. And refolute, Segar, | mean to be, 
Perhaps fome blifsful Star will favour us, 
And comfort bring to our perplexed State: 
Come let us in and fortifie our Camp, 
So to withftand their {trong Invafion. | Exeune, 
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Enter Strumbo, Trompart, Oliver, and his Son William 
following them. 
Strum. Nay Neighbour Olver, if you be fo whot, come 
prepare your felf, you fhall find two as ftout Fellows of us, 
/ as any in all the North. 

Oliv. No by my dorth Neighbour Strumbo, Ich zee 
dat you are a Man of {mall zideration, dat will zeek to 
injure your old vreends, one of your vamiliar puefts, and 

| derefore zeeing your pinion Is to deal withouten reazon, 
" Ich and my. zonne William will take dat courfe, dat shall 
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be fardeft vom reafon; how zay..you, will,you have: my 
Jaughcer or no? 

gee A very hard queftion,, Neighbour, but I will 
folve it as I may; what reafon have you to. demand itof meg 

Will. Maiy. Sir, what reafon- had: you when my Sifter 

was in the bara to tumbleyher upon the Hay, and to fifh 

hei Belly ? 

Strum. Mafs thou fay ft true; well, buteavould you have 
me marry her therefore?..No,, 1, fcorn shes, :and “you, ‘and 
you: AYys i {corn you all. 

Oliv. Yoit will.not have-her. then? 

Strum. No, asl am aitrue Gentleman. 

Will, ‘Then will we School you, e’ersyou.and we part 
hence. : 

Exter Marzery, and fuatches the Staff out of her Brother's 
fiand as he. is fighting. 

Strum. fy, youcome in Pudding time, ofelfe TE haddreft 
therm. 

Mar... You Mafter. Sawcebox, ‘Lobcocks, ».Cockfcomb, 
you Sloplavce, Lickfirgers, will you: rot hear? 

Strum, Who {peak you;tos-me ? 

Jar. Aj, Sir, to you, Fohx-Lack-honeltyslittle Wit,is 
it you that will have none'of me? 

Strum. Noby my troth, Miftrefs Nicebice, how fine you 
can Nick-rame me;. 1 think you were brought upn the 


Univerfity of Bridewell, you have your Rhetorick fo ready 


at your Tongues end, as if you were never well warn'd 
when you vere young. 


Mar. Why then Goodman cods-head, if you will have 
none of me, farewel, 


Strum. Mf you be fo plain, Miftrefs Driggle-dragele, fare 


you well. 


Mar. Niy, Mafter Sterumbo,e'eryou go from hence we mult 
have more words, you -will have none.of me? [ They fight. 


Strum... Oh my Head, my. Head, ‘leave, leave, leaves I 
will, I will I will, 


ar. ‘Upon that condition 1 let thee alone. 


Oliv, Fw now Malter Srsmbo hath my Daughter taught ” 


youa new Leffone.. 


Strum. A¥ but hear you, Goodman Oliver, it will not be 


for my af: to have my Head b vee 
gemedy this and ve Mat er okee every Days thie 


thal! agrees | , Olide 
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in Oliv. Well. Zon, ‘well, for you are my Zomiow,all fhal} 
) beremedied, Daughrer be Friends with him. | ake. Hands, 
It Strum. You are a {weet Nut, the Devil crack you,, .Ma- 
imp fters, 1 think it be my luck, -my firfé Wife.was a, coving. quie 
ite Wench, but this I think would, weary the Devil I would 
vi fhe might be burnt as my other Wife was; if pote I mut 
run tothe Hulter-for help. _Q Codpiece, thouhatt undone 
ue thy Matter, this it isco be medling with warm Piagkets, 
ly a | Exewents 
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Exter Locrine, Camber, Corineius, Thrafimicus, 424 


ole 3 Affarachus. | 
’ Loc. Now am I guarded with an hoft of Ma, 
Whofe haughty Courage jis invincible; : 
Now am I hem’d with Troops of Soldiers, 

4) Such as might force Bellona to retire, 

| And make her tremble at their Puiflances . 

Now fit I like the mighty God of. War, 

~ Whenarmed with his Coat of Adamant, 

© Mounted his Chariot drawn with mighty Bulls 

_ He drove the Argives over Xauthus Streams. 

' Now, curfed Hember, doth thy end draw nigh, 
| Down goes the Glory of his Victories; | 
And all his Fame, and all bis high Renown, 
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ie Shall in a Moment yield to Locrine's Sword: 

" Thy bragging. Banners croft with argent Stream! 
"The Ornaments of thy Pavillions, 


», Shall all. be captivated with this Hand; 
™ And thou felf, at banatlus Tomb 
| Shalt offer'd be, in Satisfaction, : 
"Of all the wrongs thou didft him when he liv’d.» 
\ But canft thowtellame, brave Thrafrmachus, 
th How far we are diftant from Humber’s Camp? 
—- Thra. My Lord,within, yon fou! accurfed ‘Greve, 
i "That bears the Tokens of our overthrow, 
This Humber hath intrench’d his:damned:Gamp. | 
March on, my Lord, becaufe Ldopg.to fee | “e es |) 
The treacherous Seythians fquelering,in their gare, i 
Loc, Sweet Fortune, favour Locrine with afaile, 
M That 1 may venge my noble Brother’s Death, 
BN Mm 4 
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And in the midft of ftately Troynovant, 
1°/] build a Temple to thy Deity 
Of perfe& Marble, and of Facineh Stones, 
That it fhall pafs the highelt Pyramids, | 
Which with their top furmount the firmament. 
Cam. The arm-{trong Off-{pring of thedoubted Knight, 
Stout Hercules, Alcmena’s mighty Son, | 
That tam’d the Montters of the three-fold World, 
And rid the oppreifed from the Tyrants Yokes, 
Did never fhew fuch valiantnefs in Fight, 
As I will now for noble Albanaél, 
Cor. Full fourfcore Years hath Corineins liv’d, 
Sometimes in War, fometimes in quiet Peace, 
And yet I feel my felf to be as ftrong 
As erit I was in Summer of mine Age, 
Able to tofs this great unwieldly Club, 
Which hath been painted with my foe-mens Brains: 
And with this Club I'll break the ftrong array 
Of Humber and his ftragling Soldiers, 
Or lofe my Life amongft the thickeft prefs, 
Aad die with Honour in my lateft Days : 
Yet eer I die they all thall underftand, 
What force lyes in ftout Corineius Hand. 
Thra. And if Thrafimachus detra& the Fight, 
Either for weaknefs or for ¢owardife, 
Let him not boaft that Bratus was his Eame, 
Or that brave Corineius was his Sire, 
Loc. Then courage, Soldiers, firft for your Safety, 
Next for your Peace, laft for your Victory. ~ \edias 
Sound the Alarm. Enter Hubba and Segar at one Door, 
ana Corineéius at the other. 328 
Cor. Art thou that Humber, Prince of Fugitives, 
That by thy -Treafon flew’ young Albauah? 
‘ Hub. lam his Son that flew young Albanaff, 
And if thou take not heed, proud Phrygian, ~ 
Pll fend thy Soul unto the Stygian lake, 
There to complain of Humber’s Injuries. 
Gor. You triumph, Sir, before the Vidtory, 
For Corineins is not fo foon flain. yi 
But, curled Seythians, you fhall rue the Day, 
h: hat Ser you-came into Albania, 9 
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Bo perith they that envy Britain's wealth, 
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So jet them die with endlefs infamy, 


 And-he that feeks his Soveraign’s overthrow, 


Would this my Club might aggravate his woe. 
| Strikes them both down owith his Club. 
Enter Humber, 

Hum. Where may | find fome defart Wildernefs, 

Where I may breathe out curfts as [ would, 

And {care the Earth with my condemning Voice, 

Where every Echoes repercuflion 

May help me to bewail my overthrow, 


And aid me in my forrowful laments ? 


Where may I find fome hollow uncouth Rock, 
Where I may damn, condemn, and ban my fille 


The Heav’ns, the Hel!, the Earth, the Air, the Fire, 
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And utter curfes tothe concave Sky, 

Which may infe& the airy Regions, 

And light upon the Briton Locriue’s Head, 

You ugly Spirits that in Cocitus mourn, 

And gnath your Teeth with dolorous laments, 
You fearful dogs that in black Lethe how}, 

And feare the Ghofts with your wide open throats, 
You ugly Ghofts that flying from thele dogs, 

Do plunge your felves in Puryflegiton, 

Come all of you, and with your thricking notes 
Accompany the Britons Conquering Hoatt, 

Come fierce Erinnys, horrible with Snakes, 

Come ugly Furies, armed with your Whips, 

You threefold Judges of black 7artarus, 

And all the Army of your hellifh Fiends, 

With new found torments rack proud Locrine's Bones. 
O Gods and Stars, damn’d be the Gods and Stars, 
That did not drown me in fair Thetis Plains. 


~ Curft be the Sea thac with outragious Waves, 


With furging Billows did not rive my Ships 
Againft the Rocks of high Cerannia, 

Or fwallowed me into her watry Gulf, 

Would God we had arriv’d upon the Shore 
Where Polyphemus and the Cyclops dweil, 

Or where the bloody uthropophagie 

With greedy Jaws devours the wandring Wights: 
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3 Pa The Tragedy of Locrine. 


Enter the Ghoff of Albanac. 
But why comes l/banattus’s bloody Ghoft, 
To bring a corfive to our miferics! 
Is't not enough to fuffer fhameful flight, 
But we muft be tormented now with Ghofis? 
With Apparitions fearful to beholde 

Ghoft. Revenge, revenge for Blood. 

Hum. So, nought will facis fie your wandring Ghoft, 
Bur dire revenge, nothing but Humber's fall, 
Becaufe he Conquer’d you in AlZany. 

Now by my Soul, Humber would be condemn’d 
To Tantal’s Hunger, or Sxion'’s Wheel, 
Or to the Vulture of Prometheus, 
Rather than that this Murther were undone. 
When as P'dye Pl drag thy curfed Ghoft 
Through all the Rivers of foul Erebus, 
‘Through burning Sulphur of the Limbo-lake, 
To allay the burning fury of that heat, 
That rageth in mine everlaftirg Soul. 
Ghoft, Vinditta, vinditta. [ Exeunt. 
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Enter Ate as before. Then Omphale Daughter to the Kingor 
Lydia, having a Club in her Hand, and a Lion's skin on her 
Back, Hercules following with a Diftaf. Then Omphale 
turns about, and taking off her Pantofie, ftrikes Hercules'o# 
the Head, then they depart: Ate remaining, {ays} 


Vem non Argolici mandata fevera Tyranitl, 
Non potuit Juno vincere, vicit amor. 


Stout Hercules, the mirror.of the Warld, 
Son to Alcmena and great Fapiter, 

After fo many Conguefts won in Field, 

After fo many Monfters quell’d by force, 
Yielded his valiant Heart to Omphale, 

A fearful Woman void of manly ftrength: 
She took the Club, and wore the Lion’s Skin, 
He took the Wheel, and maidenly gan {pin, — 
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The Tag gah Locrine. 
So Martial Locrixe cheer’d with Victory, 
Falleth in love with Humber s Concubine, 


And fo forgerttcth peerlefs Guendeline. 
His Uncle Corineius {terms at this, 
And forceth Locrine for his Grace to fues 
* Lo here the Sum, the Procefs doth enfue. | | Exit. 
—~ i | am | 77> 
Enter Locrine, Camber, Corineius, Aflarachus, Thrafimachus, 
% and the Soldiers. 


Loc. Thus from the fur y of Bellona’s broils, 
With found of Drum. and Trumpets melody, 
The Britain King returns triumphantly. 
The Scythians flain with great’ occilion, 
Do equalize the Grafs in multitude, 
And: with their Blood have ftain’d the ftreaming Brooks, 
Offering their Bodies and their deareft Biood 
As facrifice to Albanatius, Ghoft. 
Now curfed Humber haft'thou paid thy due, 
For thy Deceits and crafty Treacheries, 
For ali thy guiles, and damned ftratagems, 
With lofs of Life and everduring fhame. 
Where are thy Horfes trap’d with, burnifh’d Gold, 
Thy trampling Courfers rul’d with foaming bits? 
Where «re thy Soldiers flrong and numberlet{s? 
Thy valiant Captains, and thy roole Peers; 
Ev’n as the Country Clowns with fharpett scythes, 
Do mow the whither’d Grafs from off the Earth, 
Or as the Plough-man with his piercing Share 
Renteth the Bowels of the fertile Fielas, 





And rippeth up the Roots with Rezors keen; 

So. Locrine, with his mighty curtle Axe, 

~ Hath cropped off the Heads of all thy Hunns, 
fe ‘So Locrine’s Peers have daunted all tony Peers, 

F And dtove thine Hoft unta confufion, 


ie That thou may’ {t fuffer‘penance for thy fault, 
And die for murdering Valiant Alpanact. 
Coro. And thus, yea thas, fhall all the reft be fery’d, 
That feek to enter A/bion *gaintt our. wills. | 
: If the brave Nation of the Tregledizes, 
by If all the coal-black «Zshiopians, 
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Ff ail che Forces of the Amazons, 

If all the Hofts of the Barbarian Lands, 

Should dare to enter this our little World, 

Soon fhould they rue their cver-bold attempts, 
That after us our Progeny may fay, 

Phere tyes the Beaft chat fought to ufurp our Land. 

Loc. Ay, they are Besfts that feek to ufurp our Land, 

And like to bruttth Beafts they thall be ferv’d. 

For mighty Fove, the fupream King of Heav’n, 
Thit guides the concourfe of the Aéeteors, 

And rules the motion of the azure Sky, 

Fights always for the Britains fafety. 

But ftay, methinks, 1 hear fome fhricking ncife, 
‘Phat draweth near to our Pavilion, 

Enter Soldiers leading in Eftrild. 
Eff, What Prince foe’er adorn’d with golden Crown, 

Doth {way the Regal Sceptre in his hand; 

And thinks no chance can ever throw him down, 
Or that his flate fhall everlafting ftand, 

Let him behold poor Effrild in this plight, 

The perfect Platform of a troubled Wight. 

Once was [ guarded with mavortial bands, 
Compact with Princes of the noble Blood, 

Now am HT fall’n into my Boe-mens hands. 

And with my death mift pacifie their mood, 

O Life, the ba-bour of calamities, 

© Deah, the haven of all miferics, 

I could compare my forrews to thy woe, 

Fhou wr.tched Queen of wretched Pergamus, 

But that thou viewd'ft thy Enemies overthrow, 
Nich to the Rock of high Capharens. 

Thou faw’ft their death, and then d<parted’ft thence, 
I muft abide the Vi@ors infolence, 

The Gods that pitied thy continual grief, 
Transform’d thy Corps, and with thy Corps thy care, 
Poor Elfprid lives defpairing of relief, 

For Friends im trouble are but few and rare. 

Whar, faid I, few? Ay, few or none ar all, 

For crucl Death made havack of them all. 
Fhrice happy they whofe fortune was fo good, 

To end their lives, and with their lives their woes, 
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*oftune fo withf{tood, 
That cruelly the gave me to my Foes. 
O Soldiers, is there any mifery 
Tobe compar’d to Fortune's treachery. 
Loc. Camber, this fame fhould be the Scythian Queen. 
Cam, So may we judge by her lamenting words. 
Loc. So fair a Dame mine Eyes did never fee, 
With floods of woes the feems o’ erwhelm’d to be. 
Cam. O Locrine, hath the not a caufe for to be fad 2 
[Locrine at one fide of the Stage. 
Loc. If fhe have caufe to weep for Humber's death, 
And fhed fale tears for her overthrow : 
Locrine may well bewail his proper grief, 
Locrine may move his own peculiar woe, 


He being conquer’d, died a {peedy death, - 


And felt not long his lamentable {mart ; 


I being a Conqueror, live a lingring Life, 
And feel the force of Cxpia’s fudden ftroke. 

I gave him caufe to die a fpeedy death. 

He left me caufe to wifh a fpeedy death. 

O that {weet Face painted with Nature’s dye, 


aq Thofe rofeal Cheeks mixt with a fnowy white, 
_ That decent Neck furpafling Ivory, 


Thofe comely Breafts which Venus well might fpite, 
Are like to foares which wily fowlers wrought, 
Wherein my yielding Heart is prifoner caught. 
The golden treffes of her dainty Hair, 
Which fhine like Rubies glittering with the Sur, 
Have fo entrap’d poor Locrine’s love-fick Heart, 
That from the fame no way it can be won. 
How true is that which oft I heard declar’d, 
One dram of Joy muft have a pound of Care. 
Eft. Hard is their fall, who from a GoldenCrown 
Are caft into a Sea of wretchednefs. 
Loc. Hard is their thrall, who by Cxpia’s frown 
Are wrapt in Waves of endiefs carefulnefs. 
Eff. O Kingdom, Obje& to all miferies. 
Loc, O Love, the extream’ft of all extremities. — 
| i | | Goes into his Chair. 
Sold. My Lord, in ranfacking the Scythian Tents, 
I found this Lady, and to manifcit 
= ° That 
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That earneft Zeal [bear unto*your Grace, 
I here prefenc her to your, Majctity. ; 
Another Sold. He lies, my Lord, I found the Lady trl, 
And here prefent her-tovyour Majefty. 
t Sold. Pre{umptuous Villain, wilt thou.take my prize? 
2 Sold: Nay, ratherthow depriv’ft me of my right. 
2 Sold. Refign thy Title, Caitive unto me, | 
Or with my Sword i’ }] pierce thy Cowards Loins. 
2 Sold. Soft: words, good Sir, ‘tis not enough to {peaks 
A: barking Dog-doth feldom Strangers bite. 
Loes: Unrevorent. Villains, firive you in ourfight? 
Take them hence, Jatlor, to the Dungeon, 
There let them lye and try their quarrel ont; 
But thou, fair Princefs,: beno whitedifmay'd, 
But rather joy that Locrive favours thee. 
Eft. How can he favour ‘me thatiflew my Spoufe? 
o¢. The chance of Warj my Love,tock him fromther 
Eff. But Locrine was the caufer of his’ death. 
Loc. He was an. Enemy: to Lecrine’s State, 
And flew my noble: Brother Albanadi 
Eff, But be was link’d to me in Marriage-bond, 
And woald you haveme love his flaéehterer 2 
Loc. Better to live, thin not:to live’at all. 
Eft. Better'to die renown’d for chaftity, 
Than live with fhame and endlefs infamy. 
W hat would the common fort report of ‘me; 
If I forget my love, and’cleaveto thée!? 
Loc. Kingsneed not fear the vulgar’ fentencés: 
Lf, But Ladies mult regard their haneft Names 
Loc. Is ita fhame to live in Marrizge-bonds?2 
Eft. No, but-tobe a Strampet to a‘King. 
Loc. If thou wilt yield to Locrine’s burning Love, 
Thow fhalt be: Quetmof fair Albania. | 
Eff. But Guendeline will undermifie my State. 
Loc. Upon mineHodnour, thou fale have ho harm. 
Eff. Then lo, brave Locrine, Eftrild yields to thee; 
And by the gods, ‘whom thou doft invocate, | 
By the dread Ghoft of thy deceafed Sire, 
By thy tight-hand, and by thy burning Love, 
Take pity on poor £ffrild’s wretched thrall. 
Cori. Hath Locrine then forgot his Guendeline, 
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That thus he courts the ; 
W hat, are the words of Brute {fo foon forgot? 


Meas. — The Trkgedy of Locrine. 
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thiaws Paramour 2 


Are’ By deferts fo quickly out of mind? 
Have I been faithf] to thy Sire now dead? 
Have | protected thee from Mumber’s hand, 
And do ft thou quit me with Ungratitude? 
Is this the eu eision for my grievous wounds? 
Is this che Honour for my. labours ‘paft 2 
Now my Seon. Locrine, 1 I fwear-to thee; 
Lhis inj ITy fe Na fhall be repaid. 


Loc. tne e, {corn you your Royal Soveraign, 


As if we ftood for Cyphers in the Court? 
Upbraid you me.with thofe your benefits 2 
Why, it was a Subjeét’s. duty fo to-do. 

What you have done for our: deceafed Sire 


We know, ai 28 all know, -you have your reward. 
Cori. Ava t, proud Princox, brav’ft thou me withal, 


Affure thy fell, though theu be Emperer, 
ad ey thale carry this unpunithed. 
Pardon, my Brother, noble Corinesus, 
“he ot once, and>it-fhall be amended. 


Af. Coulin, remember Brutus lateft words, 


How he defired you to cherifhithem: 


Let not-this faule fo much incenfe:your Mind; 


Which: is not. yet, pafled ellremedy, 

Cori... Then Lecréne, lo I reconcile my felf, 
But as thou lov’it thy Life, fo love thy Wife: 
Butif thou violate thofe promiles, 

Blood and revenge fhall light upon thyoHead. 
Come, let us iisck tordbace by Troynovant, 
W here. all chefe marrers fhallobd fertied. 

Loce Millions, of Devils wait apom thy Soul, 
Legions of Spirits vex thy impious Ghoft: 
Ten. thoufand.torments rack thy curfed bones. 
Let every thisg that hath the uf of oe 

e inftruments and workers of thy deati 
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9 Glo Be ark 


Enter Humber alone, his Hair hanging over his Shoulders, his 
Arms all bloody, and a Dartinone Hand, 


Hum. What Bafilisk hath batched in this place, 
W here every thing confumed-is-to nought ? 
W hat fearful Fury haunts thefe curfed Groves, 
Where vot a root is lefc for Humber’s Meat 2 
Hath fell d/ecto with envenom’d blatts, 
Breathed forth poifon in thefe tender Plains2 
Hath tripple Cerberus with contagious foam, 
Sow'd Aconitum 'mongtt thefe wither’d Herbs2 
Hath dreadful Fames with her charming reds 
Brought barrennefs on every fruitfur Tree? 
What not a Root, no Fruit, no Beaft, no Bird, 
To nourith Humber in this Wildernefs 2 
What would you more, you Fiends of Erebus ? 
My very Intrails burn for want of drink, 
My Bowels cry, Haméer give us fome meats 
But wretched Humber can give you no meat, 
Thefe foul accurfed Groves afford no meat: 
This fruitlefs foil, this ground brings forth no meat: 
The Gods, hard-hearted Gods, yield me no meat. 
Then how can Humber give you any meat? 

Enter Strumbo with a Pitch-fork and a Scotch=Cap. 

Strum. How do you, Matters, how do you? how have 
you *{cap’d hanging this long time? i’faith I have "fcaped 
many a fcouring this Year, but I thank God I have paft 
them all with a good couragio, couragio, and my Wife 
and [are in great love and charity now, I thank my Man- 
hood and my ftrength; for I will tell you; Mafters, upon a 
certain Day at Night I came home, to fay the very truth, 
with my Stomach full of Wine, and ran up into the Cham- 
bers where my Wife foberly fate rocking my little Baby, 
leaning her back againft the Bed, finging lullaby. Now 
when fhe faw me come with my Nofe foremoft, thinking 
that L had been Drunk, as I was indeed, featch’d up a Fag- 
got-ftick in her hand, and came furioufly marching towards 
me, with a big Face, as though the would have eaten me 
ata bit; thundering out thefe words unto me, Thou 
drunken Knave, where haft thou been fo long 2? I fhall 
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teach thee how to benight me another time; and fo fhe 

“began to play Knaves Trumps. Now, although 1 trembled, 
fearing fhe would {t her ten Commandments in my Face, 
ran within her, and taking her luftily by the middle, I car- 
fied her valiantly to the Bed, and flinging her upon tt, 
flung my felf upon her, and ‘there I delighted her fo with the 
fport 1 made, that ever after fhe wovld call me [weet Hul- 
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S band, and fo banifh’d brawling for ever § and to 
good W ill of the Wench, fhe bought with her Portion a 
Yard of Land, and by that [am now become one of the 
richeft Men in our Parifh.e Well, Mafters, what's a Cl 
‘It is now. Breaktfaft time, you fhall fee what meat+I have 


~ 
’ 


- here. for my Breakfait. 

(He fits down and pulls out his Vittuals. 
Hum, Was ever Land fo fruitlefs as this Land ¢ 

Was ever Grove fo gracelefs as this Grove ? 

Was ever Soil fo barren as this Soil ¢ 

Ohno: the Land where hungry Fames dwelt, 

May no ways equalize this curfed Land 3 

No, even the chimate of the Torrid Zone. 

Brings forth more fruit than this aceurfed Grove. 


] 
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Neer came fweet Ceres, ne’er came Venus here; 

Triptolemus the God of Husbandmen, 

Never fow’d his feed in this foul Wildernefs. 

The hunger-bitten Dogs of Acheron, 

Chac’d from the nine-fold Puriphlegiton, 

Have fet their foot-fteps in this damned Ground. 

The Iron-hearted Furies arm’d with Snakes, 

Scatter’d huge Hydra's ovet all the Plains, 

Which have confum’d the Grafs, the Herbs, the Trets, 

Which have drunk up the flowing ‘Water Springs. 

Strumbo hearing his Voice flarts. up, ana puts bis Meat in Lis 
Pockets feeking to bide him/elf. 

Hom. Thou great Commander of the fta 
That guid’ft the Life of every mortal Wight, 
From the inclofures:of the fleeting Clouds 
Rain down fome Food, or elfe I. faint and, dye. 

Pour down fome Drink, or elfe I-faint and dye. 

O Fupiter, has thou fent Mercury | 

Tn clownith Shape to minifter tome Food ¢ 

- Some Meat, fome Meat; fome Meat. 

, . Vor, Vi. Na Straiys 


— \, 
' 


. hag 


eee 


~ eS 


) 
ue 
hae 
ey 


- -—- hata, ee elie * Te ed en 8 ee 


— Ai om — — 4 = 
— _ = 
———— —— _— 
oo ——= - = ad 1 . 





oy 





Strum. © alas, Sir, ye are deceiv’d, I am not AZercary, 

am. Strumbo. 

Hum. Give me fome Meat, Villain, give me fome Meat 
Or *gainft this Rock Vl dafh thy curfed Brains, 
And rend thy Bowels with my bloody Hands, 
Give me fome Meat, Villain, give me fome Meat, 

Siram. By the Faith of my Body, good Fellow, I had 
rather give a whole Ox, than that thou fhouldft ferve 
me in that fort. Dath out my Brains ! O horrible, 
terrible. I think I have a quarry of Stones in my 
Pocket. 


He makes as though he would give him fome, and as he puts 
seth out his Hand, enters the Ghoft of Albana@, and 
fivikes him on the Hana, and fo Sttumbo runs ont, Aums 
ber following him. | Exeunt. 


Ghof. Lo here the Gift of fel] Ambition, 
OF Ulurpation and of Treachery, 
Lo here the harms that wait upon all thofe 
That do intrude themfelves in cthers Lands, 
Which are not under their Dominion, [ Exit. 


SCENE ly. 


Enter Locrine alone, 

Loc. Seven Years hath aged Corineinvs liv’d 
To Locrine’s Grief, and fair E ftrilda’s Woe, 
And feven Years more he hopeth yet to lives 
Oh fupreme Fove, annihilate this thought. 
Should he enjoy the Air’s Fruition 
Should he enjoy the Benefit of Life ? 
Should he contemplate the radiant Sun, | 
That makes my Life equal to dreadful Death 2 
Venus convey this Monfter from the Earth, 
That difobeyeth thus chy facred Hefts, 
Cupid convey this Monfter to dark Hell, 
That difanouls thy Mother’s fugar’d Laws. 
Mars with thy Target all befet with Flames, 
With murthering Blade bereave him of his Life, 
That hindreth Loerie in his fweetett Joys. 
aie hate we 2 his diligent afpea, 
. antral’ Eyes piercing like 1 j ; 
Well have I overmatch’d his Subtiley mye Nigh 
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Nigh Dewscolitum by thé Ppleafant Lee, 
Where brackith Thamis flides with filver Streams, 
Making a Breach into the graflie Downs, | 

A curious Arch of coftly Marble fraught, 

Hath Locrine framed underneath the Ground, 

The Walls whereof, garnifht with Diamonds, 

With Ophirs, Rubies, gliftering Emeralds, 

And interlac’d with Sun-bright Carbuncles; 

Lightens the room with artificial Day, 

And from the Lee with Water-Aowing Pipes 

The moifture is deriv’d into this Arch, 

Where I have plac’d fair Effrild fecretly. 

Thither eftfoons accompanied with my Page, 

t covertly vifit my Heart’s defire, 

Without fufpicion of the meaneft Eye, 

For Love aboundeth ftill with Policy. 

And thither {till means Locrize to repair, 

’Till Asropos cut off mine Uncle’s Life. | Exit; 


SC BE Nek ¥. 
Enter Humber alone, faying 5 


O vita mifero longa; falici brevis ! 
Eheu malorum fames extremum malam, 


Long have I livedin this defart Cave, 

With eating Haws and miferable Roots, 

Devouring Leaves and beaftly Excrements. 

Caves were my Beds, and Stones my Pillowbercs, 

Fear was my Sleep, and Horror was my Dream 5 

For ftill methought at every boifterous Blatt, 

Now Locrine comes, now Humber thou muft die 5 

So that for Fear and Hunger, Hamber’s Mind 

Can never reft, buc always trembling flands. 

O what Danubins now may quench my Thirft ¢ 

What Exphrates, what light foot Euripus 

May now allay the Fury of that Heat, - 

Which raging in my Entrails eats me up ¢ 

You ghaftly Devils of the ninefold Sryx, 

You damned Ghofts of Joylefs Acheron, 

You mournful Souls, vext in 4dy//zs Vaults, 

You cole-black Devils of Avernus Pond, 

Come with your Flefh-hooks, rend my famifht Arms, 
a ge eee AS Thefé 
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Thefe arms that have fultain’d their Mafter’s Lifé? 
Come with your Razors rip my bowels up, 


With your fharp Fire-forks crack my ftarved Bones. 
Ufe me as you will, fo Humber may not live, 


Accurled Gods that rule the ftarry Poles, 

Accarfed Fovg, King of th’ accurfed Gods, 

Caft down your: Lightning on poor Humber’s Head, 
That I may ieave this Death-like Lifeof mine; 
Whit hear. you not, and fhall not Humber die ? 
Nay I will dic, though all'the Gods fay. nay. 

And gentle .4y take my. troubled Corps, 

Take it aid keep it from all.mortal Eyes, 

That none may fay, when [ have loft my Breath, 
The very Floods con({pir’d ‘gainft Aumber’s Death. 


| Flings himfelf into the River. 
Enter the Ghoft of Albana&. 
Ex cedem fequitur, cades in. cade quiefco. 
Humber is dead, joy Heav’ns, ap Earth, dance Trees; 
Now may’ft thou reachthy Appks Taxzalus, 
And with ‘em feed thy hunger-bitten Limbs, 
Now Sy/phus leave the tumbling of thy Rock, 
And rett thy rcftlefs Bones upon the fame. 
Unbind Jxioz, cruel Rhadamanth, 
And lay proud. Haméer on the whirling Wheel, 
Back will I poft to Hell Mouth Tezaras, 
And pafs Gocytus, to the Elyfaz Fields, 
And tell my Father Braias of this News, [ Exit. 
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Enter Ate As before. Jafon leading Creon’s Daughter. Mee. 

Gea following, a Garland in her Hand, aud putting it on 
™~ 2 ~ ‘ . : : 

Creon’s Daughter's Head, fetteth it oz Fire, “and then kil 
ling Jalon and her, departs. 

Ate. WY ON tam, Trinacriis exaftuat Bina cavernis, 

Lele furtive quam cor mulieris-amores 

y; . Pet 

Medea feeing Fafon leave her Love, 


And chufe the Daughter of the Thebax King, 
Went to her devilith Charms to work Rcvenge ; 


And railing ,@P ane ripple Hecate “, 
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ibe ee of Locriney 
With all the rout of the condemned Fiends, 
Framed a Garland by her magick Skill, 
) 
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With which the wrought. Fa/om and iGreon's V1, 

So Guendeline fecing her felf mifus'd,. 

And Humber’s’Paramour poflets her place, 

Fiies to tae Dukedom of Cornubia, 

And with her Brother flout Thrasmachas, 

Gathering a Power of Coruif/b.Saldiers, 

Gives Bartel to her~Husband and his Hof, 

Nigh to the River of Great. Ad@ercia : 

The Chances ey this difmal Maffacre; 

That which enfteth fhorcly will, unfold. | Exie, 


Leer abe nr 
1s hy Nae Oar gate - ame 9 8 
Enter. -Locrine,, Camber, Affatacas, avd Thrafimachus,” 


Affi. But tel! m?, Coufin, dy’d my Brother {> ? 
Now who is Icft “to Inplefs A/dion, 
That as‘a Pillar might*uphold our State, 
That might ftrike “Terror to our: daring Foes? 
Now who is left to. haplefs Britany, 
That might defend her from the. barb’rous Hands 
Of thofe that ftill defire her ruinous fall, 
And feek:to work her downfal and decay ¢ 
Cam. Ay Uncle, Death’s our common Enemy, 
And none but Death can match our matchlefs Power, 
Witnefs the Fall of Aldioncius Crew, 
Witnefs the Fall of Humber and his Hanus, 
And this foul Death hath now increasd our Woe, 
By taking Corineins from this Life, 
And in his room leaving us Worlds of Care. 
Thra. But none may more bewail his. mournful Hearfe, 
Than [ that am the iffue of his Loins. 
Now foul befal chat curfed Hwméer’s Throat, 
That was the caufir of his lingring Wound. 
Loc. Tears cannot raife him fiom the Dead again, 
But where’s my Lady Miftrefs Guendeline ¢ 
Thra. In Cornwall, Locrine, is my Silter now, 
Providing for my’ Father's Funeral. 
Loc. And let her there provide her mourning Weeds, 
And mourn for ever her own Widow-hood, 
Never fhall fhe come within our Palace Gate, 
ee 13 To 
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‘fo countercheck brave Locrine in his Love. 

Go, Boy, to Deucalitum, down the Lee, 

Unto the Arch where lovely Effrild lies, 

Bring her and Sabren ftraight unto the Court; 

She {fhall be Queen 1n Guendeline’s room, 

Let others wail for Corineius Death, 

I mean not fo to macerate my Mind, 

Por him that barr’d me from my Heart’s Defire. 
Tira. Hath Locrine then forfook his Guendeline 2 

Is Corincius death fo foon forgot 2 

If there be Gods in Heav’n, as fure there be ; 

If there be Fiends in Hell, as needs there mult, 

They will revenge this thy notorious wrong, 

And pour their Plagues upon thy curfed Head. 


Loc. What, prat‘{t thou, Peafant, to thy Soveraign 2 
Or art thou ftrucken in fome Extafie 2 


Doftthou not tremble at our Royal Looks? 
Doft thou not quake when mighty Locrixe frowns? 
Thou beardlefs Boy, were’t not that Locrine {corns 
To vex his mind with fuch a Heartlef Child, 
With the fharp Point of this my Battel-axe, 
I'd fend thy Soul to Puryphlegiton. 

Thrae ‘Though I be young and of a tender Age, 
Yet will I cope with Locrine when he dares. 
My noble Father, with his conqu’ring Sword, 
Slew the two Giants Kings of Aguitdin. 
Thrafimachus is not {o degenerate, 
What he fhould fear and tremble at the 
Or taunting Words of a Venerean Squire, 

Loc, Menaceft thou thy Royal Soveraign ? 
Uncivil, not befeeming fuch as you, 
Injurious Traitor (for he is nolelg 
That at Defiance ftandeth with his King) 
Leave thefe thy Taunts, leave thefe thy bragging Wards, 
Unlefs thou mean’ft to leave thy wretched Life. 

Thra. If Princes ftain their glorious Dignity 
With ugly fpcts of mor ftroug Infamy; 
They leefe their fo-mer E ftimation, 
And thiow themfelves into a Hell of hate. 

Les. Wilt thou abufe my gentle Patience, 
As though thou didft our high difpleafure {corn 2 
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Proud Boy, that thou may’ft know thy Prince is mov'd, 
Yea, greatly mov'd at this thy {welling Pride, 
We banith thee for ever from our Court. 
Thra. Then, lofel Locrine, look unto thy felf, 
Thrafimachus will revenge this Injury. | 
Loc. Farewel, proud Boy, and learn to ufe thy Tongue. 
Aja. Alas, my Lord, you fhould have call’d to mind 
The lateft Words that Brutus fpake to you, 
How he defir’d you, by. the Obedience 
That Children ought to bear their Sire, 
To love and favour Lady Gaendeline: 
Confider this, that if the Injury 
Do move her mind, as certainly 1t will, 
War and Diffention follows fpeedily. 
What though her Power be not fo great as yours, 
Have you not feen a mighty Elephant 
Slain by the biting of a filly Moufe 2 
Even fo the chance of War inconftant is, 
Loc. Peace, Unkle, Peace, and céafeto talk thereof; 
For he that feeks by whifpering this or that, 
To trouble Locrine, in his fweeteft Life, 
Let him perfwade himfelf to die the Death. 
Enter the Page, with Eftrild and Sabrene 
Eft. O fay me, Pages tell me, where is the King? 
Wherefore doth he fend for mé to the Court? 
Is it to die? is it to end my Life 2 
Say me, fweet Boy, tell me and do not feign« _ . 
Page. No, truit me, Madam, if you will credit the little 
Honefty that is yet left me, there is no fuch Danger as you 
fear, but prepare your felf, yonder’s the King. 
Ef. Then Efrild, lift thy dazled Spirits up, 
‘And blefs that bleffed time, that Day, that Hour, 
That warlike Locrine firft did favour thee. 
Peace to the King of Britany, my Love, 
Peace to all thofe that love and favour him. 
Loc. Doth Eftrild fall with fuch Submiffion [Taking Her #pe 
Before her Servant King of Albion? 
Arife, fair Lady, leave this lovely Chear, 
Lift up thofe Looks that es gto s Heart, 
? eely view that roical Face, 
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Which fo intangled hath my love-fick Breaft. 
Now to the Coast, where we will court it ouf, 
And pafs the Night. and Day in Venus Sports. ‘ 
Frolick, brave Peers, be joyful with your King. |. Ewennt. 
S. .GBWAN E7448: 
Ester Guendeline, Thrafimachus, Madan, and Soldiers. 
Guen- You gentle Winds that with your modeft Blafts 
Pafs through the Circuit of the Heav’sly Vault, 
Enter the Clouds uato the Throne of Fove, 
And bear my Pray’rs to. his al'-hearing Ears, 


For Lecrine hath forfaken Gwexndeline, 

And learnt to love proud Aaméber’s Concubine. 

You happy Sprites that 1p the Concave Sky, 

WY ith pleafant Vs enjoy your {weeteft Love, 

Shed forth thofe Tears withme, which thea you fhed, 
When firft you woo'd your Ladies to their Wills: 
Thofe Tears are ficceft for my wolul Cafe, 

Since Locrine'fhuns my nothing-pleafant Pace. 

Bluth Heav’is, biufh Sur, and hide ‘thy fhining Beams, 
Shadow thy radiant Locks in ploomy Clouds, 

Deny thy chearfal Light unto the World, | 

Where ni thing relep ; but Falfhood and Deceit. 

What; faid I, Falfhood? Ay, that filthy Crim-, 

For Locrive. hath forfeken Guendelize. 

Behold the Heav’ns do wail for Guexdelines 

The fhining Sun dath bluth for Guendeline : 

The liquid Air doth weep for Guendeline: 

The very Ground doth groan for Gueudelize. 

Ay, they are milder thin the Britain King, 

For he-rejeGeth lucklef Guendeline, 

Thra. Silter, complaints are bootlefs in this caufe, 
This open wrong muft have an open Plague: | 
This Plague muft be repaid with grievous War, 

Chis War muft finifh with Lecrinus Death, 
His Death will foon extinguiih our Complaints. 

Gwen. O no, his Death will more augment my woes} 
He'was my Husband, brave Thrafmachus, 

Mote dear to me than th’ apple of mine Eye, 
Nor can I find in Heart to woik his Scathes 


| Mira. Madam, if not your proper Injuries, 


Nor my Exile, canmove you to revenge: 


Think 
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ihe Trkeed} of Locrine, 
Think on our Father Corinetas. Words, 
His Words to us ftand always for a Law: 
Should Locrine live, that. caus'd my Pather’s Death ? 
Should Locrine live, that now divorceth you ? 
The Heav’ns, the Earth, the- Air, the Fire reclaims; 
And then why fhould all we deny the fame? 

Guen, Then henceforth farewel womanith Complaints, 
All childith Pity henceforth then farewels 
Bur curfed Locrine, look unto thy felf, 
For Nemes, the Miftrefs of Revenge, 
Sits arm'd at all Points em our difmal Blades, 
And curfed Effrild, that inflam’d his Heart, 
Shall, if I live, die a reproachful Death. 

Mad. Mother, tho’ Nature makes me to lament 
My tuckiefS Father’s froward Letehery; 
Yet for he wrongs my Lady Mother, thus, 
I, if I could, my felf would work his Death. 

Thra. Sce, Madam, fee, the defire of Revenge 
Ts in the Children of a tender Age. 3 
Forward, brave Soldiers, into Afercia, 
Where we fhall brave the Coward to his Face. fExewnt. 


Si Go-B Nv Bich 


Exter Locrine, Eftrild, Sabren, Aflarachus, axa the Solazers, 


Loc. Teil me, Affarachus, are the Cornifh Chufs 
In fuch great number come:to Mercia, 
And have they pitched there their Hoft, 
So clofe unto our Royal Manfion? 
Affa. They are, my Lord, and meaa incontinent 
To bid defiance to your Majelty. - 

“Loc. It makes me laugh, to think that Guendeline 
Should have the Heart to come in Arms againit me. 
Eft. Alas, my Lord, the Horfe will run amain 
When as the Spur doth gall him to the Bone; 

esloufiey Locrine, hath a wicked {ting. 

Loc. Sayft thou fo, Effrild, Beauty's Paragon? 
Well, we will try her Choler to the Proof, 
And:make her knows Locrine c:n brook no braves. 
March on, Affarachus, thou mu(t lead the way, 
And bring us to their proud Pavilion, [ Exennr, 
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on 3 The Tragedy of Locrine. 
S20 EIN. Bie 


Enter the Ghoft of Corineius, with Thunder and Lightning. 


>| Behold, the Circuit of the azure Sky 
Fey fortii fad Thtobs, and ericvOus Sufpirs, 
Prejudicating Locrine s Overthrow: 
The Fire cafteth forth fharp darts of Flames, 
The ereat Foundation of the tripple World 
Trembleth and quaketh with a mighty Noife, 
Prefaging bloody Maffacres at hand. 
‘The wandring Birds that Mutter in the dark, 
When hellith Night in cloudy Chariot feated, 
Caftcth her mifts on fhady Tellus Face, 
With fable Mantes cov’ring all the Earth, 
Now flie abroad amid the chearful Day, 
Foretelling fome unwonted Mifery. 
The {harling Curs of darkned Tartarus, 
Seat from Avernus Ponds by Rhadamanth, 
With howling Dittics pefter ev ry Wood ; 
The watry Ladies, and the ligh foot Fawas, 
And all the rabble of the woody Nymphs, 
Alitrembling hide themfelves 10 fhady Groves, 
And throwd themfelves in hideous hollow Pits. 
The boifterous: Boreas thundreth forth Revenge: 
The ftony Rocks cry out on fharp Revenge: 
The thorny Bufh pronounceth dire sear os eae 
Corineins {tay and fee Revenge, 
fom feed thy Soul with Locrine’s Overthrow: : 
Behold they come, the Trumpets call them forth, 
The roaring Drums fummon the Soldiers. — 
Lo where their Army a a tain 
brow forth thy Lightning, mighty yapiers | 
And “a thy Pious on ame Locrine’s Head. [ Stand _ 
Enter Locrine, Eftrild, Affarachus, Sabren anatheir So i 
at one Door, Thafimachus, Guendelines Madan, 4” 
their Followers at another. : 
Lec. What, is the Tiger ftarted from his Cave ¢ 


Is Guendeline come from Cornxbia, : 
"Phat thus the braveth Locrine to the Teeth? ) 

And haft thou found thine Armour, pretty Boyy |, 
6 | Accompanied 


~~ 


” 


et “gl 











































— 










*P 
a] 
? .. 


The Tra £ 






y of Locrine. 
“Accompanied with thefe thy ftragling Mates? 
 -Belicve me but this Enterprize was bold, 
And well deferveth Commendation. 
 Guenw. Ay; Locrine, 'Traiterous Locrine, we ae COMes 
With full pretence to {eek thine Overthrow.\. 

What have I done that thou fhouldft {corn me thus? 
What have I faid-that thou fhouldit me reject ¢ 

Have I been difobedient to, thy Wordsé 

Have I bewray’d thy arcane Secrecy ¢ 
Have I difhcnoured thy Marriage Bed 
With filthy Crimes, or with lafcivious Lufts? 
Nay it is thou that haft difhonour’d ir, 

Thy filthy Mind o’ercome with filthy Lufts, 
Yieldeth unto Affe@ions filthy Darts. 

Unkind, thou wrong’ thy farft and trucft fear, 
Unkind, thou wrone’ft thy beft and deareft Friend; 
Upkind, thou fcorn’ft all skilful Bratas Laws, 
Forgetting Father; Uncle, and thy felf. 

Eft. Believe me, Locrine, but the Girl is wife, 
And well would feem to make a Veftal Nun, 
How finely frames fhe her Oration. | | 

Thra. Locrine, we came not here to fight with Words, \ 
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_ Words that can never win the Victory, 
- But for you are fo merry. in your Frumps, ! 
‘ Unfheath your Swords, and try it out by force, } 
_. That we may fee who hath the better hand. é 
Ags Loc. Think’ thou to dare me, bold Thrajimachus? 
_ Think’ft thou to fear me with thy taunting braves; i 
Ordo we feem too weak to cope with ihee$ . 


Soon fhall I thew thee my fine cutting Blade, 
And with my Sword, the Meflenger of Death, i 
Seal thee an acquaintance for thy bold attempts. | Exeant. ! 
Seund the Alarum. Enter Locrine, Affarachus, and a Soi- 

dier at one Deor; Guendeline,. Thrafimachus, ae another : 


! | Locrine and his Followers driven back, 
Then Locrine and Eftrild enter again in umaxt. | 
of Lec. O fair Effrilda, we have lof the Field, | ! 
Thrafimachus hath won the Victory, i 
And we are Icft to be a Langhing-ftock, (| 


Scoft at by thofe that are our Enemits, 
~~ Ten thoufand Soldiers arm’d with Sword and Shield, 
| Prevail againft an hundred thoufand Men, Thra. 
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3345 The Trageay oj ri } 
Thrafimachus incéenft with fuming Ire, 

Raveth amongett the faint-heare Soldiers, 


Like to grim AZars, when cover’d with his Targe, 
He fought with Diomedes in the Field, 


Clofe by the Banks of filver Simots. [ Sound the Alarum, 


O lovely Effrild now the Chafe begins, 

Ne'er fhall'we fee the ftately 7roynovant 

Mounted with Courfers garnifhe all with Pearls, 

Ne’er (hall we view the fair Coxcoraia, 

Unlefs as Captives we be thither brought. 

Snall Lecrine then be taker Prifoner, 

By fueh.a youngling as Thrafmachus? 

Shall Gaendeline captivate my Love ? 

Ne’er fhall mine Byes behold thar difmal hour, 

Never will I view that ruthful Spe@tacle, 

For with my Sword, or this tharp Curtle- Axe, . 
Vil cut in funder wy Accurfed Heart. 

But O you Judges of the ninefold SIX, 

Which with tnceflane Torments rack the Ghofts 

Within the boctémlefs Abyfjas Pits, 
You Gods, Conimanders of the Héav’n!y Spheres, 

Whofe Will and Laws irrevocable ftand, 

Forgive, forgive; this foul adéeui fed Sin; 

Forget, O Gods, this foul condemn’d fiult: 

And now my Sword,that in fo many Fights { Kiffes Fas Sword. 
Halt fav’d the Life of Brutus and his Son, 

End now his Life that witheth Rill for Deaths 

Work sew his Death thar wifheth Mill for Death, 

Work sow his Death that hateth {till his Life. 

Farewel, fair Effrild, Beauty’s* Paragon, 

Fram’d in the front of forlorn’ Miferies, 

Ne’er hall mine Eyes behold thy Sun-fhine Eyes, 

But when we meet in the Elyfian Fields, 

Thither | govbefore with haften’d pace. 

Farewel, vain World, and thy inticing Snares, 

Farewe], foul Sin, and thy inticing Pleafures, 

And welcome Death, the end of Moral {mart, 

Welcome to Locrine’s over-burthen’d Heart. 

| Thurfts himfelf through with his Sword. 
Bt. Break Heart with Sobs and erievous Sufpirs, 
Stream forth your Teais from forth my watry Eyés, 

Help me to mourn for warlike Locrize’s Death, Pour 
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» My Father flain with fuch a fatal Sword 


The Trad redy of Locrine. . 3520 
Pour down your Tears you watry Regions, 

For mighty Locrine is bereft of Life.* 

O fickle Fortune, O unftable World, | 

W hat elfe are gs, that this Globe contains, 
But a confufed.Chaos of mifhaps?2 

W herein.asin, a Glafs we plainly fee, 
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Shall love of Life bat her from Locrine’s Sword? 
O no, this Sword that hath bereft his Life, 
Shall now’ deprive me of my fleeting Soul : 
Strengthen thefe Hands, O mighty Fupiter, 
my woful Mifery, 
Locrine { come, Locrine I follow thee. | Kills her Self. 
Sound the Alarum. Enter Sabren, 
Sab. What dolefyl Sight, what ruthful Spectacle 
Fath Fortune offer’d to my haplefs Heart ? 
3 
My Mother murther’d by a mortal wound? 
What Thracian Dog, what barbarous A¢irmidon, 
Would not relent at fuch a ruthful cafe ? 
What ferce <<chilles, what hard ftony Flint, 
Would not bemoan this mournful Tragedy? 
Locrine, the Map of Magnanimity, 
Lies flaughter’d in his foul accurfed Cave; - 


| Effrild, the perfe& pattern of Renown, 


Nature’s fole wonder, in whofe beauteous Breafts 


All Heav’nly Grace and Virtue was infhrin’d, 


Both maffacred are dead within this Cave, 
And with them dies fair Pallas and fweet Love. 
Here lies a Sword, and Sabren hth a Heart, 


This bleffed Sword fhall cut my curfed Heart, 
And bring my Soul unto my Parents Ghofts, 


td > 


That they that live and view our Tragedy, 


May mourn our cafe with mournful Plaudites. 
| Offers-to kill her (elf. 


PAy me, my Virgins Hands are too too weak, 


Yo penetrate the bulwark of my Breaft; 


/My Fingers, us’d to tune the amorous Lute, Are 
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Are not of force to hold this fteely Glaive, 
So I am left to wail my Parents Deata, 
Not able for to work my proper Death, 
Ah Locrine, honour’d for thy Noblenefs. 
Ah Effrild, famous for thy Conttancy- | 
Ill may they fare that wrought your mortal Ends. 
Enter Guendeline, Thrafimachus, Madan, and the Soldiers, 
Guen. Search Soldiers, fearch, find Locrine and his Love, 
Find the proud Scrumpect, Humber’s Concubine, 
That I may change thofe her fo pleafing Looks, 
To pale and ignominious Afpect. 
Fiod me the [fue of their curfed Love, 
Find me young Sabren, Locrine’s only Joys 
That I may glut my Miod with lukewarm Blood, 
Swiftly diftilling from the Baftard’s breaft. 
My Father’s Ghoft ftill haunts me for Revenge, 
Crying; Revenge my over-haftened Death. 
My Brother’s Exile, and mine own Divoree, 
Banith remorfe clean from my brazen Heart, 
All Mercy from mise adamantine Breafts. 
Thea. Nor doth thy Husband, lovely Guendeline, | 
That wonted was to guide our ftarlefs Steps, 
Enjoy this Light; fee where he murdred lies, 
By luckiefs Lot and froward frowning Fate: 
And by him lies his lovely Paramour 
Fair Effrild, goared with a difmal Sword, 
And as it feems, both murdred by themfelves, 
Ciafoing each other in their feebled Arms, 
With loving zeal, 3s if for Company 
Their uncentented Corps were yet content 
To pafs foul Styx in Charon’s Ferry-boat. 
Guen. Andhath proud Ejfrild then prevented me, 
Hath the efcaped Guendclina’s Wrath, 
By viclently cutting off her Life? 
Would God fhe had the monftrous Hydra’s Lives, 
That every hour the might have died a Death 
Worfe than the {wing of old Jxion’s Wheel, 
And every hour révive to die again, 
As Titius bound to houflefs Cancafon, 
Doth fecd the Subftance of his own mifhap, 
And every Day for want of Food doth die, 


And every Night doth live again to dic. But 
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~ But ftay, methinks, I hea Tome fainting Voice, 
_. Mournfully weeping for their lucklefS Death, 
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Sab. You Mountain Nymphs which in thefe Defiarts reign, 


+ Ceafe of your hafty chafe of Savage Beafts, 


Prepare to fee a Heart oppreft with Care, 


). Addrefs your Ears to hear a mournful Stile, 


No human Strength, no Work can work my Weal, 
Care in my Heart fo Tyrant like doth deal. 
You Driades and lightfoot Sazyri, 
You gracious Fairies, which at Even-tide 
Your Clofets leave with Heav’nly Beauty ftor’d, 
And on your Shoulders {pread your galden Locks, 
You favage Bears in Caves and darken’d Dens, 
Come wail with me the martial Locrine’s Death. 
Come mourn with me, for beauteous Effrild’s Death, 
Ah loving Parents, little do you know 
What Sorrow Sabren fuffers for your thrall. 
Guen. But may this be, and is it poffible, 

Lives’ Sabren yet to expiate my Wrath 2 

ortune I thank thee for this Courtefie, 
And Jet me never fee one profperous hour, 
If Sabyen die not a reproachful Death. 

Sab. Hard-hearted Death, that when the wretched call, 
Art fartheft off, and feldom hear’ft at all, 
But in the midft of Fortune’s good Succefs, 


' Uncalled comes, and fheers our Life in twain: 


When will that hour, that bleffed hour draw nigh, 
When poor diftrefled Sabren may be gone. 
Sweet Arropos cut off my fatal Thread. 
What art thou Death, thal] not poor Sabrex die? 
| {| Guendeline taking her by the Chis, {ays 
Guen. Yes Damfel, yes, Sabre thall furely die, 


- Tho’ all the World fhould feek to fave her Life, 


And not acommon Death fhall Sabrex die, 
But after {trange and grievous Punifhments, 
Shortly infli@ed on thy Baftard’s Head, 


- Thou fhalt be caft into the curfed Streams, 
And feed the Fifhes with thy tender Fleth. 


Sab. And think’ft thou thea, thou cruel Homicide, 
That thefe thy Deeds Mall be unpunifhed 2 


| No Traitor, xo, the Gods will venge thefe Wrongs, 
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The Fiends of Hell will mark. thefe Injuries. 
Never {hall thele blood-fucking malty Curs 
Bring wretched Sabren to her jateft home. 
For [ my felf,.19 {pite of thee and thine; 


Mean to abridge my former Deftinies, 


And that which Locrine’s Sword could not perform; 
This prefeht Stream fhall prefent bring tc pels. | 
£ t C/ a. aie } j : 
| She drowns her, felfe 


Guen. One Mifchief follows on another's Neck. 
Who would have thought fo young a Maid as fhe, , 
With fuch a Courage would have fought her Death? 
And for bécaufe this River was the Place 
Where little Sabre refolutely died, 

Sabren for ever {hall this fame be call’d. 
Aad as for Locrime, our deceafed Spoule, 
Becaufe he was the Son of mighty Brure, 
To whom we owe our Country, Livesand Goods, 
He thal] be buried in a ftately Tomb, 
Clofe by his aged Father Brutus Bones, 
With fuch great Pomp and great Solemaity, 
As well beleems fo brave a Prince as he. 
Let Efrild be without the fhallow Vaults, 
Wichout the Elonour due unto the dead, 
Becaufe the was the Author of this War. 
Retire brave Followers unto Troyzovant, 

hore we will celebrate thefe Bxequies, a0, 
And place young Locrine in his Father’s Tomb. .[ Exeunr. 

Ate, Lo.here the end of lawlefs Treachery, 

Of Ufurpation, and embitious Pride, 

And they. that’ for their private Amours dare 
Thrmdil our Land, and-fec their, Broils abroach, 
Let them be warned by thefe Premifles,. 
Ard asa: Woman was the only caufe — 

That civil difcord was then firred up, 

So let us pray for that, resowned Maid, 
That eight and thirty ‘Years the Scepter fway'd 
In quiet Peace arfd {weet Pelicitys , | 
And’every, Wight that feeks her Grace’s Smarts 
Would that this Sword were pierced in his Heart. | Exit 


pee The End of the Sixth and Laff Volume. 
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